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Aut hor' s Not e:

This is the second volune of the three-part, quarter-mllion word novel of

Tarot. Though this segnent is unified around the religious and social thene, it
is not a conplete story initself, and it is hoped the reader will be interested
enough to read the first and third volumes. The first is God of Tarot,
concerning the nature of the challenge; the third is Faith of Tarot, concerning
the nature of Hell. Some reprise of the first volune may be hel pful for those
who have not seen it:

Brother Paul is a novice in the Holy Order of Vision, a liberal religious sect
dedi cated to the inprovenent of the state of man. Hi s superior in the Order, the
Reverend Mot her Mary, sends himon a mission to Planet Tarot to determ ne

whet her the Deity manifesting there is or is not God. Brother Paul discovers
numer ous schismatic sects on the planet, often at odds; yet the rigors of col ony
life require all people to cooperate closely or perish. They nust identify the
true God. Brother Paul beconmes the guest of the Reverend Siltz of the Second
Church Communi st, whose son has taken up with a Scientol ogist: a | ocal scandal
Brot her Paul encounters Amaranth, an extraordinarily pretty and forward

wor shi per of Abraxas, the snake-footed god. Brother Paul experinents with the
notorious Animation effect, controlling it by neans of tarot cards, but gets
trapped in full-scale visions relating to his own base nature and past
experiences that led to his conversion to the religious life. He realizes that
his own soul may be |ikened to conmpost: the raw stuff of transition from death
to renewal .

The present volunme comences with Brother Paul's energence fromthat play-Iike
vi si on.

TABLE OF CONTENTS

|. Discipline: Triunph 9
I'l. Nature: Triunph 10
I'1l. Chance: Triunmph 11

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%202%20-%20Vison%200f%20Tarot.txt (1 of 120) [1/19/03 8:31:36 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%202%20- %20V ison%200f %20T arot. txt

IV. Tinme: Triunph 12

V. Reflection: Triunph 13
VIi. WIIl: Triunmph 14

VIl. Honor: Triunph 15
VIII. Sacrifice: Triunph 16
| X. Change: Triunph 17

X. Vision: Triunph 18

XI. Transfer: Triunph 19
Appendi x: Ani mati on Tar ot

|

Di scipline: 9

...he found hinself reflecting—ot for the first time—en the peculiarities of
adults. They took |axatives, liquor, or sleeping pills to drive away their
terrors so that sleep would come, and their terrors were so tanme and donestic:
the job, the noney, what the teacher will think if | can't get Jennie nicer
clothes, does ny wife still love me, who are ny friends. They were pallid
conpared to the fears every child lies cheek and jowl with in his dark bed, with
no one to confess to in hope of perfect understandi ng but another child. There
is no group therapy or psychiatry or community social services for the child who
must cope with the thing under the bed or in the cellar every night, the thing
whi ch | eers and capers and threatens just beyond the point where vision wll
reach. The same lonely battle nust be fought night after night and the only cure
is the eventual ossification of the imaginary faculties, and this is called
adul t hood.

—St ephen King: ' Salem s Lot, New York: Doubl eday and Conpany, 1975.

The | andscape of Planet Tarot formed about them They stood in a kind of scrub
forest. A fewlarge trunks rose fromthe underbrush, but these were dead and
charred. Sone fire nust have swept through the area a decade past, destroying
most of the large trees and all of the small ones, forcing the forest to start
over. This was not necessarily an evil thing; after many years of fighting
forest fires back on Earth, the authorities had realized that forest fires were
part of nature's cycle, literally clearing out the deadwood to nmake pl ace for
fresh growth. The big stunps, here, mght resenble buildings in the half |ight,
and the forest was like a city, here was the raw material of the Animation just
past.

Br ot her Paul | ooked behind him They were actually in a holl ow beside the
clifflike face of a rocky ridge. Here was even nore direct raw material; a
monent ago it had seemed like a brick wall, and his conpani on—=

Brot her Paul turned to the man. "I amnot certain | know you," he said. Not in
this world, anyway.

Hi s compani on was a col oni st he had not encountered in the village, a tall
thin, handsome young man, bronzed and healthy. "I am Lee, Church of Jesus Chri st
Latter Day Saints," he said. "I amone of the Watchers."

" Ah—Mbr mon, " Brot her Paul said. "At one time |I mstook you for—= He broke off,
not wanting to nention the Fed narc. "But that's irrelevant."

"Let's nmove out before the rent in the Animation fills in," Lee said. "W would
not want to be trapped again." He led the way, wal king briskly. But in a nmonent
he added: "What we experienced appears to be a hitherto unknown aspect of
Animation. | was once called a nenber of your sect, though | really can not
claimto know anyt hi ng about your religion. | gather this was a reinactment of
the experience that brought you into that Order."

"Yes," Brother Paul agreed, surprised. "I was partially blind for several days,
because, they said, | had stared into the sun too long. |I think it was nore
subtl e than that; my namesake the Apostle Paul was simlarly blind after his
conversi on. Perhaps the drug and ny general condition conplicated it. The Holy
Order of Vision took care of me, and treated me with the nenory drug and
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ki ndness, phasi ng down the dosage of the one and phasing up the dosage of the
other until | was stable again. | never did recover all ny nenories. But by then
I knew ny destiny. | have never regretted that decision."

Lee snmiled, grasping the concept. "As the Apostle Paul joined the Christians he
had persecut ed—

"So | joined the Order | had wonged," Brother Paul agreed. "In the process
becane a Christian in the truest sense. | regret exceedingly that Sister Beth
had to die in order to facilitate nmy conversion—

"I am sure you have filled her place adnirably," Lee said. "W can not know t he
meani ng of God's every act. W only know that there is nmeaning. Wy did God
all ow the Apostle Paul to stone Stephen? Had | been there, | would surely have
deenmed Stephen a better spokesnman for Christianity than a | anme epileptic

Phari see Jew." He smiled. "Wich shows how little |I would have known. Only God
is omiscient."

"Amen, " Brother Paul agreed, discovering new insight. "The Apostle Paul nade
Christianity what it is, to a considerable extent. He opened it up to the
gentiles. That seenmingly ninor though controversial change nmade all the

di fference."

"I't did indeed," Lee agreed. "Perhaps you also will benefit your sect and the
worl d as the Apostle your nanesake did."

"A ludicrous dream" Brother Paul said. "Only God knows what an inperfect vesse
I am How nmuch of ny Animation did you share?" Brother Paul found that he |iked
this man, and hoped the horrors of his personal Aninmations had not been shown to
him Sonme secrets were best kept secret.

"Just fragnments of it, | think. A ganme called Tarot Accordi an—+ do not use cards
for entertainnent, but | do not pass judgnent." He paused. "Do all these

epi sodes represent past experiences in your life or are sone allegorical ?"
"Some are real; sonme are sheer fantasy," Brother Paul said, enbarrassed. |f Lee
had seen any of the nightmare visions, he was evidently too discreet to adnit
it.

"I inquire," Lee said with a certain diffidence, "because sonething very strange
happened to nme, and | wonder whether you might explainit. | felt—t was as

t hough anot her personality inpinged on ne. An alien consciousness, not ininical,
not unpl easant, but rather an exceedingly well informed mind froma distant
sphere using ny body and percepti ons—

"Antares!" Brother Paul exclained.

Lee | ooked at him startled. "How did you know?"

"I —eannot explain. But | net a creature from Sphere Antares. He said he night
visit ne here, or at least | wanted himto— Brother Paul spread his hands. "A
foolish expectation; | apol ogi ze."

"Foolish, perhaps. Yet it is an experience | seemto have shared. | don't
profess to understand it, but | do not regret it; the alien has a cosnopolitan
view | rather envy." He pointed ahead. "Look—there are the Watchers."

And there they were: Pastor Runford, Ms. Ellend, and the Swanm . "But where are
the ot hers?" Brother Paul asked. "The ones drawn into the Animations, as you
were? W can't leave them.."

"No, we can't," Lee agreed as they cane up to the Watchers. "Watchers, did you
perceive the nature of the Aninmations we have experienced?"

Past or Runford shook his head. "W did not."

Brot her Paul was relieved. "W have—seen things too conplex to discuss at the
moment. Several people remain. W need to get them out before—

Past or Runford shook his head again, nore enphatically. "W can not enter the
Ani mati on area. The young worman you call Amaranth went in to warn you about the
storm and—=

"l understand," Brother Paul said. "I'Il go back and find them"

"I, too," the Swani said. "W had to retreat during the storm but for the
moment the effect seens to have abated."

Lee was already on the way. The three spread out, searching the | andscape that
had been a nmetropolis nonments ago—and might be again if the Anination effect
returned. Speed was essenti al

They found Therion first. He was sitting beneath a tree, |ooking tired. "That
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was sone scene you fol ks cooked up," he call ed.

"I did not arrange it," Lee protested. "I nerely played roles assigned to ne by
the playwight. Sonme were diabolical therefore | assumed they originated with
you." He did not smle.

"l gather you two do not get along well," Brother Paul said.

"Few of us get along well with rival sects," Lee adnitted. "That is the problem
of this colony. It is the same all over Planet Tarot; our village is typical
Everywhere we co-exist with ill-conceal ed distenper. This nman is a devotee of

t he nefarious Horned God—whom | would call Satan."

"A Devil -worshiper!" Brother Paul exclainmed. "That explains a lot!"

"The Horned God was great before any of your contenporary upstarts appeared,"”
Therion maintained, walking with them "You call him Satan—but that is your

i gnorant vanity. He is a God—and perhaps the true God of Tarot."

"Sacrilege!" Lee cried. "The Prince of Evil!"

"Li sten, Mrnon—your own sect is none too savory!" Therion snapped. "A whole
religion based on a plagiarized fairy tale—

Lee whirled on hi mbut Brother Paul interposed hinself. "Doesn't your Covenant
forbid open criticismof each other's faiths?"

"l never subscribed to that Covenant," Therion said. "Anyway, | don't find fault
with all this hypocrite's cult-tenets. Take this business of polygany—that's a
pretty lusty notion. A nan takes thirty, forty wives, screws themall in
turn—that's religion!"

"I have no wives," Lee said stiffly. "Because there aren't enough girl —Nornons
on this planet, and none free in this village."

"But if there were, you'd have them wouldn't you?"

"The nmatter is academc," Lee replied.

"But if it were not—f you had the chance to wed just as many young, pretty,
sexy, healthy wonen as was physically possible, how many woul d you take?"

"One," Lee said. "Plural narriage is an option, not a requirenent. A single
worman, were she the right one, would be worth nore than a hundred w ong ones.
will marry the right one."
"You're a hypocrite, all right,’'
w ong wonen and show you up for—

Furt her discussion was cut off by their discovery of Amaranth. She was standing
by a stream et, |ooking dazed. "Amaranth," Brother Paul said, struck by her
beauty, afresh, though of course he had now had opportunity to appreciate her
charns unhanpered by any clothing. (O had he...?) It had once been said that

cl othes make the nan, but it seened nore aptly said that clothes nmake the wonan.
"Come on out before the Animation effect returns.”

She | ooked at himw th evident perplexity. "I don't knowsdon't know nmy part. Am
| still the fortune teller?"

She was confused! "No," Brother Paul said. "W are back in the nundane worl d.
You have no role to play."

"She is always playing a role,"” Therion nuttered.

"What's this about roles?" the Swam asked.

Lee answered him "It was as though we were in a play, each with his script.
Each person could ad-lib, but had to stay within the part. W do not know who
the playwight was."

The Swam seened intensely interested, despite his former cautions about

Ani mation. "To whom did the scenes rel ate?"

Therion said. "I wish | could conjure a hundred

"Well, | seenmed to be the central character,"” Brother Paul said. "Perhaps the
others had scenes to which they were central in ny absence—

"No," Amaranth said. "I played ny roles only for you. Between roles |—seened not
to exist. Maybe | was sleeping. | thought | had died when | junped fromthat
copter—

Br ot her Paul was uneasy. "Perhaps we should not discuss it in the presence of
t hose who were not involved."

"You nust discuss it," the Swami said, his gaze fixed. "You are searching for
the God of Tarot, for the colonists of this planet."

"It seens | got distracted,"” Brother Paul admtted.
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"I agree with Brother Paul," Lee said. "W have experienced a renarkabl e joint
vi sion whose inplications may never be fully understood, just as the neani ng of
a person's dream nay never be clear. W shoul d nmaintain our separate

experiences, like the nenbers of a jury, until we are ready to make a joint
report."
"Yes," Therion said.

The Swam | ooked fromone to the other. "The Devil Wrshiper and the Ri ghteous
Sai nt agree?"

"And so do |," Amaranth said. "No one not in it can understand it."

"An extraordinary unaninty," the Swam commented. "But | may have an insight.
Is it not possible that the power of Kundalini—

"Renmenber the Covenant," Therion rem nded himgently. Yes, it was evident that
these people had little patience with each other's phil osophies! Therion had
said he did not subscribe to the Covenant and had called Lee a hypocrite. It was
becom ng clear who the actual hypocrite was.

"I have not forgotten it!" the Swam said with understandable irritation. "But
this power, however it may be naned—all it the magic of Satan if you prefer—ray
be the controlling force of your visions. Brother Paul has the strongest psychic
presence of your group, so it seens the play orients on him"

"Aura," Lee said. "He has aura."

"This is uncertain," Brother Paul said. "The reality of all we have experienced
in Aninmation is specul ative—

"No, | think he's right," Amaranth said. "There is sonething about you—

"We forget the child," Therion said.

"One of the Watchers is a child?" Brother Paul asked.

"There was a child in the Animation, but | assumed she was a creature of

i magi nati on." Those Dozens insults..

"There were to be five Watchers," Lee explained. "Two outside, and three inside
the Anination, representing poles of belief. The child was the third inside."

"I will search for her!" the Swam said, alarned.

"We all will search, of course," Lee said. "W have wasted time; the Aninmation
may close in at any nonent."

They spread out, striding through the valley. Therion was farthest to the |eft.
Then Lee, then Brother Paul, then Amaranth, and the Swami on the right. There
was no sign of the child.

Therion and Lee drifted further left as the slope of the | and changed; he could
hear them exchanging irate remarks about each other's religious practices,
faintly. The Swanmi disappeared behind a ridge. This region was nore varied than
it had seened to be before; the mists had tended to regularize the visible
features in the distance. Brother Paul and Amaranth were funnel ed together by a
narrowm ng gully. Here the trees were larger; the fire nmust have nissed this
section.

It was dusk, and as the sun slowy lost its contest with the lay of the land the
shadows deepened into darkness. Flashing insects appeared. They were not Earthly
fireflies, but blue-glow ng notes expandi ng suddenly into little white novas,
then fading. In that nova stage they illuminated a cubic neter of space and were
areal, if transient, aid to human navigation

"What are those?" Brother Paul inquired.

"Nova- bugs. No one knows how they do it. Scientists shipped a few back to Earth,
when they first surveyed this planet, but the |lab experts said it was a m stake:
t he bugs possessed no neans to glow. So—they don't exist, officially. But we
like them"

"I'sn't that just like an expert!" Brother Paul exclained. "He can't explainit,
so he denies it." Yet this was true of people generally, not only experts. "Do
you catch them and use themfor lanps as the people used to do with fireflies?"
"W tried, but they won't gl ow when prisoned," she said. "They tend to stay away
fromthe village, too. This is an unusually fine display; sonme nights they don't
show at all."

"Smart bugs," Brother Paul said. Oobviously if the novas perfornmed when taned,
there would soon be no wild ones left.

"You know," Amaranth said somewhat diffidently, "I was caught in the—the play

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%202%20-%20Vison%200f%20Tarot.txt (5 of 120) [1/19/03 8:31:36 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%202%20- %20V ison%200f %20T arot. txt

accidentally. | was only comng to warn you of the approach of the storm when
you didn't answer the intercom Then—

"l understand. You were not an assigned Watcher. |'msorry you got trapped."
"That's what | wanted to say, now that |'ve got you alone. I'mnot sorry it
happened. | got to show off ny own Tarot deck in spite of the Covenant, and ny
fortunetelling skills—=

"l believe you have omtted sone material between those two," Brother Paul said
dryly. "I nust apol ogize for—

"No, don't apologize! | wasn't fooling when | said there's sonething about you,
aura or whatever. Was it during the Aninmation that | said that? Anyway, | neant
it. | have to study you to learn how you taned the Breaker, but that's becone
nmore of an excuse than—well, you're quite a guy, in and out of Anination."

"I should hate to think that all those scenes were under ny control," Brother
Paul said. "Sone were all right—=

"Like Sister Beth," she agreed. "I amnot of your religion, but after that |
wonder whet her —=

"But others—well, that one in the castle.” He was forcing hinself to clarify the
worst. "Did | rape you?" As though it were a casual matter

"You never touched ne," she assured him "Mre's the pity. You can't rape a
willing worman. "

Never touched her... That was worse yet. "Still, if it was nmy will that dictated
your participation—

"I inprovised sone. It was ny role to tenpt you, and | tried, | really tried,

but Therion kept getting in the way. | like to dress and undress. | |ike
men—wel |, not nmen like that stuffed shirt Lee or the fake Swam, but men with

guts and drives and—

"Fake Swam ?"

"He's not Indian. | mean not Indian Indian. He's American Indian. So all this
tal k about Kundalini —

"H's origin doesn't matter," Brother Paul said, conscious again of his own m xed
ancestry. "If he sincerely believes in his religion—and |I'm sure he does—

"He's still a fake," she said.

"He's not a fake! He showed ne the force he has—

"How did we get on this subject?" she inquired, turning to him "Let's kiss, and
see where we can go fromthere."

Br ot her Paul was taken aback. Freed fromthe limts of her Animation roles, she
was fully as forward. "Are you always this direct?"

"Well, yes. Haven't you noticed the way | dress? |'ve got the physical assets,
and | want it known before | get old and saggy and | ose ny chance in |life. But I
don't turn on to nmany nen like this. I'lIl admt there aren't nmany eligible nmen

inthis village, maybe not on this planet. Mst are like that old bore Siltz,
dull and nmarried and guarding his son's virginity like an angry crocodile.”
Suddenly it was clear to Brother Paul what her real irritation with Siltz was:
his withholding of an eligible young male fromthe matrinonial nmarket. There
were evidently a nunber of such famlies here so that young nen and woren coul d
not find each other. "The religious factor conplicates it so terribly—but even
so, you're special. There's sonething about you—aybe it is the aura the Swam

tal ks about. The way you handl ed the Breaker! | nmean to seduce you, if it's not
agai nst your religion, and maybe you'll like it well enough to want nore. Once
have you hooked I'l| see about |anding you permanently. Is trial sex against

your religion? | can be nore subtle if it is absolutely necessary."

"Well, the Holy Order of Vision does not specifically prohibit—t's regarded as
part of our private lives. But there is a certain expectation—well, as Sister
Beth sai d—=

Amar ant h sighed. "She was a nice girl. Not like me. Was there really such a
womrman in your past?"

"There really was," Brother Paul agreed. "She was not as pretty as you, but the
guilt of her death changed ny life. | w sh that change had been possi bl e without
such a sacrifice—but | always cone back to the fact that | can not pretend to
conprehend the will of God."
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"That's what the Jehovah's Wtnesses say when soneone chides them about the end

of the world not arriving on schedule. 'Don't second-guess Jehovah!' | think
it's a copout. My religionis I.A O, and no priestess of Abraxas is afraid of
serpents, literal or figurative, or the opinion of a sexist God. So if you ever
change your nmind, | do give sanples."

There was sonet hing at once horrifying and refreshi ng about her candor. It

hel ped to know exactly where one stood. "Maybe Abraxas will turn out to be the
God of Tarot," Brother Paul said. This conversation nmade hi m nervous, because
Amaranth was sinply too attractive, in Animation and in life. Mre trying was
that she had seen himin his elenental being, as a lust-laden nale, as a
fringe-legal ganbler, as a drug addict. She had snelled the shit. She had seen
the mask stripped fromwhat he once had been, now hi dden behind the facade of a
gentle religion—and she did not condenrm him WAs there another wonan in the
human sphere who, perceiving his psychic nakedness, the filth of his essence,
woul d not recoil? He had no present intention of indulging her offer—yet he
obviously had not felt that way in Animation! Wich was his true mnd?

There was a scream-an extraordinary, unearthly, nape-prickling effort
reverberating around the | andscape. Sone wild ani nal —er wor se.

"Bigfoot!" Amaranth exclained. Then, in dawning horror: "The child!"

Both of them broke into a run toward the sound. The terrain was rougher here, as
if to balk themnow that they were in nore of a hurry. There was a thick
undergrow h on the slope—tall weeds, snall trees, dense bushes, and root-Ilike
proj ections whose affinities he did not know. Nettles caught at his trousers and
made tiny gouges in his skin. He dodged to avoid a small glow ng cloud at knee
hei ght, then discovered it was only the flowering portion of a forest weed. One
foot dropped into a hollow, sending him stunbling headl ong—ntil he fetched up
agai nst a horizontal branch he had not seen in the dark

"No—around this way," Amaranth gasped. "I know this area—sone. |'ve cone here
with the Breaker, when the Animation retreated. |'mhealthy—but | can't run like
you. "

Naturally not. Few nmen could run like him and no wonen he knew of. This was a
probl em She knew the | and, but could not keep up. He had power to spare, but
was wecking hinself in this unfam liar dark. They both had to sl ow down.

There was anot her scream worse than the first. "Great God Abraxas!" Amaranth
cried. "Save the child-=

Brot her Paul |urched ahead, electrified by alarmand caroned off a dead tree.
Bark tore away in his face, the sawdust nomentarily blinding him making his
eyes snmart fiercely. He couldn't accelerate; he'd never get there.

"Go up that gully," Amaranth gasped, creditably cl ose behind. She was a good
runner—for a wonan. "But watch for a rock at the ridge—=

Brot her Paul stepped close to her, reached his |eft arm about her waist, and
haul ed her up on his hip. He plunged on up the slope, carrying her. "There's the
rock!" she said. He saw nothing, but clinbed out of the gully. "Now the ridge—t
drops a yard-we'll have to junmp—

He sl owed, confused. "Ch—a neter." He found the ridge, let her down, and they
both junped into the black shadow. It could have been a bottoml ess crevasse,
|ike those on the volcano, as far as his sight was able to tell; without her
assurance he woul d not have dared risk it. But his feet struck firm ground.
"Short steep slope, then a | evel place," she said. "Then another hill."

At the foot of the ridge he put his arm about her again, for she was stil
panting. "I can go sone... but God, you've got power!" she cried. "It's not al
physical ... Just take sonme weight off ny | egs—here." She adjusted his armto fit
hi gher about her torso, under the arns. Wen he took her weight, she drew cl ose
to his side, close and very soft. But he had to keep noving.

They crested the next hill—+to confront a vision. On the pl ateau ahead the

nova- bugs scintillated in their nyriads, their brief explosions |like an
intermttent galaxy. To the left was a faerie city, with tall turrets and flying
buttresses and nminarets glow ng inherently: obviously an Animation conjured by
sone one. That meant the Aninmation effect was returning, sweeping in from

what ever source it had, like nmalaria through the body. Soon it woul d engul f
them To the right, the direction of safety from Ani mati on, stood a nonster
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The creature was about three neters tall, burly and hairy. It had the claws of a
bear and the gross snout of a boar. Its feet were human, but disproportionately
| ar ge.

"Where is the child?" Brother Paul asked.

"Somewhere else,” Amaranth said, turning to | ook. That brought her |eft breast
under his hand. She was still breathing hard. "Those were Bigfoot's screans, not
hers; | was afraid it was—

Now a reaction that had been held in abeyance finally registered. "Bigfoot! You
mean there really is a Bigfoot, not just noise and footprints? A tangible,

vi si bl e—2" He dropped his arm

"There," she said. "It hangs out near Aninmations."

Meanwhil e the curtain of Animation was sweeping forward. The faerie city was
beautiful, but horrifying inits inplication as it expanded toward them They
could enter it nmerely by standing still—but how would they exit fromit?

"I think the child is either safe—er beyond our help," Brother Paul said. "The

fornmer, | hope. | don't see any blood on Bigfoot's paws. W'd better save

our sel ves—and hope the others are doing |ikew se. Can you run on the |evel well
enough?"

"I'd better!"

They started across the plateau. But Bigfoot spied them Wth another horrendous
screamit charged to intercept them In nonents it had placed itself in their
pat h, menacingly. The nova-bugs were concentrated in its vicinity, illumnating
it alnobst steadily.

"Il try to distract it," Brother Paul said. "You nove on by."

"But it'll kill you! Bigfoot's terrible!"

"If you don't nove, the Animation will catch you," Brother Paul snapped,
advanci ng on the nonster. He was not at all sure he could handle it, but he had
to try. The thing was not going to |l et them pass unchal |l enged, and there was no
roomto escape w thout getting caught by the Animation

Amar ant h | ooked after himwi th dismay. Then she put two fingers into her nouth
and enmtted a piercing whistle.

Bi gf oot reacted instantly. It charged her. Brother Paul |aunched hinsel f between
them catching the side of the nonster with his shoulder. It was |like ramming a
boul der. Bi gfoot swung about, swiping at himw th a paw, and Brother Paul was
hurl ed aside. This thing was agile as well as massive!

As he scranmbled to his feet, shaken but unhurt, Brother Paul saw the Anination
curtain extending visibly toward them seeming to accelerate. The faerie city
was sprouting suburbs, and a broad, tree-lined avenue was unrolling head-on

Time was di sappearing fast. Yet Bigfoot still cut Amaranth off. If only she
hadn't attracted its attention by that foolish whistle!

Now t he nova-bugs clustered about a new subject. Apparently they were attracted
to anything that noved. Brother Paul saw with dismay that it was the creature he
had first encountered on this planet: the Breaker. Wrse yet!

The Breaker bounded rapidly toward them its tail propelling it like a fifth

leg. But it had not cone to renew the fray with Brother Paul. It |aunched itself
straight at Bigfoot. But Bigfoot was wary of the Breaker, circling about, never
staying still for the attack. Evidently these two were natural enem es, but the

Br eaker seened to have the advant age.

Then, abruptly, Bigfoot whirled and charged directly into the Animation city, so
near. It ran right up the avenue, as though entering a picture. The Breaker did
not pursue. Every creature of this planet knew better than to enter Anination
voluntarily! Except Bigfoot.

The Breaker now oriented on Brother Paul. Unfinished business? He braced to neet
it. He was not about to follow Bigfoot into Aninmation! Now that he knew the
Breaker's node of attack, he should be able to foil it.

But there was no need. Amaranth ran across and set her hand on the Breaker's
back, and the creature was passive. "This is ny Breaker," she explained. "I
whistled for himto come help us. | wasn't sure he'd hear, or that he'd come, or
what he m ght do—but | couldn't let you face the nonster alone."

She had tamed the predator, all right! "Your strength is greater than mne,"
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Brot her Paul said. Then, seeing the city al nost upon them "Now let's run!"
They ran, the Breaker boundi ng besi de Amaranth. The Aninmation curtain was noving
more slowy; soon they left it behind. Now, perversely, Brother Paul grew nore
curious about what he m ght have found had he entered that city: an Arabian

Ni ghts' fantasy? And he realized that Amaranth and the Breaker had,
coincidentally (or was there such a thing as coi nci dence, when Ani nati on was

i nvol ved?), just enacted another Tarot card: the one variously termed Strength,
Fortitude, Discipline, or Lust, wherein a fair young | ady pacified a powerful
lion. WAs there nore than casual neaning in these occurrences?

Lee and Therion had made it out. There was no sign of either the Swanmi or the
child. "Maybe they found another route?" Ms. Ellend suggested hopefully.
"Pray that it be so," Pastor Runford agreed.

One thing was sure: Brother Paul would never again underrate the potentials of
Ani mation! This was no laboratory curiosity; it was a ravening force.

The party nade its way to the village, and Brother Paul returned to Reverend
Siltz's home. "There will be a neeting tonorrow," Pastor Runford said as they
separated. "There you will nake your report. Please do not discuss the natter
with others prior to that occasion."

Br ot her Paul woul d have been happy never to discuss it with anyone ever. In
fact, he would have felt considerably nore at ease had he never entered
Ani mat i on.

Reverend Siltz was at home al one, eating a cold supper. "I hoped you woul d
return safely, and feared you would not," he said. "You nust be hungry."

"Yes. | haven't eaten in two days."

Siltz glanced at him surprised. "Wen the occasion is proper, | hope to learn
of your experience. | understand tine can be strange, in Aninmation."

"The rest of the planet can be strange, too. W encountered Bigfoot—and were
saved by the Breaker. | believe | can tell you about that rmuch, since it

happened outside of Animation, if you are interested."

Siltz was interested. He was fairly affable. "W shall have to extend our
guarding radius. Normally the Breaker will not approach the Animation area, so
it is safe to travel there alone, provided one does not actually enter
Animation. We did not realize we were subjecting the Watchers to this threat."
"The Breaker did not conme on his own. Amaranth whistled for himand he cane to
hel p her. Your colony's decision to try to tame the Breaker instead of
elimnating himseens to be paying dividends al ready."

"So it would seem She has nade far nore progress than we realized. Perhaps we
shall tame this planet yet!" Siltz turned up the wood-oil |anp and gave Brother
Paul a chunk of wooden bread. "I regret there is no better food since the
communal kitchen is closed at this hour. But this is nutritious."

"You know," Brother Paul observed, his gaze passing fromthe lanp to the unlit
wood stove, "with woodheat so critical in winter, |I'"msurprised you do not use
it nore efficiently.”

Siltz stiffened slightly. "We use it as efficiently as we know. The Tree of Life
is exactly that to us: life. Wthout it we die. Wat nagnitude of inprovenent
did you have in mnd?"

"About four hundred per cent," Brother Paul said.

Siltz scomwed. "I amin a good nood tonight, but | do not appreciate this hunor.
We utilize the nost efficient stoves available fromEarth, and we use the wood,
sparingly. Even so, we fear the winter. Each year sone villagers miscalcul ate,
or are unfortunate, and we di scover them frozen when the snow subsi des. To

i nprove on our efficiency five-fold—this is an inpossible dream™

"I"mserious," Brother Paul said. It was good to get into this thoroughly
mundane subject after the horrors of Animation! "Maybe ny recent experience
shook | oose a nenory. You should be able to quintuple your effective heating, or
at |l east extend your wood as much |longer as you need. It is a matter of

phi | osophy. "

"Phi |l osophy! | ama religious nan. Brother, but the burning of wood is very much
a material thing, however it may warmthe spirit. Such an increase woul d
transformlife on this entire planet. If you are not joking: what philosophy can
make wood produce nore calories per liter?"
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"Ch, the wood may burn less efficiently. | was speaking of its usefulness to
you, in extending your winter's survival. You are presently wasting nost of your
heat . "

"Wasting it! No one wastes the wood of the Tree of Life!"

"Let nme explain. Inthe Orient, on Earth, there are regions of extrene clinmate.
Very hot in sunmmer, savage in winter. The Asiatic people devel oped racia
characteristics favoring these conditions: fatty tissue buffering face and body,
a smal |l er nose, yellowed skin, and specially protected eyes. But still the

wi nter was harsh, especially when over-popul ati on denuded t he resources of the

| and. Wbod and other fuel for heating became scarce, so they learned to use it
efficiently. They realized that it was pointless to heat space when it was only
the human body that required it. So—

"One nust heat the space of the house in order to heat the body," Siltz said.
"W can not sinply inject wood calories into our veins!"

"So they designed low, flat stoves, set into the floor, that consuned the fue
slowy, emitting only a little heat at a tine," Brother Paul continued. "The
famly nmenbers would |ie against the surface of that stove all night, absorbing
the heat directly, with very little waste. The roomtenperature m ght be bel ow
freezing, but the people were warm And so they avoided the inevitable heat |oss
incurred, by warmng a full house, and extended their fuel supply—

"l begin to conprehend!" Siltz exclained. "Heat the body, not the house! Like
those electric socks, when | was a lad on Earth. By day we exercise here; we do
not need the stove, even in winter. It is at night, when we are still, that we
freeze. But no one would freeze on an operating stove, getting slowy cooked by
it! I't would require major reconstruction of our stoves, but it would extend our
nmost val uabl e asset and save lives. And in the sumrer, with | ess wood to haul,
we could grow nore crops, nmake nore things." He | ooked at Brother Paul, nodding.
"l did not approve your mssion here, Brother; but you may have done a

remar kabl e service for our planet this night."

"Not the one | anticipated,” Brother Paul said wyly. "But I'mglad if—

There was an abrupt pounding on the door. "Reverend Siltz, |I will talk to you!"
a fermal e voice cried.

Siltz's affability vanished. "I amnot available!" he call ed.

"Ch yes you are!" she said, pushing open the door. "I denand to know—-

She broke off, seeing Brother Paul. She was a slip of a girl with dark hair
flaring out like an old style afro though her skin was utterly fair, and she
fairly radi ated indignation. She was not beautiful, but well-structured, and her
enotion made her attractively dynamc

"My house guest, Brother Paul of the Holy Order of Vision," Reverend Siltz said
with ironic formality. "Jeanette, of the Church of Scientol ogy."

"The investigator from Pl anet Earth?"

"Your son's—2" Brother Paul spoke at the sane tine as the girl.

"The same,"” Reverend Siltz agreed, answering both. "Now, since we nay not

di scuss religion, and | do not choose to discuss private affairs—

"Well, | choose to discuss both!" Jeanette flared. "What did you do with hinP"
Siltz did not answer.

"I amnot leaving this house until you tell ne where you sent lvan!" she

exclainmed. "I |love himand he | oves nme!"

The man renmined silent. "This does not seemto be an opportune nonent to

di scuss your concern," Brother Paul said to the girl. "You see, you place
Reverend Siltz in the position of violating either his hospitality or his
commitnent to avoid discussing religion in ny presence. | am not supposed to be
i nfluenced by—

Jeanette turned on Brother Paul. "Wll, naybe soneone shoul d speak Church to

you! How do you expect to do anything for this colony if you don't know anyt hi ng
about it?"

Siltz | ooked surprised. "She has a point."

"She may, at that," Brother Paul agreed. "But as long as this Covenant of yours
isin force, it behooves us to honor it."

"I will bring up the matter at the neeting tonorrow," Siltz said. "One does not
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have to agree with a given nmission to prefer that it be done properly rather

t han bungl ed. "

"I"'mbringing up ny matter tonight," Jeanette exclai med. Exclamation seened to
be her natural nobde of expression. "You sent |van sonmewhere so he woul dn't be
with ne. You'll never get away with it! | have every right—=

"You have no right!" Siltz roared. "He is ny son, a dedicated Conmunist! He will
marry a good, chaste, Comuni st Church nmaid."

Jeanette's eyes blazed. Brother Paul was uncertain whether this was an opti cal
effect of lanplight refraction, or an illusion stenm ng from her expression, but
it was potent. "Do you claim | amnot chaste?"

It was evident that Siltz realized he had gone too far but he carried on ganely.
"Your whole religion is unchaste!" he retorted. "Your O neters, your clouds—
"That's E neters and clears!" she cried. "Instruments and classifications to
facilitate the achi evement of perfectionin life."

"Instrunments and neans to separate fools fromtheir noney!"

"There is no noney here on Planet Tarot, and your son is no nore fool than you
are, being of your blood!"

Thi s rem nded Brot her Paul unconfortably of The Dozens. If he didn't break it
up, the language m ght degenerate to that stage. The |lady was pressing Siltz
hard. "Surel y—=

They ignored him "Scientology remains a foolish cult,” Siltz said hotly. "What
good could conme fromthe inventions of a science fiction witer turned
psychol ogi st and finally Messiah? | believe in the separation of Church and
Fiction."

"You believe in the separation of Church from comon sense!" she cried. "Do you
throw away good wood because it nay have been harvested by a crew of another
religion?"

Siltz blanched, evidently recalling his recent conversation with Brother Paul
"No, | would not go that far. | seek a superior Communist way to utilize it,
however . "

"I'f you think Comunismis so nuch better, why doesn't |van agree?"

"My son does agree! He's a good Comunist!"

"Then why not let himmarry nme? He night make a convert!"

Siltz burst out laughing. "Never! A fermale canine |like you would surely subvert
him That is why he nust remain with his own—=

"Where?" she demanded. "Where is there a maid of your faith for himwith half as
much to offer as | have?"

Brot her Paul made a silent whistle of amazenment. This young woman certainly did
not sell herself short!

Siltz contenplated her with distaste. "Wat has a maid |ike you to offer besides
transient sex appeal and an unstabl e personality?"

She bl azed again. "Transient! Unstable!" But then she caught herself. "I wll
not let you bait ne; | will answer your question. My father was one of six
brothers and two sisters. My grandparents are still alive and well on Earth. My
great-grandfather lived to age 92, working until he died in an autonobile

acci dent where he was not at fault. | carry a heredity of strong, long-lived
mal es and fruitful females. Wth me you woul d have grandsons to support you in
your age, to cut wood for your w nters—

"Enough," Siltz said. "I nmust adnit you have sone reconmmendati ons. But in what
Church woul d those grandsons be rai sed?"

She stared at him abruptly silent.

"What Church?" Siltz repeated.

Wth an effort, now, she spoke. "I shall not deceive you. The Church of

Sci entol ogy. They nust be Cears.”

"Per haps sone conproni se— Brother Paul began

"No!" she flared. "No conpromnise! Not in religion!"

"But as you pointed out," Brother Paul said, "common sense—

"To Hell with comobn sense! You don't know anything about it!" She spun about
and marched out.

"I"'msorry," Brother Paul said to Reverend Siltz. "I should have stayed out of
it. I don't understand Planet Tarot attitudes. She's a spitfire."
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"No," Siltz said thoughtfully. "She is a good girl, better than |I thought. She
has good heredity, and she refuses to conprom se her faith. She neither lies nor
crawls, and she is intelligent. Did you observe the way she attacked ne without
ever actually insulting me? Never in the heat of argunent did she forget her
obj ective, which is to sell me, not alienate ne. That was very cl ever
managenent . " He paced about the small room his fingers |inked behind his back
"My son is not strong; he can be swayed. He needs a steadfast woman. If there
were many good, religious Comunists to choose anpong, | would not conpronm se.
But there are so few Even the young wonen of other religions are a poor |ot,
like that harl ot who tanes the Breaker. Religion need not nake a nan a total
fool. If | could strike a bargain, maybe for the first two grandsons—

"You nean the lady is taming the lion after all?" Brother Paul inquired.
Reverend Siltz sighed. "I do not know. She is so small, | thought she was weak.
Her Church is so crazy that, | thought she was crazy too. But strength is not
necessarily of the body, and discipline stems fromthe soul." He | ooked up. "I
will bring Ivan honme. What follows—will follow"

11

Nature: 10

Thus the frontal |obes may be involved with peculiarly human functions in two
different ways. |If they control anticipation of the future, they nust al so be
the sites of concern, the locales of worry... The price we pay for anticipation
of the future is anxiety about it. Foretelling disaster is probably not nuch
fun; Pollyanna was nuch happi er than Cassandra. But the Cassandric conponents of
our nature are necessary for survival. The doctrines for regulating the future
that they produced are the origins of ethics, nmagic, science and | egal codes.
The benefit of forseeing catastrophe is the ability to take steps to avoid it,
sacrificing short-termfor long-termbenefits. A society that is, as the result
of such foresight, materially secure generates the leisure tine necessary for
soci al and technol ogi cal innovation

—€ar|l Sagan: The Dragons of Eden, New York: Random House, Inc., 1977

The neeting was held in the morning at the village center, around and on the
pile of wood. It appeared to be a conplete turnout. OF course, tinme was not

wast ed, nen and wonmen were working quietly on basket weaving, sew ng, carving,
and tool sharpening. One old woman was carefully binding nmetal blades to the
ends of poles, fashioning spears; frequently she hefted a spear in one hand,
testing its bal ance. The weapon-maker was certainly a vital nenber of this
communi ty! Brother Paul wondered idly whether she made tridents on alternate
days.

Reverend Siltz guided Brother Paul to the top of the pile, which was firmer than
it had seened. The wood had been carefully fitted, rem nding himof the neshed
stones of the Egyptian pyram ds. Fuel storage this might be, but it was no
casual matter.

"W have no formal organization, no | eader," Reverend Siltz explained on the way
up. "We are unable to agree on such things. So we operate by | ot and consensus.

You will take charge, and make your report, and render your decision. Then
per haps we shall have unity."

"But | have no decision!" Brother Paul protested. "I got all mxed up in
Ani mat i on—=

"No decision?" Siltz asked. "I assumed—=

Lee and Therion and Amaranth were clinbing behind them "It is not Brother

Paul's fault," Lee said. "W Watchers becane enneshed in this Animation,
distorting it—and anot her person was drawn in, one not even scheduled to Wtch
Per haps others, too, that we do not know about. Brother Paul had no chance to
work unfettered.”

Br ot her Paul paused in his ascent, thinking of something else. "The child-did
she return to the village?"

"No," Therion said gravely.

So she remained in Animation—er lost in the wilderness. If she still lived.

Bi gf oot had entered Animation in the vicinity where she had been lost..

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%202%20-%20Vison%200f%20Tarot.txt (12 of 120) [1/19/03 8:31:36 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%202%20- %20V ison%200f %20T arot. txt

Suddenly it came honme to Brother Paul, froma new direction: Aninmation was no
gare.

Reverend Siltz reached the top. A hush fell on the throng. "I was chosen by | ot
to host our visitor fromEarth, Brother Paul of the Holy Order of Vision," he
announced. "My opinion of this mission is not relevant. Brother Paul is a good
man, a sincere nman, and he has proffered advice on technical aspects of our

col oni zation that may prove extrenely hel pful. But certain conplications have
occurred. | beg your indul gence while |I explain."

The crowd renmai ned quiet, but Brother Paul could tell fromthe manner severa
peopl e glanced up at Siltz that the explanation had to be convincing. If they

t hought the Communi st had tried to interfere, or tried to influence Brother

Paul 's report, there would be trouble.

After a nmoment, the Reverend continued: "W had not intended to send Brother

Paul into full Animation at once. He was only experinenting in the fringe zone.
Two Watchers remai ned outside: Ms. Ellend and Pastor Runford."

"The Christian Science Mnitor and the Jehovah's Wtness Watcher," Therion

remar ked. No one | aughed.

"Three nore were placed within the Animation zone," Siltz continued. "A Mrnon,
a disciple of the Horned God, and a seeker of the N ne Unknown Men. W& deened
this to be a sufficient representation for our purpose, this diversity of

faiths. All were instructed to remain passive and not to attenpt any Animations
of their own; they were nerely there to observe and to assi st Brother Paul
shoul d his inexperience | ead himinto danger. However, he went further into the
zone than we anticipated, and then a storm nanifested. A volunteer, the
priestess of Abraxas, entered the zone to warn Brother Paul of the probable
expansion and intensification of the effect—but the storm devel oped rapidly, and
she was herself trapped by the Animation. Thereafter, all the interior Watchers
became invol ved, and the situation was out of control. Fortunately, the storm
abated in due course and the effect receded—but one person did not enmerge. Since
Ani mati on was returning, the search for her had to be aborted. In addition,

Bi gf oot appeared to be driven off, ironically, by the Breaker. Thus the m ssion
was di sastrous, and Brother Paul was unable to conplete his quest for the true
God of Tarot."

There was a general sigh. Brother Paul saw the mixed chagrin and relief on these
faces, and was ashaned. These colonists had with evident effort united enough to
facilitate his mission, and he had |l et them down.

"Swani Kundalini was recovered fromthe fringe area during the night, but
remai ns in shock," Reverend Siltz continued. "The child he sought—ust be
presuned | ost."

"W shoul d never have assigned a child!" a voice cried.

Reverend Siltz ignored this. "Now | shall ask Brother Paul of Vision to nmake his
report, to the extent he chooses, buttressed by the reports of the two surviving
Wat chers and the inadvertent participant. Then we nust decide what to do."

Brot her Paul noted how delicately this gruff man phrased hinmself on this
occasion. Siltz had established a broad option for Brother Paul to speak only on
what points and to what extent he wi shed, had skirted the question of the fate
of the child, and had shown none of his private opinion of Amaranth. The
Comuni st Reverend was a fairly skilled public speaker. And politician.

Now Siltz turned to Brother Paul. "W have only two rules for this nmeeting. W
do not discuss the conparative nerits of religions, and the speaker holds the
floor until he yields it to another of his choice. Those who wi sh to take the
floor after you will indicate this by raising their hands, and you will choose
fromanong them | nowyield to you." And he nade his way down the pile

Some floor! "I can only tell you in a general way what happened inside the

Ani mation," Brother Paul said. "And why | think it failed. | would prefer not to
go into detail; it became unconfortably personal." For a nonment he thought he
snell ed feces. There were scattered snmles. Many of these peopl e knew what

Ani mation was |ike, though probably they had not had as solid a taste of it as
he had. "It seens that Animation, when several people participate, is a kind of
pl ay, whose el enents are drawn fromthe minds of the participants. Wen there is
one person, it may be a constant feedback of his own hopes and fears,
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exaggerating themuntil he is destroyed. Wen there are several people, as in
this case, all contribute, and to a certain extent this mtigates the feedback
and prevents unhealthy intensification of a single theme. But the result is an
unpredi ctabl e presentation, as the wills of the players overlap. The events of
Ani mation have their own reality; when one person sees a thing, all others see
it exactly as he does, even though it may have no objective reality—er the
reality it possesses is rather different fromwhat it is perceived to be." He
paused. "I fear this is unclear. | nmean that if one person perceives a burnt
tree trunk as a building, others will perceive it simlarly, and they can touch
it or verify it with any other sense. It is a real building, for the duration of
the Animation."

Br ot her Paul | ooked about and saw that they did understand. They were not, after

all, newconers to this concept. "Wen two people fight in Animation, the bl ows
are solid, though they may perceive each other as strangers or even as nonsters.
And when a nan and a worman nake | ove— He shrugged. "I did things |ike these. |

am not proud of ny performance. Sonme of ny scenes were conpletely fantastic;
others were reviews of events in ny past life that | had forgotten or

suppressed. | did not intend to—+to do or renenber these things. | turned out to
be a weaker rede than | knew." Rede was not quite the word he wanted, but
perfect phrasing did not always come when sunmoned. "I can only offer in

expl anation ny theory of Animation precession: that the human mnd is an
i mmensely conplex thing of psychic mass and inertia, weighted and freighted by a
lifetime of experience. Wien pressure is put on it, it does not yield directly

to the force, but shifts in an unexpected direction. | sought to find God;
instead | found—-shane. | do not know, or care to know, what | would have found
if | had sought shane." He snmiled, briefly. "Thus, | have no evi dence whet her

the God of Tarot exists or which God He might be. | amsure ny experience does
not refute God, but neither does it confirmHmM | amsorry."

Br ot her Paul | ooked about, hoping to find soneone seeking the floor. Lee caught
his eye. "I yield the floor to the Watcher, Lee, of the Church of Jesus Chri st
of Latter Day Saints."

"Thank you, Brother Paul," Lee said. He stepped to the peak of wood, a handsone
young nman in the norning sunlight. "What Brother Paul has told you is true. But
I wish to amend it sonewhat. There was a play, and we were actors within it. But
the rest of us neither controlled it nor contributed substantially to it. The
pl ay was governed by the will of one person, and we assuned the roles that
person dictated. That person was Brother Paul. | believe that a phenonenon

call ed aura accounts for this control —=

"Covenant!" soneone called fromthe crowd.

"I am not speaking religion," Lee said, frowning down at the interrupter. "I am
speaki ng of a practical psychic force that—

"That is the heart of a dozen religions!" another person cried.

"Then | can not speak," Lee said with resignation. He | ooked about. "Wwo wants
the floor?"

"I do!" a female cried. It was fiery little Jeanette, the lady suitor to Siltz's
son.

"I yield to you, Scientologist," Lee said gracefully.

"I nmove we suspend the Covenant," Jeanette cried. "Brother Paul did not get
anywher e because he was not allowed to know anything of our real nature. Al he
has seen is the polite play we put on for him pretending everything is fine—so
he found a play in Animation instead of God. Let himsee us as we are now-a
feuding rabble of religions!"

There was an outcry of protest, but Jeanette would not be daunted. "I nove we
suspend the Covenant!" she repeated. "Do | have a second?"

Now t here was silence. "She has the floor until her notion is seconded or
withdrawn," Lee murnured in Brother Paul's ear. "She can really tie up this
meeting, if she doesn't care about what people think of her—and she doesn't.
She's out to have her way, regardl ess.”

"What's wong with her notion?" Brother Paul inquired. "I suspect she's right.
do need to understand this colony better—as it truly is."
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"There woul d be chaos," Lee said, and behind him Therion and Amaranth mnurnured
agr eenent .

"Bless it, | deserve a vote on ny notion!" Jeanette cried. "W can't renmain
hog-tied for failure. Gve nme a second!"

"l so second," a nan said at last. Heads turned. There was a general gasp of
amazenent. The seconder was the Reverend Siltz.

Jeanette stared at him "Communi st, you jest."

"I have very little hunor," Siltz responded stiffly.

"Never thought |1'd see the day!" Therion renmarked. "The ol d crocodile supporting
his worst rival for the hand of his son."

"I think that the rivalry has been overstated," Brother Paul said. "The Reverend
Siltz is at heart a Humanist; the welfare of man is nore inportant to himthan a
particul ar concept of God. Jeanette would make his son a good wife, and he is
becom ng aware of that. She has only to prove herself."

"This is a scatterbrained way to do it," Therion muttered.

Jeanette hesitated; then her face firned. "I yield to the Reverend Communi st for
secondi ng. "

"Now t he Second conducts the debate and vote," Lee said. "Siltz is a good

organi zer; he'll dispose of it quickly."

"l seconded the notion of the Scientol ogi st because | believe it has nerit,"
Siltz said "I have had the opportunity to talk with our visitor from Pl anet

Earth on non-Covenantal matters, and find himto be a sincere and sensible nan.

| amsure he is the same in the realmof religion; we know the reputation of his
Order. Qur visitor failed us because we failed him It is too late to correct
that m stake—but by sinilar token there is no longer any harmin letting him

know us honestly. Hearing no objection, | shall conduct the vote w thout
debate. "

"By the Horns of Heaven!" Therion swore. "He's supporting her! But that's al
she'll ever get fromhim The vote, not the son."

The villagers, sinilarly amazed, offered no objection. "Those in favor of the
motion will signify by so saving," Siltz continued.

There was a nild chorus of favor.

"Those opposed. "

There was silence. "He is persuasive," Amaranth whi spered.

"The notion carries," Siltz said. "W are now free to express ourselves wi thout
restraint. But | caution speakers to be brief and to adhere sonewhat to the
subj ect of Brother Paul's visit, or nothing will be acconplished." He | ooked
about. "I yield the floor to Pastor Runford."

"Thank you, Reverend," the Jehovah's Wtness said. "As many of you know, |
opposed the experinment Brother Paul represents, and Watched it only to be
certain it was honestly attenpted, knowing failure was inevitable. Because the
end of the universe is imminent, it is pointless to seek Jehovah by artificia
means. He will nake Himself known in his own fashion, very soon. As is said in
the Bible: "He shall judge between the nations and shall decide for nmany

peopl es; and they shall beat their swords into plowshares and their spears into
pruni ng hooks. Nations shall not |ift up sword agai nst nation, neither shal
they learn war any nore." Therefore, we should not seek Hmin the horrible
apparitions of Aninmation, but nust prepare ourselves to neet Hmin our hearts,
our souls. Man has devol ved since Adam each generation being successively nore
evil than the last until even the patience of Jehovah Hinself is exhausted. Al
will be destroyed except those 144,000 who—=

"So you're opposed!" soneone yelled. "Let sonmeone else talk!"

"The genie's really out of the bottle!" Therion said with enthusiasm

"This is the problem" Lee nmurnured. "Suspension of the Covenant opened
Pandora's Box. Soon the real will crack open."

Br ot her Paul shook his head in silent wonder. There seenmed to be no religious
tol erance here! To each sect, all other sects were erring cults, and their
adherents nuts.

"I retain the floor," Runford said firmy. "You the magjority failed because you
attenpted an aboni nation! You courted Aninmation, which is like a harlot bearing
gifts, and of her the Scripture has said: 'And | caught sight of a wonan sitting
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upon a scarlet-colored wild beast that was full of blasphenous nanes and t hat
had seven heads and ten horns. And the wonman was arrayed in purple and scarlet,
and was adorned with gold and precious stones and pearls and had in her hand a
gol den cup that was full of disgusting things and the unclean things of her
fornication. And upon her forehead was witten a nane, a nystery: "Babylon the
Great, the nother of harlots and of the disgusting things of the earth." ' "
"Bravo, witless Wtness!" Therion cried. "That is our denoni ac Key of Tarot,
titled Lust, msread by others as Strength or Fortitude or even D scipline. You
al one have called it out correctly in all its splendor. Blessed be that harlot!"
"You' re an absol ute beast," Amaranth excl ai med under her breath,

hal f-admi ringly.

"You are surely dammed!" Runford cried at Therion, his whol e body shaking with
anger. "You shall be trodden in the wine press outside the city, and bl ood w |l
flow as high as the bridles of the horses. Geat will be your terror at
Armageddon. Your flesh will rot away while you stand upon your feet; your very
eyes wWill rot in their sockets, and your tongue in your nouth. Wornms will swarm
over your body—

"Pl ease, Pastor Runford,”" Ms. Ellend said gently. "Truth is the still, snall
voi ce of scientific thought. Heaven represents harnony, and divine Science
interprets the principle of heavenly harnmony. In Revelation we are told: 'And
there appeared a great wonder in heaven; a wonan clothed with the sun, and the
nmoon under her foot, and upon her head a crown of twelve stars.' W nust al ways
seek to ward off Malicious Aninal Magnetism called MAM The great mracle, to
human sense, is divine Love. The goal can never be reached while we hate our

nei ghbor of whatever faith—

"What's wong with profane Love, ma'anP" Therion denanded. He was evidently a
born heckl er, as perhaps was fitting for a child of Satan. Brother Paul, though
genuinely interested in the views of the others, w shed he would shut up. He had
encount ered Jehovah's Wtnesses on Earth and found themto be honest and

dedi cat ed people, strongly rem niscent of the earliest Christians. He had al so
read sone of the witings of Mary Baker Eddy, founder of the Christian
Scientists, and been inpressed with the sensible nature of her remarks. In any
event, Brother Paul did not believe in ridicule as an instrunent of religious
opposition; in religious debates, as in other types, facts and infornmed opinions
were proper ammunition.

"Who has the floor?" a young man inquired am d the babble of reactions.

"You do, Quaker," Runford snapped.

"Then allow me to tell thee how | view the problem" the Quaker said. 'Wen
George Fox was a young nan nineteen years of age in the year 1643, he was upon
business at a fair when he nmet his cousin who was a professor of religi on—what
we mght call today a mnister—+n the conpany of another mnister. They asked
George to share a jug of beer with them and since he was thirsty and |iked the
conpany of those who sought after the Lord, he agreed. Wien they had drunk a

gl ass apiece, the two mnisters began to drink healths, calling for nore and
agreei ng between thensel ves that he who would not drink should pay for the
drinks of all the others. George Fox was grieved that people who nade a
profession of religion should act this way, rivaling each other in inebriation
at the expense of the nore restrained, though this was perhaps typical of
societies of that time and since. Disturbed, he laid a groat on the table,
saying 'If it be so, I'll leave you.' He was sl eepless that night, praying to
God for the answer, and God comanded himto forsake that |ife and be as a
stranger to all. So he went, steadfast though Satan tenpted him and in tine he
founded the Society of Friends, also called Quakers because we were said to
quake before the Lord. But our guiding principle is not quaking, rather it is
the know edge which in every person is the inner light that enables himto
communi cate directly with God, so that he requires no mnister or priest or
other intercessory to forward his private faith, and no ritual or other service

God is with us all, always; we have but to turn our attention inward in
silence."
The young man paused, |ooking at Brother Paul. "Now | woul d not presune to
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|l ecture to thee, friend, or to coment on thy private life. | only ask thee to
consi der whether Truth is nore likely to cone out of Aninmation than out of a
bottle."

Brot her Paul, inpressed by the Quaker's soft-spoken el oquence, had no ready
answer. Maybe this Aninmation project had been ill-advised. The Quaker had not
too subtly likened Animation to al cohol, and perhaps to all mind-affecting
drugs; as such it was certainly suspect. If a divine spark of God were in every
person, why should anyone have to search in Aninmation?

"I would respond to that, Friend," a worman sai d.

"Speak, Universalist, and wel cone," the Quaker said.

"Thank you, Friend. | have an anecdote of the nan who was a cornerstone of our
faith, John Murray. Made desol ate while a young man not yet thirty by the death
of his lovely wife, and uncertain of her personal faith because of his changing
perception of the nature of God, John sought only the solace of isolation. He
set sail in 1770 for Anerica. The captain of the ship intended to | and at New
York City, but contrary wi nds blew themaground at a little bay on the Jersey
coast. John was put in charge of a sloop onto which they | oaded enough of the
cargo to enable the larger ship to float free of the sand bar at high tide, but
before the sloop could follow, the wind shifted, trapping it in the bay. John
Murray was unable to proceed, and there was no food aboard, so he went ashore to
purchase some. Wl ki ng through the coastal forest he came upon a good-sized
church, all by itself in dense woods. Amazed, he inquired at the next house and
learned that an illiterate farmer had built the church at his own expense in
thanks to God for his successes. The Baptists had petitioned to use that church,
but the man told them'If you can prove to ne that God Almighty is a Baptist,
you may have it.' He said the sane to other denom nations, for he wanted al
people to be equally welcome there. Now he only waited for a preacher of |ike
views to come—and he said God had told himJohn Murray was that man. John
chagrined, declined, protesting that he was no preacher, having neither
credentials nor inclination. He intended only to proceed north to New York to
turn the sloop over to the Captain as soon as the wind was favorable. 'The
wind,' the man informed him 'w Il never change, sir, until you have delivered
to us in that meeting house a message from God.' John struggl ed against this
notion, unwilling to bow to such nanifest coincidence, wishing only to buy the
necessary supplies for the sailors of the sloop. The man supplied him
generously, refusing paynment, while persisting in his suit. And as the days of
the week passed and Sunday approached, the wind did not change. At |ast, on

Sat urday afternoon, John yielded, but prepared no text for the nmorrow. if Cod
really wanted himto preach here, God would provide the words. On Sunday nor ni ng
people cane fromtwenty nmiles away, filling the church, and John Murray stood
bef ore them and preached the nessage of the Universal Redenption: that every
human being shall find Salvation, and no one will be condemmed to eterna
suffering. And with that sernon, that bordered on heresy in that day but noved
hi s congregation profoundly, John Murray found his destiny. When he finished it,
the wind shifted, and he took the sloop to New York. But he returned

i medi ately, and that church becane his own, his hone in the New Wrld, and he
preached that message for the rest of his life. O hers persecuted him seeking
to suppress his view, for they believed that only a select nminority would

achi eve Sal vati on—but he was instrumental in fighting the case of religious
freedom through the courts and safeguarding it—that very freedomthat was to
make America great. The wind had guided him despite hinself, to his destiny—and
that destiny was significant for mankind."

The Universalist |ooked at Brother Paul. "Now | would not presune any nore than
my esteened col | eague to urge any particular course of action upon you," she
said. "But it would seemthat the qualities of Animation are as yet unknown, and
theref ore cannot be | abel ed good or evil. Likew se, the purpose of God nay be at
times obscure in detail, so that no person can be assured in advance of the
correct course. Are you certain it is proper to depart this shore without
ascertaining the status of the effect, though you may have persona
reservations? Wich way does the wind blow in your |ife?"

Brot her Paul felt suddenly cold. "You nmean—go back into Ani mation?"
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"No!" Pastor Runford cried. "Heed not the blandi shnents of Satan's council! One
man in shock, a child lost, the mssion failed—as it was Jehovah's will that it
fail! Animation is the curse of evil!"

The lost child. How woul d she ever find her way out of that jungle of inmages?
How woul d he ever live with hinself if she did not?

"But we agreed!" soneone exclained. After a nonment's concentration Brother Paul
recogni zed himas Mal col mof the Nation of Islam suddenly converted froma
reasonable man to a fiery partisan. "Alah decreed—

Anonynous voi ces clanored, with few distinguishable:

"I't is finished!"

"The Bi bl e says—

"The hell with the Bible!"

"According to the Koran—

"Shove your Koran—-

The neeting dissolved into a fury of shouts. Brother Paul understood now what
the Covenant had done. These fanatic cultists of all religions were unable to
uni fy about a single principle unless strict procedural rules were foll owed, and
even then the peace was troubled. Everything would fall apart unless soneone
took charge. Yet whoever did would face extraordinary rancor. It had to be
soneone who had nothing to | ose here, who was not dependent on the grace of

i nconpatible religious, who was prepared to pl ow ahead regardl ess of the
resentment of others, sinply because the wind had brought himto this shore and
the nessage of the wi nd needed to be heeded.

Brother Paul got a grip on hinself. Then he took a deep breath, braced hinself,
and let out an ear-splitting martial-arts Kiaiyell: "SHADDAP!"

There was a startled silence. In that nonentary calm Brother Paul pre-enpted
the floor. "There are few things |I'd abhor nore than returning to Animation," he
said. "But | did cone here to do a job, and it is a job that still needs doing.
For your local socio-political situation, and perhaps for mankind. If there is a
single God of Tarot, a Deity of Animation, it is nmy duty to nake every attenpt
to locate and define Hm™"

He paused, nmentally taking hold of the problemwhile noting the scow s of those
who were unalterably opposed to this quest. "I think what is needed is a survey
of religions, made within the context of Aninmation. Some might be closer to the
True God than others—assuning there is a God to be found in Animation. So if |
go into Animation with that specific object, keeping ny nmnd open to whatever
may devel op without pre-judgnent, and amwary of the diversions of precessi on—
He paused again, thinking of sonething else. "The Watchers—f they are willing
to cone in again, this tinme for the disciplined, formal quest—

Past or Runford objected. He had recovered control of hinself and seenmed calm
"Do you not realize that very few people ever enmerge froma second deep

Ani mati on? You are placing your sanity and your life in jeopardy."”

"The sanity and life of that lost child are already in jeopardy," Brother Paul
pointed out. "So is the welfare of this entire colony. You need to be united to
survive the—=

"Family quarrels are the worst kind," Ms. Ellend said. "W nust apply
scientific criteria to the problem™

"That is what | have in nmind," Brother Paul said. "I trust | have l|earned from
my egregi ous mstakes and will now be able to proceed properly. Perhaps | will
fail again, and | confess the prospect of re-entering Animation fills me with
dread. | do not understand the nature of the effect, or of ny own mnd, or of
God—n fact, the nature of Nature is a nystery to ne. Yet | nust at |east try,
hopi ng that the guiding hand of whatever God there may be will manifest for ne,
as it did for George Fox, and for John Miurray, and for each and every one of the
peopl e who have found H min other circunstances."

"You have courage,"” Pastor Runford said. "I find nyself forced to agree with the
Reverend Siltz: though | disapprove your mssion, | nust approve of your
dedication. I will therefore stand Watch at the fringe, as | did before."
"Sowll I," Ms. Ellend said.

"l appreciate your support nost deeply," Brother Paul said. He turned to the
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peopl e behind him "And you, who risk so nuch, Lee and Therion. And you,
Amar ant h—you were accidental, but maybe that too was a product of the wind. If |
coul d have the support of the three of you in that nightnare—

Lee nodded. "I share your m sgivings—and your rationale. It will not be easy,
but it nust be done. At |east we nust search for the child."

Therion and Amaranth nodded agreenment. Brother Paul felt the camaraderie of
shared experience as he faced the three, appreciating their acquiescence. This
was, in a special sense, his famly; they shared his experience. They al one knew
what the first Animation had been like. "W only have to decide what is right,
even though it may seemunnatural, and do it."

But they all knew that nature woul d have her way, whatever their definitions

m ght be. For nature was anot her nane for the God of Tarot.

111

Chance: 11

The Wheel of Fortune card of Tarot appears to be an iconographica
transformation of a nore conplex and subtle ancient synbol. That is, the
ori gi nal neaning of the spoked wheel was forgotten, and a new meani ng appli ed.
This sort of error is comon in Tarot and has led to great diversity of
interpretations. The original in this case would seemto be sone variant of the
Wheel of Becom ng, also called the Weel of Life and Death, as represented in
Buddhi st mnyt hol ogy but probably predati ng Buddhism The source religion of
Western Asia is unknown, but certain simlar themes run through Buddhi sm

Br ahmani sm and Hi ndui sm of India, and Mthraism Zoroastriani smand Judai sm of
Asia M nor, suggesting that there was once a comon body of information. The
Wheel of Becom ng may al so have nanifested in Babyl on as the horoscope of

astrol ogy.
In the mddle of this Wieel of Life are animals synbolizing the three roots of
evil: lust, hatred, and ignorance. Five spokes divide its nmain area into the

realns of hells, animals, spirits, gods, and nmen. Around its rimis the circle
of causation, shown by twelve little pictures representing concepts too subtle
to be described sinply. Rendered approxi mately, they are: |gnorance, Formation
of Life, Individual Awareness, Personality, 'Thought' as the sixth sense,

Cont act, Sensation, Desire, Sex, Marriage, Birth, and Death. A nunber of these
concepts and pictures can be equated to those of the Tarot, such as the brutish
man | gnorance to Tarot's Fool, the man for Thought to the Hi erophant (teacher),
the lovers' enbrace of Contact to Tarot's Lovers, and Death to Death. Most
contenporary Tarot decks have no equivalents to the Weel's concepts of
Sensation, Desire, Sex, Marriage or Birth-which suggests that these may have
been lost in the translation of forms. Perhaps in due course they will be
restored, possibly by the addition of new cards to the Tarot deck. Meanwhil e,
Tarot's Wheel |oosely represents the concept of Chance.

Near a river stood a huge handsonme tree whose thick foliage extended irregularly
outward and cast a deep shade. It seened to be a fig tree.

Brot her Paul wal ked toward it. Could this be the Tree of Life? That would be as
sure a route as any to the God of Tarot. H's conpani ons had di sappeared, but he
knew t hey woul d reappear when summoned for their roles.

Beneath the tree sat a man who m ght have been in his md-thirties. It was hard
to tell, because he seened snmall and old before his time. He was emaciated. H's
hair and beard had been shaved, and he was garbed in rags. He did not avert his
eyes as Brother Paul approached.

"May | join you?" Brother Paul inquired.

The little man made a gesture of accomodation. "Be wel cone, traveler. There are
figs here enough to sustain a nmultitude, and water is in the river."

Brot her Paul sat down beside himand crossed his | egs. He picked up a fig when
the man did so and chewed its sonewhat tough flesh slowy. "You are an ascetic?
| do not nmean to intrude on your privacy if you prefer to be alone.”

"I tried asceticismuntil | very nearly wasted away," the man said. "I gained no
worthwhile insights. | decided it was useless to continue starving and torturing
mysel f. Then | discovered that when | ate and drank, and becane stronger, ny
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t houghts becane clearer. | realized that the teaching which says that a man nust
starve hinmself in order to gain wi sdommnust be wong. It is the healthy man who
is best able to perceive the world and contenplate religious truth." He gl anced
at Brother Paul. "By this token, you nust be a very perceptive man, for you are
the healthiest | have encountered. May | inquire your name?"

"I am Brot her Paul of-a distant culture. And you?"

"I am Si ddhattha Gotamm, once a prince, now a beggar-nonk."

Si ddhatt ha Got ana—the man known to history as the Buhhda, the Awakened One, the
Enl i ght ened. The founder of one of the greatest religions of all tine, Buddhism
He had i ndeed been a prince and had renounced his crown voluntarily to seek
revel ati on.

"I —am honored to neet you," Brother Paul said hunbly. Though he regarded hinself
as Christian, he had deep respect for Buddhism "I too ama seeker of truth. |
have not yet found it."

"I have | ooked for seven years for enlightennment,” Siddhattha said. "Often

have been sorely tenpted to desist frombegging and return to ny wife and son
Always | remind nyself that | could never be happy again in the palace, so |ong
as | knew others existed in hardship and msery. Yet | seemto draw no closer to
any insight how to enable others to be happy."

This, then, was before the Buddha had attained his revelation. "Have you

i nquired of teachers, of w se nen?"

Siddhattha smled ruefully. "I visited the great teacher Alara. 'Teach ne the
wi sdom of the world!'" | begged him He said to ne ' Study the Vedas, the Holy
Scriptures. There is all wisdom' But | had already studied the Vedas and found
no enlightenment. So | wandered on until | encountered another great teacher,
Udaka, and | asked him He told nme 'Study the Vedas!' Yet | knew that in them
was no expl anation why the Brahman nakes people suffer illness and age and
death. | am al so doubtful that one can attain wi sdom by hurting hinself or

sitting on sharp nails."

“I'n my culture,"” Brother Paul agreed, we are told nuch the sane. 'Read the
Bi bl e.'" Yet human warfare and misery continue, even anpng those who profess to
hold the Bible nost dear. | suspect we shall not find the ultimate truths in any
book. Yet life is often a difficult tutor.”

"That is true," Siddhattha agreed reminiscently. "Wien | was a prince, | went
out hunting. | saw a man, all skin and bones, withing in pain on the ground.
"Way?' | asked. 'All people are liable to illness,'" | was infornmed. But in ny
sheltered life | had not been exposed to this, and it nade ne very sad. Next day
I met a man so old his back was curved |like a drawn bow, and his head was

noddi ng, and his hands trenbled Iike palmleaves in the wind so that even with
the aid of two canes he could hardly wal k. 'Wiy?' | asked. 'He is old; al

people grow old," | was told. Again | was saddened, for |I had known only youth.
Next day | saw a funeral procession, with the wi dow and or phans follow ng behi nd
the corpse. 'VWhy?' 'Death cones to all alike." This horrified me, for | had

never contenplated the reality of death in nman. | knew so little of life and of
people; | had spent ny life in foolish pleasures. Wiy was | so well off, while
others suffered? |I understood now that | was the exception and that the great

majority of people in the world were ill and poor. This did not seemright. Yet

even as | contenplated this, ny lovely wife was giving a party with many pretty
girls singing and dancing, and that nusic only heightened ny confusion. Wen ny
famly observed this, it was assuned that the entertai nnent was not sufficient,
and so the girls were nade to performw th such vigor and endurance that they
dropped from exhaustion. How their |oveliness had changed! Next day | went to
the market place, and there anbng the nmerchants | saw an old nonk dressed in
coarse yel |l ow robes, begging for food. Though he was ol d and sick and poor, he
seenmed cal m and happy. Then | decided to be like him"

"I think you found much enlightenment at that noment," Brother Paul said. "Mybe
the ultimate truth can be found only in one's own heart." That was the Quaker
belief, he recall ed.

Siddhattha turned to him "That is a nost intriguing thought! |I wonder what |
mght find, if | sinply sit here under this Bo Tree until | have plunbed in ny
own soul this truth."
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The Bo Tree! Now Brother Paul renenbered: it was called the Tree of Wsdom for
it was where the Buddha had spent his Sacred N ght and attained his crucia
Enlightennent. "I had better |eave you al one, then."

"Ch, no, friend! Stay here with ne and search out your own truth,"” Siddhattha
encouraged him

Well, why not? This might be the nost direct route to his answer. The God that
Buddha found—that had to be a major contender for the office of God of Tarot.
Dusk was rising. The sun descended. But they were not allowed to neditate in
peace. A group of people approached the Tree, and it was obvi ous that they

i ntended m schief. Three were young and quite pretty wonen; the rest were notley
ruffians of assorted appearance.

Brot her Paul junped to his feet, about to warn off the intruders, but Siddhattha
stopped him "These are the cohorts of Mara, the Evil One, who seeks to di ssuade
us fromour pursuit. For seven years he has followed nme. But he cannot harm us
physically so long as we remain under this Tree. Do not try to fight him that
is what he wants. It is futile to oppose evil with evil."

Could this be true? Brother Paul backed off, yielding to the Buddha's judgnent.
Mara the Evil One—the Buddhist Devil. This was to be no ordi nary encounter

Sure enough, the crowd stopped just beyond the spread of the Tree. But now there
canme an el ephant, overwhelnmngly tall, its neasured tread shaking the earth, and
riding it was a |large, sonewhat paunchy man bearing a sneer of pure nalice.

This, surely, was the Evil One.

"Come out, cowards!" Mara baw ed.

Si ddhatt ha remmi ned seated. "The Evil One has eight armies,” he explained to
Brother Paul. "They are called D scontent, Hunger, Desire, Sloth, Cowardice,
Doubt, and Hypocrisy. Few can conquer such mnions; but whoever is victorious
obtains joy."

Brot her Paul wrinkled his brow. "I believe that's only seven arm es. Not that
those aren't sufficient!"

Siddhattha's brow winkled in turn. "I always forget one or two. Evils are not
my specialty.” Surely the understatenent of the mll enniun

Now t he three wonen cane forward. They were seductively garbed and noved their
torsos in a manner cal cul ated to enhance their sexual appeal. "Conme neet ny
daughters,” Mara cried. "They are experts in the pleasing of nen." And, acting
as one, the three beckoned enticingly.

Brother Paul felt the allure. Sonehow the Aninmation had produced a triple inage
of Amaranth, and she was good at this type of role.

"Now | renenber Mara's other arny!" Siddhattha exclained happily. "Lust!" But he
seened to be pleased only by the intellectual aspect; these |lush bodies did not
tempt him

The wonen turned about and left with a final triple flirt of the hips. It was
obvi ous they had fail ed. Siddhattha would not be corrupted by sex. And why
shoul d he be? He had a wife and son at hone, along with a crown, and probably a
full harem if he ever felt the need.

Now arnmed nen came forward, dressed in animal skins, gesticulating wildly,
scream ng. They resenbl ed denons. The sun was now down, but the noonlight
illumnated themwi th preternatural clarity. Siddhattha was not al arned. "Mara
personifies the triple thirst for existence, pleasure, and power. The
satisfaction of selfishness is Hell, and those who pursue selfishness are
denons. " And the demon-men could not touch him

"A nost apt summary," Brother Paul agreed. He liked this man and found not hi ng
obj ectionable in his philosophy. But how was he to be certain whether the
Buddhi st God was or was not the God of Tarot?

"You and | can sit here and reflect on the Ten Perfections," Siddhattha said.
The denon soldiers retreated. Mara was furious. "I tried to be gentle with you,
" he cried, "but you would not have it. Now taste the wath of ny magic."

No nore M. Nice Quy, Brother Paul thought, alnpbst sniling.

Mara rai sed one hand. Imrediately a whirlwi nd blew, form ng an oni nous bl ack
funnel that swept in to enconpass the entire Bo Tree. But in the center was the
calm and not a leaf stirred. Brother Paul |ooked out at the whirling wall of
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dust in anmazenent and with not a little apprehension, but Siddhattha ignored it.
"It is only air,"” he murnured to Brother Paul

The whirlwi nd vani shed. "Well, try water, then!" Mara screanmed. A terrible storm
fornmed, and rain pelted down, causing instant flooding all about the area. But
not a drop penetrated the foliage of the Bo Tree, and Siddhattha sat serene and
dry. Instead, Mara's el ephant trunpeted and splashed its feet in the water |ike
a skittish wonman, upset.

"Earth!" Mara cried. And the stormconverted to a barrage of rocks, sand, and
mud. Yet again these things had no effect on the seated man, who had not changed
his position since Brother Paul appeared in the scene. The few stones that
penetrated the Bo Tree fell to the ground like harmess flowers. Those that
struck the el ephant, in contrast, nmade havoc; the poor creature danced
cunbersonely about, trying to protect itself.

Mara was livid. "Fire!" he cried. And live coals came down, setting fire to the
grass and brush outside the Bo Tree and hissing into the river. Siddhattha was
not afraid, and so he was inviolate.

"You have conquered the attack of the four elenents,"” Brother Paul said. "You
have beaten the Evil One."

"No, the battle has just begun. Now he will lay siege to ny spirit."

Mara gestured, and the bright noonlight went out, making the world black. But a
glow arose fromthe Bo Tree, restoring visibility there. Fromthe darkness
beyond, Mara bawl ed: "Siddhattha, arise fromthat seat! It is not yours, but

m ne! "

The seated man only shook his head in nmild negation

"I amthe Prince of the Wrld!" Mara said. "I hold the Weel of Life and Death!"
Li ght returned, revealing himstanding just beyond the Tree, clutching a huge
wheel with five spokes so that only his head, feet and hands showed around its
rim H's body, oddly, did not show behind it at all; the center was filled with
novi ng i mages.

"The Wheel of Beconing," Siddhattha agreed. "The hand of death is on every one
who is born. Yet | shall not die, OEvil One, until ny mssionin |ife has been
acconpl i shed. "

"And what is that mission, O Ilgnorant One?" Mara denmanded with a sneer

"To spread the Truth," Siddhattha replied sinply.

"What Trut h?"

Si ddhatt ha, who had been doing so well before, was unable to answer. Brother
Paul saw this as another variation of the Dozens, with the Buddha turning away
insults by soft replies. But now he was in trouble.

Mara advanced, bearing his Weel forward. It was an inpressive and sinister
thing, its various aspects turning in opposite directions, confusing the eye.
"I'f you cannot answer, O Shriveled Ascetic, the victory is nmine!" The

rol e-player was Therion, of course, and he was enjoying this.

Si ddhatt ha | ooked at Brother Paul beside him "Friend, | fear | have |lost the
battle, for the Truth has not yet cone to nme, and Mara nust have his answer."
There were tears in the nman's eyes.

"But the Evil One will bring only evil upon the world!" Brother Paul said, as
though that could help. "He controls the Weel of Beconming, and he is the Prince
of the Wrld. Only your good can stop him" He put his hand on Siddhattha's
frail shoul der.

Wth that contact, sonething happened. "I feel—+the spirit of God," Siddhattha
sai d wonderingly. "Are you a nessenger from=2"

"No, no!" Brother Paul said hastily. It had been the contact of auras the nan
had felt. "I amonly another Seeker."

Still the thing grew. What had been quiescent in Siddhattha all his life was now
awakeni ng. He was becom ng conscious of his aura—and it was an extrenely
powerful one. "The spirit of God—+s in nme," he said, certainty coal escing. "And
now—+ have found the key to Wsdom the First Law of Life! It was within nme all
the tinme, awaiting this nonent."

Si ddhattha stood. He was not tall, but his new enhancenment gave him stature.
"Listen, Mara, and damed: FROM GOOD MUST COVE GOCD, AND FROM EVI L MUST COVE
EVIL."
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Brot her Paul was troubled by this statenent. From what he renenbered of synbolic
logic, a false hypothesis that led to a true conclusion was regarded as vali d.
That suggested that it was possible for Good to conme fromEvil. Coviously this
man di d not subscribe to that notion.

Mara gave a cry of pure angui sh. He staggered back, seeking his el ephant —but
when he touched it, the beast collapsed. Al his mnions scranbled away fromthe
Bo Tree in a rout.

Br ot her Paul stood watching, amazed. And realized that Siddhattha was now the
Buddha, the Awakened One. And that, synbolic logic or not, the God of this
man—eoul d i ndeed be the God of Tarot.

But to be sure, he would have to survey the other great religions of the world
and elimnate themfrom consideration. Maybe the Ei ghtfold Path was the correct
one, but that could not be certain yet.

"My business here is done," he said to the Buddha. "I hope we shall neet again.”
The Bo Tree faded out.

Brot her Paul stood in a | andscape whose sky contained three suns: a full-sized
one and two little ones. The vegetation, however, was Earthlike to a degree:
what | ooked like arctic fir was adjacent to tropic palm The air was breathabl e
though slightly intoxicating. Gavity was | ess than he was used to, but the
terrain was so rough that he was sure the amount of energy he woul d have to
expend to travel anywhere woul d counterbal ance this.

In fact, he stood on a slanting | edge above a bubbling lava flow. A waft of
fumes cane up, and he hastily stepped back. Hs foot slipped in snow, and he
half-fell into the ice of a stalled aval anche. A meter back fromthe boiling
rock the freeze of wi nter was encroaching. No wonder the plants were narrowy
confined! The spread fromhard frost to perpetual warnth was within one to two
neters

But what had this to do with religion? He had intended to check one of the nost
nmodern and vigorous of the world' s great faiths: Voodoo. It had originated in
Bl ack Africa and spread to the Americas with slavery. Christianity had been

i mposed on the nonwhite popul ation, so these people had conprom sed by nerging
their native Gods with the Catholic Saints, creating a dual purpose pantheon
that permtted themto satisfy the nmissionaries while remaining true to their
real beliefs. The truth, were it ever adnmitted, was that there were nmore voodoo
wor shipers in Latin Anerica during the 20th Century than legitimte Christians,
and the depth of their religious conviction and practice was greater. Brother
Paul had flirted with the Cari bbean Santeria, or regional Voodoo cult, while on
a quest for his black ancestry, and found it both appalling and appealing. The
chi cken-di senbowel i ng rituals, roach-eating, and mythol ogy of incest revolted
his white mddle-class taste, but the sincerity of the serious practitioners and
the religion's obvious power over the masses satisfied his youthful need to

bel ong. Later, as a Brother of the Holy Order of Vision, he had dealt on a

prof essional |evel with Santeros, or Wtch-Doctors, and found them generally to
be as concerned and know edgeabl e about the needs of believers as were Catholic
priests, nedical doctors, or psychiatrists. Folk nedicine thrived on in Voodoo.
The Holy Order of Vision did not hesitate to refer a troubled person to a

reput abl e witch-doctor when the occasion warranted it. These were true
faith-heal ers of nodern tines.

But this was an alien world! How had Animation produced this instead of the
Voodoo Tenpl e he had sought? Was it Precession again? H s idea had been to
bracket the religions of the world, to survey the extrenmes, and then work into
the center, elimnating as nmuch as possible. Fairly, of course. But if
Precession had struck, there was no telling what he was into.

"Ch." It was a young woman, dressed in a strange half-uniform One side was a
wel | - padded shieldlike affair, covering her body fromhead to heel. The ot her

si de was—not hing. She was, in fact, half-nude

"I seemto have |lost nmy way," Brother Paul said.

"But where is your sub-fission?" she asked.

"I -fear | do not understand," he said, shifting about to ease the chill of his
left side, too close to the snow. Suddenly he understood the rationale of her
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costune: her right side was insulated against the winter side of this |edge,
while her left was confortable in the sunmer side. Presumably, when she travel ed
in the other direction, she reversed sides. Apparently in this world the air was
resistive to the convections of radical tenperature change, so that extrenes of
climte could coexist without turbulence. Still, when storns did devel op, they
wer e probably ferocious.

"Where is your sister, your w fe?" she asked.

"I have neither sister nor wife."

"I mean your sibling mate, in the eye of Xe N Qol z," she explained. "Howis it
you venture out in half?"

This was not beconing any nore intelligible! "I have just arrived from-+from
anot her planet. | aman only child, unnmarried."

Her pretty brow furrowed. "I hadn't realized another ship had arrived. You had
better hide before you get us all in trouble.”

"I don't even know where | amor what is wong!"

She consi dered hi m specul atively. "Look, this is sonmewhat sudden, but maybe a
break for us both. | just had a fight with ny brothub, so | snuck out al one, but
I"'mafraid a Nath will spot ne. How about filling in with you?"

Brot her Paul could not make sense of this. "Brothub? Nath? What do these terns
mean?"

She stepped forward and took his arm "No time to explain," she said. "Look,
there's one now"

He foll owed her gaze. There, sliding along the edge of the snowbank was
sonething like a shag rug—but it was flowi ng uphill. "That—an it be alive?" he
whi spered, anmzed.

"Just fake it," she whispered back. "Let nme do the tal king."

He seened to have no alternative.

The rug slid up to them and paused two neters away. Brother Paul saw that it
nmoved by shooting out nyriad tiny burrs on threads, then hauled itself forward
by winching themin. Truly alien |oconotion! "Pull-hook, Sol," the thing said.
It spoke strangely in a kind of staccato. Brother Paul conjectured that it was
tappi ng the ground with hundreds of miniature hanmers in such a manner as to
create a human-soundi ng pattern of sonics.

"The same to you, Nath," the girl replied.

"What entity-pair are you?" Nath inquired.

"I -ae— She faltered, not knowi ng Brother Paul's nane.

"I amBrother Paul," he filled in. "O the Hol y—

"And | am Sister Ruby," she interjected. Then she turned to Brother Paul and
flung herself into his arns, pressing one winterized and one sumrerized breast
against his torso and planting a passionate kiss on his |ips.

"It is good to perceive such sibling love," Nath said. "May the Weel turn well
for your regeneration."” Then the creature heaved itself snoothly up over the
snow and on around them

"Xe Ba Va Ra enhance you, Nath," Ruby called after it.

"A'l right, now," Brother Paul said. He had identified her, of course: Amaranth
in a new part. As sexy as ever. But now he wondered who had played the part of
Buddha in the prior scene. The nan had been too snmall to be either Lee or
Amaranth. "WI I you explain what—=

"Yes, yes, everything," she said. "Cone with ne to the Tenple of Tarot, and I'|
explain on the way." She wal ked down the | edge-path, weaving snoothly around the
foliage, and he had to follow. He couldn't remain here; it was inpossible to be
confortable in this arctic tropic.

"First," he said as he caught up, nonmentarily distracted by the way his expelled
breath fogged on the frigid side and by her bare buttock flexing on the hot
side, "What world is this?"

"We're a human colony in the Hyades cluster,"” she said. "W were founded three
hundred years ago by mattermi ssion, but then it turned out we were actually

i nside Sphere Nath, so we were subject to their governnent. Since our supply
line had broken down and the Naths were well established, this really was
better. All we had to do was obey their |aws and honor their custons, and they
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treated us just as well as Sol would have. Better, maybe. That's part of the

I nt ersphere Covenant, you see. | don't think Sol ever established diplomatic
relations with Nath, but at the fringes of the Spheres it is Galactic customto
wor k t hese things out—=

"Wait, wait!" Brother Paul cried. "You nmean to say human bei ngs are being
governed by alien creatures that | ook Iike—that rug?"

"Yes, of course. The Naths are really rather nice. W had sone trouble at first,
but once the Weel of Tarot was established everything was fine. Now we worship
our Saints, and they don't know the difference."

"The Wheel of Tarot," he repeated. "Wuld that be related to the Wieel of Life
and Death, or the \Weel of Beconi ng?"

"Yes, it is also called that. It—=

"Wth five spokes? Each section representi ng—

"Yes, the Naths call these sections Energy, Gas, Liquid, Solid, and Plasna. You
know, the five states of matter, each one phasing into the other, conpleting the
circle. Each with its representative Deity, that we call—=

"You worship alien Gods?" he asked, dismayed.

She paused nonmentarily in the path. "Look, Brother—f we didn't honor their
religion, their missionaries would be push-hooked, and then their governnent

m ght deci de not to expend good resources nmintaining an alien squatter-col ony.
We need Nath equi pnent and material and knowhow and comuni cations, and if we
don't get themwe'll—aell, can you inagine scrounging a living fromthis
terrain, alone?" She gestured up and down the slope, taking in the lava and ice.
"So we follow their religion. They don't denand that of us, but we really have
to."

As the Bl acks and Reds of Latin Anerica had to follow Christianity, overtly. Now
it was comng clear. "So you nerged your Saints with their Spirits, so that they
woul d believe you were honoring their religion?"

"That's correct. It was easy, in four sections of the Weel. Their God of Gas,
Xe Kwi Stofr, is our Saint Christopher, and—=

"I don't quite see the connection. Gas would equate to the elenent of Air, which
is the Tarot suit of Swords, generally associated with intellect or science or
trouble, while St. Christopher—

The path debouched into a small valley sheltered under an overhanging cliff.
Here there was a building in the shape of a roofed wheel, conplete with five
sections. Massive dikes diverted the lava flow, causing it to pass on either
side of the Weel, burning back the ice. A fringe of trees of diverse species
surrounded the island Weel. Evidently this was a pernmanent |ava flow+truly
alien to Earthly experience and enough to interrupt anyone's chain of thought. A
narrow bridge, fashioned of wedges of stone, passed over one of the |lava streans
to the island. The whol e thing would have been difficult for human beings to
assenbl e wi thout the machi nes of an advanced technol ogy—and the col onists
obviously |l acked those. So it had to be the beneficial handiwork of the alien
civilization: the Naths.

Actually, it made sense that there be nore sapient aliens in space than just the
protoplasmic entities of Antares. He had no reason to be surprised. Man woul d

i nevitably encounter these aliens, and it was best that nmechani sns for peacefu

i nteraction exist.

"Let nme tell you about St. Christopher,"” Ruby said. "He was a huge nman who chose
to work for the nost powerful king on Earth. Wen he saw that the strongest king
feared the Devil, Christopher went to work for the Devil. But then the Devi
flinched at the Cross, so Christopher sought the one who was associ at ed—

"Yes, of course," Brother Paul said. "That was Jesus—

"Don't say that nane!" she cried, cutting himoff. "The Naths know our
origin-religion, and if they thought we were backslidi ng—

Brot her Paul nodded. "So the Sword of Tarot becones the Cross that St
Chri st opher sought. And the Wand suit becones—

"Saint Barbara, |ocked in the tower because she would not nmarry a rich pagan,"
she said. "The bolt of lightning that avenged her martyrdom becones the synbol

of energy of the Nath Nature Spirit Xe Ba Va Ra. And the suit of Coins stands
for Nath's Solid, the Spirit of Trade, Xe Jun O m Nar, whomwe call Saint John
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the Al noner, so generous in his alns. Their Spirit of Art, Xe GQul Yia Na, is our
Sai nt Juliana, who tied up the Devil. The only real problemis—

"You seemto have it worked out pretty well,"” he said. "I'"msurprised that the
mer e exchange of nanes persuades the Naths you are converts to their religion.™
Yet that same device had been effective for the Voodoo adherents in Christian
countries. Wien a man kneel ed before a statue of St. Barbara, spoke her nane
reverently, and left an offering, who could say for sure whether it was the
Catholic Saint he prayed to in his heart or Xango, the Voodoo God of |ightning?
Who could say which entity answered that prayer? Did it really matter?

"The Naths do not separate religion and norality," she said. "They believe that
if we profess belief in their spirits, we nust necessarily follow their cultura
code. So they do not inquire too closely, so long as we do not violate it in any
obvi ous manner. Still—=

"The Naths seemli ke good creatures,” he said. Now they were crossing the
bridge. He flinched away fromthe hot fumes rising fromit. "I hardly begrudge
you your original religion, for it is my own, though perhaps | indulge in an
earlier variant of Chris—ef that faith."

"Three hundred years earlier," she said.

"Ch? How woul d you know that?" He had expected sonme kind of objection fromthe
rol e-player, who was not a Christian. She nust be seet hing!

"That's how long it takes a freezer-ship to reach here from Sol at half-Iight
speed or less. So you are a man of twenty or twenty first century Earth, thawed
out after a sleep that seened to you just a nonent."

Freezer-shi p? Suspended aninmation for three centuries? Well, it was a natura
conclusion for a native girl. But how woul d Amarant h have known of such things,
assuning they were valid details of future history? There were nuances to these
Ani mations that seened to defy rational explanation

"At any rate," he continued as she showed himinto a section nmarked with a
picture of jolly Santa Claus in his fat red suit and spreading white beard, "I
don't really see that such subterfuge is necessary here. Wiy not sinply inform
the Naths that you worship simlar Gods to theirs, though they go by different
names? |'msure the aliens would understand. "

"They woul d," she agreed. "They do. In four aspects of the Weel. But in the
fifth—=

"That would be the suit of—~ He broke off, startled. "Wait! W already have four
suits! A five-sectioned wheel can not be matched to—

"W are now in the Re-Fissioning aspect of the Weel, the problematical one,"
she said, stripping away her one-sided snow suit. Now she was naked, and though
no nore of her showed than woul d have appeared in a mrror reflection of her
nude hal f, she seenmed nmuch barer than before. "Governed by the state of Liquid,
or the Spirit of Faith, the key to this whole conpromse. Xe N Qol z, whom we
cal |l —=

"Saint Nicholas!" he exclained, making the connection to the artwork of this
chamber. "A d Santa d aus!"

"Yes, the Saint for the Children. Father Christmas." She took his hand and | ed
himto a broad couch. It was anmazi ng how an i nconsequential act of disrobing
assuned quite consequential inplications. Before, he had oriented on her clothed
hal f; now—"The Naths do not spy on us, precisely, but the walls are translucent
to their perception. They don't use sound, exactly; it's nore like infrasonics.
So the Nath governor is aware of everything that goes on here."

"Well, we have nothing to hide," he said unconfortably. Certainly she was hiding
not hi ng, physically. She was very free with her body, as he remenbered froma
prior Ani mati on—except that he could not be sure it was her body that he—=

He stifled that thought. At any rate, he had every intention of |eaving her
alone this time. All he wanted was information

"W have one thing to hide," she said. "The one thing we could not do to
acconmpdat e Nath, as col onists."” She began to renove his clothing.

"Hey, stop!" he protested.

She | eaned over and kissed him "Don't nmake a commotion. Just relax and enjoy
it. Remenber, we told the Nath we were siblings. They have very good
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communi cations. They will be instantly aware if we do not act the part."

"I ama Brother of the Holy Order of Vision," he said, deternmined not to let his
survey of religions go the same way as his first Aninmation sequence. She night
be determined to give one of her sanples; he was determ ned not to take it.
"That's a kind of title, indicating nmy status. It hardly nmeans | am your

bi ol ogic brother—and in any event, this is no sisterly approach you are naking
to ne."

"Shut up and listen," she said, continuing to work on his clothing despite his
resi stance. "The Naths expect us to nmaintain proper sexual norality; that is how
they know we are true converts. To violate their standards— She spread her
hands appealingly. "W just couldn't survive as a colony wi thout Nath support.
You' ve seen what this planet is like—and this is just the habitable portion! |
think the close proximty of so nmany nei ghboring stars evokes crustal unrest,
causi ng continuous vol canic action—not that | object to vol canoes, but—=

"Al'l right," he said. He knew she |iked vol canoes in synbol and reality, just as
she |iked serpents. "You need Nath support; | believe that. But | think it is
fine that the Naths insist on sexual norality. So do I! But you—

"The Naths do not reproduce quite the way we do," she said. "Each Nath is
bipart; it has a male section and a fenmal e section. The one we talked to was
actually a married couple."

"I see. When Naths tie the knot, they really do tie it! But surely they can
appreci ate that human bei ngs, uh, nmerge that closely only for procreative
purpose. They can't expect us to go about tied together physically—

"They understand. But they do expect married couples to stay reasonably close
together and to nerge often. So we display much nore continuous affection than
you may have been accustoned to back on Earth. W don't really mnd. It does
seemto nmake for nore successful unions."

"For married couples, that's fine. But you and | are, if we accept your
description to the Nath, brother and sister. So—

"Ch be quiet," she said. "I had to tell the Nath that because single people just
don't go about. Half an entity can't make it on its own, by the Nath rationale.
The whol e col ony woul d have been in trouble, not just you and nme. You can't
bel i eve how sensitive they are about this one thing. It is their religion, dam
it! I was a fool to go out there al one, and you shoul d have stayed aboard your
ship until you got a proper briefing and escort."”

"Sorry," he murmured apol ogetically. "If you'll just stop undressing ne, |'ll
listen better."

"Wl l, maybe we can fake it for a while," she agreed reluctantly. She pushed him
down on the couch and stretched out beside himin a nost provocative nanner.
"When the Naths want to reproduce, they fission. They split apart into their
mal e and fenal e halves. That's one of the two times in their lives they aren't

| ocked together. Then each half regenerates—do Earthworns still do that?"

"They do," Brother Paul assured her

"Except that a male Nath-half can't regenerate the opposite sex, or vice versa.
So nmal e regenerates nale tissue, and femal e regenerates fenmal e ti ssue—am |

enbar rassi ng you?"

"You are tal king about alien reproduction,” he reninded her. "Wy should | be
enbarrassed?" He was enbarrassed, but by her body and actions, not her

di scussi on.

"That's right, you're fresh fromEarth. The | ocal pornography doesn't bother
you, yet. Anyway, a unisex conposite is inherently unstable."

"I should think so," Brother Paul agreed. "It would be |ike honosexuality,

| eshbi ani sm—=

"Except it is a necessary part of their reproduction," she said. "The unisex
sets quickly re-fission. Then there are four sub-Naths, and two fenal es.
Actual Iy, male-original and nal e-regenerate, and the sane for the fenal es. Then
t hey reconbi ne, fornm ng—

"l see," Brother Paul said. "But that's really like a human fanily. The

par ent - coupl e produces two children, a boy and a girl. Nath mechanismdiffers in
detail, but—=

"That detail is a hell of a difference," she said. "Sone of the fragnments have
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to go out and nmerge with other famly fragnents, to keep the genetic poo
circul ati ng—

"Yes, of course. That's why hunman bei ngs are exoganous, narrying outside their
imediate famly. O herw se the species would quickly splinter into dissimlar
speci es. There has to be interbreeding anong the nenbers of =

"But it is not the children, the regenerates, that are exoganous," Ruby said.
"They are too newto handle it properly. So it is the old individuals who split
up, and re-nerge el sewhere. They—

"They have to divorce after procreating?" Brother Paul asked, startled. "That's
not ny idea of a stable marriage! Who takes care of the children?"

"The children take care of thenselves with general help fromthe larger Nath
community. They nmerge into a Nath couple, and—

Brot her Paul was shocked. "But that's incest!"

"Now you begin to understand the problem" she said. "By their standards and
their religion, it is imoral for siblings not to nate with each other and for
parents not to separate and remarry other divorcees. So if we want Nath support
for our human encl ave—*

"W have to commt incest and break up famlies," Brother Paul finished. "At
last | get your drift. As a colony, you are torn between your econom ¢ needs for
survival, and your human sexual norality, with a dual -aspect religion papering
over the dichotony. Yet if you explained this basic difference to the Naths—
"Qur ancestors tried," she said. "The Nath m ssionaries explained their position
to us. They said we had been living, as a species, in intolerable sin, and they
could not support it. It was their duty to lead us into the light despite
ourselves. Naths are very acconmodating creatures, but on this point they are

i nflexible."

"Just like mssionaries," Brother Paul said with a sigh. "But how do you get
around it?"

"The Nath biol ogi sts probably know, but the m ssionaries don't know or profess
not to know, that human couples do not generally produce twins, and nore sel dom
are there nale-female twins. So when we have babies we neet here in the
Children's aspect of the wheel and surreptitiously exchange them nmaking up
exoganous pairs that we then raise as siblings. Al humans | ook nore or |ess
alike to Naths, so they don't catch on. They can track a particular famly if
they choose, as they may have done with us two, but when there is a crowd of us
they don't bother. Thus our children grow up and reproduce w thout damage to the
human genetic pool. Then, with Nath bl essing, they divorce and seek partners of
their choice."

Brot her Paul shook his head. "I appreciate the necessity, but | am appalled at
t he nmeans!"

"Now we'd better mate," she said. "They will get suspicious if we stall any

|l onger or if we leave without doing it. If they decide to make a genera

i nvestigation, they could discover the truth, and that would wi pe us all out.
The col ony cannot afford even the suggestion of suspicion!”

"But casual sex—

"Casual, hell! This is serious."
"Politically or economically notivated—this is against ny religion!" he
pr ot est ed.

"You don't have the right to cone here fromEarth with your irrel evant standards
and place our survival as a colony in peril," she said.

Shocked, Brother Paul realized she was correct. This pseudo-religion of the
Hyades colony of the future was valid on its own terns, alien as they m ght be.
He coul d not accept it—but he also could not condemm it.

Yet if he could not elimnate this type of religion fromconsideration, how
could he elimnate any religion? All were valid on their own terns. He could
continue his survey for the rest of his life and never be able to choose between
them He was no closer to his answer than before.

Who was the God of Tarot? He needed sonme nore direct neans of finding out.

But first he had to dispose of the matter at hand. These Aninations were to a
certain extent under his control, despite the constant pressure of precession
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Presunmbly he could turn themoff when he wished. But if he did that, quitting
the game as he tired of it—ef what validity would be any answer he mi ght
eventual ly obtain through these Aninmations? He suspected he really had to play
the gane through by its owm rules to protect its rel evance. Wich neant that he
had to resolve the dil emma here before | eaving. How could he protect both his
own integrity and the welfare of this Hyades col ony?

Ah—he had it. "Ruby, you should be making |ove to your brother—husband, your
brothub, not nme. You aren't really nad at him are you?"

She frowned prettily, loath to answer directly. "He's not here, and the Naths—

"He is here. | amthe one who is not here. There is no freezer-ship fromEarth.
| am a ghost."

She | aughed. "Ch, cone on! That isn't in the script!"

"It is now "

"Al right. I'lIl play along. |'ve always been curious about how a ghost made

| ove."

"In a noment | shall assune nmy true form that of your bel oved brothub, who
shall turn out to have been with you all the time. Are you ready?"

"This can't—=

"Now." And Brother Paul made an effort of will, hoping Precessi on would not
abort it, and faded out of the picture.

As the scene disappeared, he wondered: who played the part of her brothub?

IV

Tinme: 12

The Sphinx, crouching a little distance away fromthe foot of the Geat Pyramd,
is carved out of the granite plateau itself; there is no break between its base
and the original rock. Its height, about 75 feet, gives sone idea of the
enornmous | abour it must have entailed to free it of unwanted stone and to |eve
the base. Its total length is 150 feet; its height frombreast to chin is 50
feet and fromthe chin to the top of the head 25 feet; the circunference of the
head, taken round the tenples, is 80 feet, the face being 14 feet w de and the
head 30 feet long. The layers of granite fromwhich it has been carved divide
its face into horizontal bands in a curious way; its nmouth is forned partly by
the space between two of the | ayers of stone. A hole several feet deep has been
drilled in the head: this was probably used for the placing of ornaments, such
as the priestly tiara or the royal crown.

This carved rock, reddish in colour, has a trenendous effect as it stands

overl ooking the desert sands. It is a phantomthat seens keenly attentive; one
woul d al nost say that it listens and | ooks. Its great ear seens to hear all the
sounds of the past; its eyes, turned towards the east, seemto | ook towards the
m sty future; its gaze has a depth and fixity that fascinates the spectator. In
this figure, half statue and hal f nountain, can be seen a peculiar majesty, a
great serenity and even a certain gentl eness.

—Paul Christian: The History and Practice of Magic, New York: Citadel, 1969

Brot her Paul stood in front of the Sphinx. The stone creature was inpressive in
the light of the full noon, the nore so because its nose was intact: this was
evidently before Napol eon's gunners had shot it off.

What an aninal it was, crouching there like a living thing! Brother Paul felt a
prickle at the back of his neck. This was an Animation; could he be sure this
nmonster was not alive?

But it was absolutely still. No breathing, no heartbeat, no notion of eyes
Inanimate, after all. Fortunately.
Still, he would test it, just to be sure. "The sexual urge of the canel is

stronger by far than one thinks," he said aloud, quoting the poemfroma nenory
that predated his entry into the Holy Order of Vision. "One day on a trek
through the desert, he rudely assaulted the Sphinx."

He paused, |istening, watching, No reaction. Was the nonster truly inaninmate or
merely waiting? "Now the posterior orifice of the Sphinx is washed by the sands
of the Ni | e—which accounts for the hunp in the canmel, and the Sphinx's
inscrutable snmle."
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Still nothing. No doubt about it: if the thing stood still for that verse, it
was dead.

He contenplated the parts' of it. A woman's head, suggesting human intelligence,
aspiration, and strategy. A bull's body, signifying the tireless strength
necessary to pursue human fortune. Lion's |legs, indicating the courage and force
al so needed, that is to say the human will. And eagle's w ngs, veiling that
intelligence, strength, and courage until there came the tine to fly. Thus the
Sphi nx as a whol e was the synbol of the concealed intelligence, strength, and
will possessed by the Masters of Tine.

Fanous G eeks had cone here to study at the feet of the Masters: Thal es,

Pyt hagoras, Plato, and others. Thales had been the first to enbrace water as the
primary substance in the universe, explaining change as well as stability.

Pyt hagoras, known for his doctrine of the transnigration of souls and the

Pyt hagorean Theorum Plato, primarily known for his D al ogues, presenting his
ment or Socrates and the thesis that Know edge is Good, |gnorance Evil. G ants of
phi | osophy, all of them Now it was Brother Paul's turn to neet the Masters

t hose fanmpbus G eeks had net—f he dared.

Tinme to proceed. Brother Paul walked to the front of the Sphinx. There between
its extended forelegs was the outline of a door into its chest. The door was
made of bronze, weathered to match the stone of the statue. He wal ked up to it,
took a breath, and put one hand forth to touch it.

Not hi ng happened. The netal was neutral, neither cool nor hot, and it was solid.
He felt around the edges to find a handle or niche, but there was none. He could
not open it.

He sighed silently. He lifted a knuckle and rapped, once. There was no response.
Did he really want to enter this structure? He rapped again, and then a third
time. Theoretically, the ancient Masters had possessed all know edge and coul d
answer his question—f they chose to. But first he woul d have to undergo their
rite of passage. That, according to whispered | egends, could be hazardous to
heal th. Yet he continued knocking, half hoping no one woul d answer. Then, at the
fifth rap, the door silently opened.

Two hooded persons stood inside, their faces invisible. One, by his bulk and
manner, seened nale; the other was shorter and slighter, seening fenale. "W are
Thesnot het es, guardians of the Rites," the male said. "Wo are you that knocks
at the Door of the Cccult Sanctuary?"

Brot her Paul controlled his nervousness. "I ama hunbl e seeker of truth. | w sh
to know the identity of the True God of Tarot."

Wthin the shroud there seened to be a frown. "Do you understand, Postul ant,

that you nust give yourself over entirely to our discretion?" the Thesnothete
asked. "That you nmust follow our advice as if it were an order, asking no
questions?"

Brot her Paul swallowed. "I understand, Thesnothete."
The man stood aside. "Enter, Postulant."”
Br ot her Paul stepped inside. The fermale touched the wall; a small spring

depressed, releasing a hidden nechanism The door closed silently—and the
interior was conpletely dark.

A small hand took his. This was surely the silent Thesnothete, the |ady. She
guided himforward, into the bowels of the Sphinx. To the place of digestion?
The sexual urge of the canel... no, don't even think that! By a slight pressure
on his fingers the femal e nade himpause. He felt her formlower a few
centineters, and realized she had stepped down. He put forward a foot cautiously
and found the step.

It was a spiral staircase. Brother Paul was a conpul sive counter; he had tried
to break hinself of the habit in recent years, but during stress the desire
sonetines returned irresistibly. He had to know how many there were of whatever
he encountered, however inconsequential. He counted thirty steps before the
passage | evel ed out.

Here there was anot her door—bronze, no doubt—to be opened silently, passed
through, and cl osed. Obviously the Thesnothetes had this labyrinth nmenorized, so
they could find their way unerringly. The air was cooler in the new passage, but
not nusty. This suggested that it was well vented, for he was in a tine
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m |l ennia before the day of air conditioning.

His footfalls echoed, giving himthe inpression of a large, circular chanber. He
t hought of a story he had read once, Poe's "The Pit and the Pendulum™" and his
nervousness increased. But of course his guides were beside himand knew their
way; they would not let this party fall into any oubliette, with or wthout
pendul um

Suddenly both Thesnothetes halted, the male's armbarring Brother Paul's forward
progress. "W stand at the brink of a precipice," the nman said. "One nore stop
will hurl you to the bottom"

Just so. Had Brother Paul nade his way here alone, in this gloomhe could have
fallen into it. He should have brought a |ight—but then they woul d not have
admtted him "I will wait," he said. He was about to ask the purpose of this
march to the brink, but remenbered his pronmise to ask no questi ons.

However, his question was answered. "This abyss," the male said, "surrounds the
Tenpl e of Mysteries and protects it against the tenerity and curiosity of the
profane. W have arrived a little too soon; our brethren have not yet |owered
the drawbridge by which the initiates conmunicate with the sacred place. W
shall wait for their arrival. But if you value your life, do not nove until we
tell you."

Did the Thesnothete protest too much? Maybe there was an abyss and maybe there
wasn't —but Brother Paul could not afford to proceed on the assunption that there
was no threat. Not after the things he had experienced in other Aninmations. They
had so arranged it, this tinme, that his control over specific visions had been
nullified. He was at the nercy of these anonynous people and had been fromthe
monent he entered the Sphinx. Yet he had cone here voluntarily; he was on the

t hreshhol d of the unknown, and if the answer were here—=*

Suddenly there was light, blinding after the darkness. Two grotesque nonsters
stood before him each in white linen robes, one with a gold belt and a lion's
head, the other with a silver belt and bull's head. Even as his eyes adjusted
and took themin, a trap door opened between them Fromthis rose a grisly
specter brandishing a scythe. It was npst rem niscent of the skeletal figure of
Death in the Tarot. Wth a horrendous roar it swept the scythe at Brother Paul's
head.

H's first instinct was to tunble back, out of range of the weapon. H's second
was to duck under the blade and grapple with the specter. But his third overrode
the first two: he stood frozen

The scythe's bl ade swi shed so close over his head that it m ght have parted his
hair. Indeed, a small lock of it tunbled across his face. "We to himwho

di sturbs the peace of the dead!" the nonster screanmed, whirling entirely around
and sweeping the scythe at Brother Paul a second tine. But again he judged the
path of the bl ade, and again he did not flinch. This was a scare tactic, not a
serious attack; a test of his courage that his judo training had prepared him
for.

Four nore times the scythe came at him and each tinme he stood firm But on the
seventh stroke the creature shifted its balance; this tine it was going for his
neck!

Br ot her Paul ganbled: he stood firm They surely had not arranged this el aborate
presentation nmerely to execute an unresisting man. And as the bl ade touched

hi mthe nonster vani shed. It dropped down its hole, and the trap door cl osed.
This, too, had been a bluff; the threat had no substance.

Now the lion and the bull renoved their nasks. Brother Paul saw their faces for
the first time: Therion and Amarant h.

"Congratul ations,"” Therion told him "You felt the chill of nurderous steel, and
you did not flinch; you | ooked at the horror of horrors and did not faint. Well,
done! In your own country you could be a hero." He frowned. "But anbngst us,
there are virtues higher than courage. Wat do you take to be the neaning of our
costumes?"

Br ot her Paul had al ready worked that out. "You are the lion, one of the aspects
of the Sphinx, with the golden belt, representing the astrological Leo and the
Sun. She, masked as the bull, is another aspect of the Sphinx, Taurus, and the
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Moon. The Sun and Moon together are supposed to exert the nost direct influence
on the lives of earthly beings. Yet man does not |ive by Sun and Mon al one;
there is always the savage influence of Time, bringing the chance of untinely
deat h—

"You are nost inpressively apt," Therion said. "Yet we have a val ue superi or
even to this intelligence. That is humility—voluntary humlity, triunphing over
the vanity of pride. Are you capable of such a victory over yourself?"

So the physical test was over. Good! Brother Paul was ready for the noral one.
"I amwilling to find out."

"Very well," Therion said. "Are you ready to crawl flat on the ground, right to
the i nnernpst sanctuary where our brethren wait to give you the know edge and
power you seek in exchange for your humlity?"

Wiy this followup challenge? He really, was not seeking power. Still, he seened
to have no choice but to accept. "I am"

"Then take this lanp," Therion said. "It is the image of CGod's face that follows
us when we wal k hidden fromthe sight of nmen. Go without fear; you have only
yourself to be afraid of henceforth."

Brot her Paul, thinking of his experience of the Seven Cups, did not find this
reassuring. What other horrors lurked in hinself? He accepted the |lanp and

| ooked about. The chanmber was forned of blocks of granite shaped into a done;
there was no entrance or exit. But again he renmenbered his stricture and made no
i nquiry.

After a noment, Amaranth touched another hidden spring in the wall. An iron
plate slid aside; it was coated with granite to resenble a full block when in
pl ace. Behind it opened a corridor, an arcade, narrow and so low it was

i mpossible to crawl through it on hands and knees. "Let this path be for you the
i mge of the tonb in which all men nust find their eventual rest," Therion
intoned. "Yet they awake, freed fromthe darkness of material things, in the
life of the spirit. You have vanqui shed the specter of Death; now you can
triunmph over the horrors of the tomb in the Test of Solitude." And both
Thesnot het es extended their right hands toward the opening.

Now Brot her Paul hesitated. Wiy were they sendi ng himal one, now? What sort of
horrors did they consider so awesone? That constricted hole—f it got any
smal l er, once he was in, he would be unable either to squeeze through or to turn
about. He would have to retreat, feet first, as though in the throes of a breech
birth—and surely the entrance-exit panel would be closed and | ocked.

The two Thesnot hetes remai ned as they were, fingers pointing to the hole. They
nei t her reproached him for his weakness nor encouraged himto carry on with the
test. What would they do if he bal ked, now?

Actually, he knew. He had read of a test like this once; the nenory was faint,
elusive, and only returned as it was refreshed by this present experience. The
postul ant who | ost his nerve was not excluded or even reproached. He was nerely
| ed out of the sacred place. The |aw of Magi smdictated that he woul d never
again be tested; his weakness had been judged. So—+f he wanted his answer, it
was now or never. The |aw of Aninmation was as inflexible in its fashion as the
| aw of the ancient Egyptian nmystics. He had not yet encountered the same vision
twice; the vagaries of the dynamics of this situation were too great to permt
himto rerun any scene.

Br ot her Paul was not unduly claustrophobic, but he didn't Iike this at all. He
was not the nost slender of nen; a passage sufficient for a 150 centineter tal
Egyptian or Geek nmight not suffice for him If he got wedged in am dst these

t housands of tons of stone—=

Still the two Thesnot hetes waited, pointing, as still as statues. Brother Paul
offered up a silent prayer to whatever God governed this denmesne—Fhot h,

per haps?—and got down to enter the dread aperture.

Amar ant h got down beside him "God be between you and harmin all the enpty

pl aces you nust go," she nmurmured and gave hima quick sidewi se swi pe of a Kiss
on the lips. Then Brother Paul pushed the lanmp forward and crawl ed into the

hol e.

The tube sl oped gently downwards. Its circunference was of polished granite,
absolutely snooth as though drilled by a giant worm There was room for him
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barely. By a conbinati on of el bow draw ngs and knee-hitchings, augmented by
toe-fl exes, he noved hinmself forward until his full length was within the

t unnel

A terrible clang deafened himnonentarily as the bronze door fell back into

pl ace. As froma distance, a reverberating voice cane: "Here perish all fools
who covet know edge and power!" It was followed i mediately by an echo:
"power...power...power... power...power...power...power!" Seven distinct echoes,
hamreri ng thenselves into his brain. The effect was foolishly terrifying; sonics
coul d have a fundanental influence on a nman's enotion, bypassing his reason

Br ot her Paul knew that—yet still felt the frightening inpact.

Had the Magi condemmed himto death after all? That still did not nmake sense;
they could have barred himfromthe Sphinx at the outset. If they intended to
bury himalive, why had they given himthis good | anp?

Gradual ly the irrational fear subsided. There had to be an exit to this tube;

all he had to do was keep noving. Yet it went on and on! Brother Paul had a fair
sense of orientation, perhaps a function of his compul sive counting. It inforned
himthat he could no | onger be within or beneath the Sphinx! This interm nable
tunnel was proceedi ng under the surface of the plateau itself—toward the G eat

Pyram d! Furthernore, it was still descendi ng, deeper and deeper into the rock.
What would he do if his guttering |lanp went out?

Still it continued. H's el bows and knees were sore, perhaps bl eeding, but he
could not stop. Nervousness prevented himeven fromresting. He passed the | anp
fromone hand to the other, finding different ways to craw ... and craw .

At last the tunnel expanded. What a relief! He got up on his hands and knees for
a space, then proceeded at a stooping walk. But the floor still sloped down; the

added space was gained by the floor's retreat fromthe |level ceiling. He was not
bei ng all owed nearer the surface.

Abruptly the floor term nated. The wan |ight of the |anp showed a vast crater, a
cone plunging deep into the rock, its slides slick and hard. An iron | adder

pi cked up where the tunnel left off, |eading down into that gloony cavity. There
was no other route; only by getting on the | adder could he proceed forward, or
rat her downwar d

He now had anple roomto turn about, but was sure a retreat up the tunnel would
not be wi se.

He started down the | adder, nervously testing each rung before putting ful

wei ght upon it. Al were sturdy. And of course he counted: ten, twenty, thirty,
on.

There were exactly one hundred rungs. But the | adder did not |ead to another

| evel or sloping passage. It termnated in a circular hole. Brother Paul had no
object to drop experinmentally into it, but he was sure this was an oubliette: a
fatally deep dungeon with no exit. He could not trust hinself to that!

Yet there was nowhere el se to go! What now?

"God be between ne and harmin all the enpty places | nmust go," he repeated,
staring down into the dread void. And added nentally: And may there be avenues
of escape fromthose enpty pl aces!

Brot her Paul studied his situation. There had to be an alternative; this setup
was too el aborate to be a nere death trap. He had to believe that! Al he had to
do was figure out its rationale. The | adder went down and stopped; there was no
question of a hidden continuance because the final rung was in the dank air over
the pit. Still, he could | ook

He clinbed down, then poked both | egs through the bottomrung, hooking his knees
over it. He bounced twice, with increasing vigor, testing its solidity; it would
hold his weight. He | eaned back, slowy, holding the lanp carefully upright as
his angl e changed, letting his torso swing around until he hung upsi de down by
his knees. H's head projected through the hole, and his lanp illum nated the
chamber bel ow.

It was a featureless well, plunging strai ght down beyond the reach of his |anp.
The wal I s | ooked slinmy, and there was no second | adder bel ow the one he was on.
This was a one-way avenue... probably filled with water at the nether termnus.
Maybe that fluid would break his fall —-but he did not care to risk it. Not yet.
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He had been nore or less given to understand that he had nothing to fear but
hinmself. Now it occurred to himthat this was subject to alarmng
interpretation. If he decided to drop into the oubliette, and that was an error,
woul d he have killed hinself? All he had to do was nmake the correct

deci si on—wi t hout adequate information.

Well, he had no need to remain on this |adder! He caught the rung with his left
hand, held the lanp steady with his right, and drew hinmself up until he could
extricate his feet. Then he started back up the hundred rungs.

About twenty rungs up—twenty two, technically-he spied a crevice in the cone. A
flaw, invisible fromabove because the upper wall overhung it slightly. Was this
natural or artificial?

He had grown wary of chance here. He | eaned as far over as was convenient,

hol ding the lanp extended to the left. This gap was broad enough for a man to
squeeze through—and there were steps inside! Here was his alternate route!

He bal anced carefully and swng hinself into the crevice. The steps were
slippery but solid. They advanced deeper into the wall; the crevice was becomn ng
a new tunnel, at places so narrow he had to proceed sidew se, but it was
definitely going somewhere. It coiled into a spiral. At the count of thirty, the
steps ended at a small platform and the way forward was barred by a bronze
grating.

Was this a service access, intended for the use of the Thesnothetes, that he had
spied accidentally? If so, it would be a dead end for himsince the grating was
| ocked and unattended. Yet it did not seem extraneous. Twenty two steps up on
the | adder fromthe bottom matching the nunber of Major Arcana of the Tarot,
appearing only when the Postulant was returning fromhis fruitless quest to the
oubliette. Surely no coincidence! But what, then, was the significance of thirty
alternate steps, here? These passages seenmed to have a notif of thirties and
hundreds, and that did not equate to any Tarot deck he knew of. So if there were
a nuneric rationale here, he had not yet fathoned it.

Br ot her Paul peered through the grating. Ahead was a long gallery, lined on each
side by statuettes of sphinxes: fifteen on each side. Thirty in all. Between
statues, the walls were covered with nysterious frescoes. At this angle, he
could not quite nmake out their nature, but there was a haunting famliarity
about them Fifteen lanps rested in tripods set in a row down the center of the
hall, and each lanp was in the shape of a sphinx.

A Magus wal ked slowy down the hall toward him No—t was the fenale

Thesnot hete, Amaranth, garbed in the manner of a priestess. Her face was veiled
and her gown covered her body conpletely, but he recognized her provocative
wal k, that pushed out hip and breast in subtle but quite feninine rhythm

"Son of Earth," she said, smling, "you have escaped the pit by discovering the
path of wi sdom Few aspirants to the Mysteries have passed this test; npbst have
perished.” So that expl ai ned what happened to those who entrusted thenselves to
the oubliette!

"The CGoddess Isis is your protector,'

she continued. Brother Paul remenbered the

Egyptian Isis, said to be the Goddess of Love. "She will | ead you safely to the
sanctuary where virtue receives its crowm." Virtue supervised by the Goddess of
Sex? The geese were being put in the charge of the fox! "I nust warn you that

other perils are in store, but | shall aid you by explaining these sacred
synbol s which will clothe your nmind with invul nerabl e power." No question
Amaranth was now Isis. This was her kind of role.

I sis opened the gate by rel easing another secret spring. She took Brother Paul
by the hand and | ed himdown the gallery. She noved slowy, alnost |anguorously,
but even so this was far too rapid for himto properly assinmlate the portraits
they passed. Al the wi sdom of the ancients spread out here—and he had to zoom
past it like an ignorant tourist!

But perhaps that was the point. He was only | ooking, not buying. If he chose to
remain here indefinitely, if he qualified by passing all their tests, then he
could linger over each synbol for as long as he |iked. Years, if necessary.
"First we review the aspects of Nature," Isis nmurmured. "Here is the Crocodile.”
She gestured with her free hand toward the nearest picture, just before the
first sphinx. It depicted an Egyptian peasant wal king by a river, two bags slung
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over his shoulder, while a crocodile paced himin the water. "It synbolizes
Folly."

The Zero Key of the Tarot! So Tarot was at the root of this! Now he had an
excel lent franme of reference, enhancing his understanding.

"The Magus," she said, indicating the representati on across the hall
"Representing Skill." It was an Egyptian mmgician, very |ike the European one
except for costune.

"Veiled Isis," she said, going right on to the next. "Menory—anong ot her
things." And the veiled figure portrayed was—her. He did not need to guess at
the identity of those "other things" she was thinking of. He renenbered Amaranth
in her |andscape dress, her breasts |iving vol canoes. Amaranth as naked
Tenptation in the Vision of the Seven Cups. As Sister Beth of the Holy Order of
Vi si on, whom he had tried to seduce. What was her true role this tinme?

What el se but Tenptation again! A tenptation he was sure he had to resist here,
if the terrible weight of the Pyramid were not to crush him

But she had al ready noved on to the next picture—and it was bl ank. "The Ghost,"
she said. "The Unknown or Unidentified; the Infinite, the Nothingness."

What ? This was no Tarot card! He stopped by it, about to inquire—but caught
hinsel f. No questions! H s thoughts about her sexual tenptation had al nost
distracted himinto a different trap. He would just have to accept the fact, for
now, that this was not Tarot. Not precisely. It was—an unknown.

"Isis Unveiled," she said, abruptly throwing off her veil. Now she was Wnan in
her full splendor, her face absolutely lovely in the | anplight. She played
variations on a single thene, but she certainly had the equi pnment for that!
"Action."

Action. She still held his hand, and now she was drawing himin close, raising
her lips. So emi nently kissabl e.

He noved his hand, carrying hers along, guiding it and her toward the next
exhibit. H's action—was to pursue the | esson further

She yielded gracefully. She had a thousand little ploys; the failure of one was
of little account. If this had been another test, he had passed it—probably.
"Now we review the aspects of Faith," Isis continued. "Here is the Sovereign,
synbol of Power." She nobved on. "And the Master of the Arcana, representing
Intuition. And here are the Two Pat hs, show ng Choice."

Br ot her Paul noved al ong with her, nodding. These were very |like the Tarot, but
not identical. That card of the Unknown..

But now she paused. She made a convol uted shrug and her robe fell away. Now Isis
stood in a short skirt and halter, as scenic as ever. "Also known as The
Ordeal ," she said, nmoving in close again.

The ordeal of rejecting her? That seenmed the only safe course, much as he m ght
have liked to try her constantly preferred sanple and be done with it. Celibacy
and rejection of sex were all very well for the unhealthy recluse, but Brother
Paul was a thoroughly healthy and social man. However. He advanced to the next
pi cture.

I medi ately she foll owed. "The Chariot of Gsiris, signifying Precession," she
sai d.

Precession! He al nost chal |l enged that, but again caught hinself. He had expected
her to give the interpretation as Victory. Each tinme the Tarot connections
becane slightly firm sonething broke them up again!

She noved on. "Desire—Enobtion," she said of the next. Well, that might equate to
the Thoth Tarot version of Strength, titled Lust.

But then she showed the next: "The Tamed Lion—biscipline." That one had to be
Strength! But then what—2? "Also called the Enchantress, Strength, Spiritua
Power, and Fortitude," she continued. And the picture was of the woman cal m ng
the lion. Yet—=

"Here is the Fam |y of Man—Nature," she said. He didn't recognize that one in
Tarot either. "And here is the Weel, synbolizing Chance. And the Sphinx,
alternately known as the Veiled Lanp, which unveiled is Tine." Now that was all
m xed up! The Hermit card was Tinme, while the Sphinx bestrode the Weel of
Fortune. But she went on tal king, preventing himfromgetting his thoughts
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organi zed. "Chronos, who was once Chief of the Gods."

Brot her Paul had another realization: he had been encountering aspects of these
i mges all along, since his arrival on Planet Tarot. Maybe since his first
assignnent to this mission! Was this his own fate being sunmarized? If so, he
was about to glinpse his future!

Isis gave himno time to consider the ram fications of that. "Here are the
aspects of Trade. The first is Past, suggesting Reflection; the next is Future,
synbolizing WII."

Brot her Paul peered at the pictures, but could not grasp themin the tinme he
had. Surely both of these were nerely aspects of Tine! Did they show his own
past and future? Reflection he could understand; he was much given to it
hinsel f. But how did WII relate? He thought he saw an airplane, and a bottle of
wi ne, and a docunent, and trees, and a child, but sonehow neither picture would
conme together neaningfully. If only he had nore tine to study—-

"Here is Them s, Goddess of Law, signifying Honor." Strange; Brother Paul
remenbered Themi s as a Roman Goddess, rather than Egyptian. But perhaps it only
showed that this sequence of inages derived frommultiple sources and was not
limted to any single nythol ogy. Rone had existed in the period of Egypt's

great ness; archaeol ogy had verified the presence of Rone a thousand years before
the | egendary date of its founding by the wol f-suckled brothers, Romulus and
Renus.

"The Martyr—Sacrifice," Isis continued. This seemed to be the card he knew as

t he Hanged Man, suspended by one foot froma gibbet. Was that in his future? He
was driving hinmself crazy with these specul ati ons!

"The Scythe—€hange," she said. He knew this one as Death or Transformation.

"I magi nati on—Vi sion." That one he could not place at all, though there was
sonmething irrelevantly fanmiliar about the illustration. Afield, with a tower to
one side, and a gully at the other—

"The Al chenist, signifying Transfer." Transfer! That was the termthe alien

Ant ares had enpl oyed for the transposition of auras from one host to another—=
"And the aspects of Magic, that sonme call Science," she continued inexorably.
What torture, to be treated to these tantalyzing glinpses of half-famliar

revel ations! Surely it all did fit a larger pattern, if only he coul d—=

"Here is Typhon, known as Fate, signifying Violence." It was the Devil. "The
House of God —revelation." He knew it as the Lightning-Struck Tower, though that
was probably an iconographical transformation. A familiar card—yet he felt a
prenonitory dread. He was of course searching for the House of God—but this
cruel edifice seened nore Satanic than Angelic. Sonme interpretations indicated
this card was actually the House of the Devil, signifying Ruin.

Meanwhil e, Isis was blithely renoving her rennining apparel

Revel ati on—naturally she would take it not only literally, but physically! He

wi shed this tour were over; he was maintaining a firm countenance, but she was
making it very difficult. Wat happened to a Postul ate who yielded to the

obvi ous suggestion and put his lustful hands (lustful hands? Ah, the euphenisnl)
on the priestess?

"The Star of the Magi," she continued, and now she | ooked very nuch |ike the
nude girl in that picture. "Hope and Fear."
Exactly.

"Twi | i ght —BPeception." Yes, another familiar card that he knew as the Mon
Deception was surely the key concept here! In revealing her entire body, she
decei ved hi m about her intentions. As did all wonen...

"And the Blazing Light, suggesting Triunph." Well, he hoped so! But triunph for
whont?

"And the aspects of Art," she said. Nude art? He wondered how many people woul d
be interested in art if it were not thoroughly peopled w th naked young wonen.
To his mnd, a nude young nman was as artistically beautiful as a wonman; but it
was sex, not esthetics, that nade the difference. Wnen did not dash out to buy
portraits of nude nmen as avidly as man bought nude wonen, so the definition of
Art became—

"Here is Thought, that we interpret as Reason." The picture was—well, it | ooked
like a field of stars. "The Awakeni ng of the Dead, neani ng Decision." The
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picture resenbl ed the Judgnment card he knew. H s own noment of Judgnent m ght be
upon himall too soon! "The Savant, neaning Wsdom"

Naked, she advanced to the |last picture and spun about, show ng herself to
advantage. "The Crown of the Magi —Conpl etion," she said. She stepped close,
caught his head in her hands, and drew it down for a quick kiss. Then she opened
the door at the end of the gallery and stood aside.

Beyond that door was a long, narrow vault. At its end were the | eaping flanes of
a bl azing furnace.

"Son of Earth," Isis said, "Death itself only frightens the inperfect. If you
are afraid, you have no business here. Look at nme: once | too passed through
these flames as if they were a garden of roses.”

Brot her Paul | ooked at her. Suddenly she was nmuch nore tenpting. If he put his
hands on her, stroked one or two of those perfect fruits—awould she acqui esce? O
woul d sudden di saster befall hin? Wuld the touch of her flesh be worth the
penal ty?

He | ooked again at the flanes. The teaching he had just received, hurried and
elliptical as it was, would be useless to a man about to die. There had to be a
way through! He stood, as it were, at the fork in the road, the Two Paths, also
known as the Ordeal. The choice between Love and Fire. Had he | earned enough to
make it through?

Actually, there was a way to overcone fire or at |least hot coals. South Pacific
natives heated rock to red heat and wal ked barefooted over it, and there was no
fakery involved. The secret was a special effect that could be noted with

dropl ets of water dancing on a hot frying pan: the heat evaporated just enough
water to forma |ayer of steam and the droplet floated on that steam insul ated
fromthe much higher heat of the pan. Thus the droplets could take many seconds
to dwindle, instead of puffing entirely into vapor alnobst instantly, as happened
on surfaces heated nore noderately. Sinmlarly, the natural noisture of the
native's feet became that | ayer of steam enabling themto wal k the coals

wi t hout being burned. So if he could find an area where the flanes were | ow
enough to expose the hot coals, he mght be able to cross. If he had the nerve.
Abruptly he faced forward and stepped into the new chanber. Again the door

cl anged shut behind him forever closing off what m ght have been. He was al one
again, unable to retreat. Did God stand between himand the flanme?

But as he approached the furnace, he discovered that it was largely illusory.
Wod was arranged on iron grills, and |l anps were so placed that their |ight
suggest ed open flane. A path wound between these nock-ups, on through a vaulted
passageway. He noved forward with renewed confidence. God was here!

The path ended abruptly at a stagnant pool. Who m ght guess what | urked beneath
that sliny surface? Brother Paul turned about, so as to retrace his route and

|l ook for an alternate—and a cascade of oil descended fromsluices in the
ceiling. There was a spark, ignition, and the oil became a curtain of flane. The
pretend furnace had becone a real one!

He had to plunge back through that flame—er go forward through the water. O
wai t, hoping one threat or the other would abate. But that was not the way of
this series of challenges; he had to show his nettle by conquering the hurdles,
rat her than by avoiding them Sonehow.

The water seened the better bet. Brother Paul renoved his robe, wadded it
tightly, and held it in his right hand along with his |Ianp. Then he stepped
cautiously into the pool

There was a slippery slope beneath that urged himon faster than he cared to go.
Each step brought hi m deeper. Knees, thighs, waist; the water was chill, which
was encouragi ng because it nmeant reptiles were less likely to inhabit it. Chest,
shoul ders, chin; now he held the | anp over his head. Any deeper and he woul d
have to swi m-but then he would risk dousing the light, for he could not safely
carry it high and I evel while sw nm ng.

Now he coul d see that he had indeed reached the mddle of the pool. Wth | uck—er
the foresight of those who had designed this test—the deepest part. Had soneone
measured his height, so they could fill the water to the appropriate |evel ? Now
it should grow shal | ower —
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It did. Wth relief he advanced up the slope. This had been basically a test of
his fortitude and not a conplex one. A choice between fire and water. In fact
all these tests were rather basic and physical; a nodern-day exani nation woul d
have been consi derably nore sophisticated. He had overestimated the subtlety of
t he—=

Hi s foot plunged into a gap in the underwater flooring. He |unged forward,

sl apping the water with his left hand and windmilling with his right to recover
his | ost balance. He nade it; his questing toes found the side of the gap. A
mere pothole! But his glowing |anp toppled off the bunched garnent and pl unged
into the water. He nmade a desperate grab for it with his left hand, but

m ssed—and in any event, it had been extinguished. He might re-light it by
taking it back to the curtain of flame—f its oil had not been hopel essly
diluted by the water, and if he could get it close enough to that fire without
burning hinself, and if—=

He | ooked back. The curtain of flane had died out. Only the sitting | anps

remai ned. So even if he had his lanp and it were operative, he could not |ight
it.

He stopped. Idiot! Al he had to do was pick up one of the other |anps. But
there was a little light to see by, and nmaybe there were other traps awaiting
the man who tried to backtrack. Best to accept the consequence of his error and
go on without the light. Hi s overconfidence had been responsible for his spill—a
| esson initself. Only hinmself to fear!

He clinbed out of the water. At the far edge a flight of steps led to a platform
surrounded on three sides by a spacious arcade. On the far wall was a brass
door, set behind a narrow, tw sted columm scul pted in the shape of a lion's
jaws. The teeth held a netal ring. That was as nuch detail as he could nmake out
in the dimlight.

He stopped before the door. The air was chill, and he was shivering. Once he got
dry, he could don his robe again and be nore confortable. But now, one by one,
the distant |anmps went out; the reflection of the |ast one cane across the
water, then faded. He was in conpl ete darkness agai n.

If he had tried to go back, to pick up one of those sitting | anps—woul d he have
gotten there in tinme? If they were all short of fuel, none of them would have
done hi m nuch good anyway, and he coul d have been trapped in the water in
darkness. It woul d have been easy to wander astray, into nmuch deeper water,
where creatures nmight lurk..

A voi ce sounded in the gloom "Son of Earth, to stop is to perish. Behind you is
deat h; before you, salvation."

Brot her Paul was not yet dry; he decided to take the voice at its word and
proceed w t hout dressing. He extended his hand, finding the carved door. That
ring inthe lion's nouth-was it a handle? O a trap? If he pulled at it, would

t he door open or would those teeth clanmp on his hand?

Well, he could circunvent this one! He shook out his cloak, drew it |engthw se
into a kind of cord, and carefully threaded it through the |oop. Then he held
one end in each hand and gave a sharp yank

A trap door opened beneath his feet. He dropped—and cane up short, hanging on to
the robe-rope. Again he had underestimated the trap! He could not afford to
judge too nmany nore such itens!

Vll, on with it. He pulled himself up on his makeshift rope. "Easier for a rope
to pass through the eye of a needle..." he muttered, thinking of the centuries
of confusion caused by a sinple mstranslation in the Bible, wherein the term
"canel's hair rope" had been rendered as "canel." Then he swung his feet up and
wal ked hinself onto the nain platform Had he not been in good condition, this
woul d have been a difficult or inpossible maneuver. He gained his bal ance on the
mai n floor and renoved the robe fromthe ring. Good thing that ring had been
wel | anchor ed!

Then he heard the trapdoor closing. Now the brass door opened, spilling Iight
into the hall. Therion the Thesnothete stood there, carrying a bright torch
"Come, Postulant.”

Brot her Paul followed himthrough a series of galleries set off by |ocked doors.
At each door Therion nurnured a password and gave a secret signal, and it
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opened.

Duri ng one of these pauses, Brother Paul slipped back into his robe. Now he felt
more confident. At |ast the test was over

They came finally to a crypt that Brother Paul's directional sense inforned him
had been holl owed out of the Great Pyranmid itself. This was a chanber never

di scovered by the archaeol ogists! The walls were polished stone, covered by
synbol i c paintings. At each corner stood a bronze statue: a man, a bull, a lion,
and an eagle. Hanging fromthe high ceiling was an el aborate | anp. Brother Paul
observed that the beans of |ight between the statues and fromthe | anp together
fornmed the outline of a pyramd: five corners counting the apex.

In the center was a huge round silver table, and on this table stood two cups,
two swords, two coins, scepters, and | anps. The four synbols of the Tarot suits,
plus the | anps necessary to see the rest in this sunless chanber.

Therion turned to him "Son of Earth, | have only to give the sign and you w |l
be plunged alive into subterranean depths to eat the bread of renobrse and drink
the waters of anguish until the end of your days. But we are not vindictive; al
we ask of you is your solem oath that you will never reveal to anyone the |east
detail of what you have seen or heard this night, and you shall go free. WII
you gi ve this oath?"

Reasonabl e enough. A secret society would not renmain secret long if it did not
institute such a precaution. But Brother Paul's mssion required that he express
hi s know edge outside. "I will not," he said

Therion stared at himincredul ously. "That was intended to be a rhetorica
question, Postulant. There is only one answer."

"Not for ne." Had he gone through all this—for nothing?

"Beware, Postulant! Defiance is punished by death!" And a nenacing roaring
sounded as the overhead | anp was extingui shed. The chanber was now | ighted only
by tremul ously flickering candl es set behind the statues.

"My information cannot benefit anyone, if it is sworn to secrecy," Brother Paul
sai d, unnoved

Therion pointed to the cups on the silver table. "Then you nust undertake this
trial," he cried. "One goblet contains a violent poison; the other is harnless.
Choose one, without reflection, and drink it down."

Brot her Paul stepped up to the table, picked up the right cup, and drank its
contents down.

Therion smiled. "I tried," he said. "Both drinks were-safe."

As Brother Paul had figured. A test of pure chance woul d have been pointless;
courage, not life or luck, was the issue here.

"Wort hy zealot,"” Therion said, "You have passed all tests. Now you are ready to
share the wi sdom of the ancients. Magic is conposed of two el enments, know edge
and strength. Wthout know edge, no strength can be conplete; w thout sone sort
of strength, no one can attain know edge. Learn how to suffer, that you may
becone inpassive; learn howto die, to becone imortal; learn restraint, to
attain your desire: these are the first three secrets the Magus nust learn to
becone a priest of Truth. He nust study with us for twelve years to master it,
as Moses of the Jews did, and Plato of the G eeks did, and—=*

"Twel ve years?" Brother Paul denmanded

"To start. After that the real education begins.”

"I can't wait twelve years!" Brother Paul protested. "I can't wait twelve weeks!
I need ny answer now." Before it was tine for himto be shuttled back to Earth;
the matterm ssion schedul e woul d not be nodified for the conveni ence of one man.
"This is inpossible,"” Therion said firmy.

"Then | rmnust depart."

Therion gestured, and a panel slid open in the floor before his feet. "There is
your exit."

Fromthe pit cane the noise of rattling chains and panting struggle and the roar
of sone great beast. Then there cane the scream of a human being in dreadfu
agony—abruptly cut off.

Br ot her Paul stepped forward to | ook into the pit. There was a |ion-sized sphinx
tearing at a naked human body |ying before it.
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Br ot her Paul stepped around the pit, snatched one of the swords fromthe table,
flexed it twice to get its heft, then junped into the hole. The last things he
percei ved as he acted were Therion's gape of incredulity and Amaranth's scream
fromsonmewhere in the distance. Then his feet struck the back of the vicious
sphi nx. He swung his sword down—and the Animation expl oded i nto nothi ngness.

\Y

Refl ection: 13

The contradiction between politics and norality, never far below the surface in
so-called normal tines, reasserts itself with particular vehenence in tines of
revol utionary change. Why is it that the revolutionaries sooner or |ater adopt,
and sonetimes intensify, the cruelties of the regi mes agai nst which they fight?
Wy is it that revolutionaries begin with camaraderie and end with fratrici de?
Why do revolutions start by proclaimng the brotherhood of man, the end of lies,
deceit, and secrecy, and culmnate in tyranny whose victinms are overwhel ningly
the little people for whomthe revol ution was procl ai red as the advent of a
happier life? To raise these questions is not to deny that revol uti ons have been
anong the nmost significant ways in which nodern nen—and in many crucia
situations nodern wonen—have managed to sweep aside sonme of the institutiona
causes of human suffering. But an inpartial outlook and the plain facts of
revol uti onary change conpel the raising of these questions as well. In ny
estimation the essence of the answer rests in this fundanmental contradiction
between the effectiveness of immral political methods and the necessity for
morality in any social order. Against his opponents, whether they be a competing
revol utionary faction or the | eaders of the existing governnent, a revolutionary
cannot be scrupul ous about the means that he uses, if he is serious about his
obj ectives and not nerely an oratorical pronoter of edifying illusions. If he
refrains fromusing unscrupul ous neans, the enemy may use themfirst and destroy
the revolution itself.

—Barrington More, Jr. Reflections on the Causes of Human M sery, Boston: Beacon
Press, 1972.

Br ot her Paul wal ked through the forest, seeking the others. He was nonentarily
intrigued by the scenery, noting its five levels: grass grew on the ground,
giving way at the edge of the path to small |eafy plants or vines, which in turn
gave way to tall weeds like mniature neter-tall trees. Then head- hi gh bushes,
and finally the nuch taller trees

He still did not know what he would say to the colonists; he had seen nuch and
experienced nuch, but still |acked a proper basis on which to judge. God was in
all of these or none; how could he know? The matter was so highly subjective
that he doubted any objective verdict was possible. Yet he was obliged to nmake
hi s appearance—after he rounded up the others, before the rift in Aninmation

cl osed up again.

The regi on seened unfam liar. Had he cone this way before? He nust have wandered
considerably during his visions; certainly he had wal ked much and crawl ed nore.
Yet he still had to be within a few kiloneters of his starting point and
somewhere within Northole, or he woul d have wal ked right out of the Aninmation
As per haps he had done.

Maybe his best course was to orient on the sun and march in a straight line. He
woul d surely intersect a local path that would lead himto the village or other
habi tation. This was a standard mechani smof the type to be found in
intelligence tests; it was therefore suspect, but should do for the tinme being.
Abruptly the forest opened out onto a broad, flat clearing. He started across
it, then halted as he discovered concrete. This was a nobdern hi ghway!

No—t proceeded nowhere. The pavenent ended abruptly about a hundred and fifty
meters to his left. A dead end, yet an oddly well-kept road. No weeds overgrew
it. What could be its purpose, here on Planet Tarot?

Curious, he followed it to his right. Wsps of mist obscured the way ahead, but
within a kiloneter a building | ooned.

He stared, amazed. That was an airport control tower. This was a runway! Yet
there were no airplanes on this primtive world. This nade no sense.
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How had the col onists nustered the resources to construct such a massively
nmodern facility? It might be within their technol ogical capacity, since
theoretically all the know edge of Earth was available to every col ony planet,
but the sheer |abor would be ruinous! These people hardly had fuel enough to
heat their hones or resources enough to do nore than palisade their villages
agai nst natural threats. And if they had resources that had been conceal ed from
hi m (and why shoul d they deceive hinP), to expend them on sonething as usel ess
as this, in a world where the autonobile did not yet exist, let alone

ai rcraft—somet hi ng was crazy!

A nmock-up! That would be it—a grandiose imtation, a shell, a nmonunment to what
m ght be in the planet's future. On what a scale, though

Intrigued, Brother Paul nmarched up to the terninal. The thing was huge, girt by
ri bbons of asphalt, parking lots, access ranps and satellite sub-term nals.
Everything was in place. The cars and pl anes | ooked conpletely authentic, so
much like Earth of a decade ago that the nostal gia was al nost painful. The
shrubbery was wel | -kept, and there was an attractive fountain with the water
splaying in artistic patterns.

Peopl e were going in and out, just exactly as though on Earth, each
appropriately garbed for the occasion, each preoccupied with his own concern
Brot her Paul joined the throng at the main entrance, trusting that his presence
woul d not interfere with the show H's Holy Order of Vision habit was in style
anywhere. He was curious to see whether the interior was as well appointed as
the exterior.

It was. Phenonenally | ong escal ators conveyed people to the operating floors.
Loudspeakers bell owed unintelligibly. Short lines fornmed at ticket desks.
Buzzers sounded as people noved toward narked departure gates carrying too nuch
metal. This restoration was absolutely perfect; no detail seened to have been
omtted!

A hand tugged at his. "Conme on, Daddy-—we'll miss our flight!"

Startled, Brother Paul |ooked down to discover a young girl hanging on to his
hand. She was eight or nine years old, blue-eyed, with two long fair braids.
"Daddy, hurry!" she cried urgently.

"Young | ady, there seens to be a confusion of identities,
the pull.

She persisted. "You said it |eaves at nine-fifty, and it's nine-forty now, and
we haven't even found the gate!"

"I'"'mnot even nmarried," Brother Paul protested, as nuch to hinself as her. Were
was her family? He didn't want to lead this child astray.

"Ch, Daddy, cone on!" And she fairly dragged hi mon

He had either to yield somewhat or to risk an enbarrassing scene with a strange
child. He suffered hinself to be hauled along. "But | don't have a ticket," he
said irrelevantly, hoping this would distract her. A ticket for what?

"You let me carry the tickets, renenmber?" And she relinquished his hand | ong
enough to rumrage in her little patchwork handbag. She brought out two envel opes
girt with baggage tags and validations, |ooking very official. "See?"

He was beginning to regret the nicety of detail in this exhibit! He took the
ticket folders and exam ned them The first envel ope was nmade out to Mss

he said, resisting

Carolyn Cenji. That was a shock, for he hardly ever used his surnane and had
t hought nost col onists were not aware of it. He shifted to the second
envel ope—and it said Father Paul Cenji. The immedi ate destination was Boston

He set aside the riddle of the names for the monent. There was a Boston on

Pl anet Tarot? Yes, it was certainly possible; some hanml et naned after the Earth
original, used on tickets for verisinmlitude. Cute. Still, that did not justify
all this!

"Flight 24C for Boston boarding at Gate 15," the | oudspeaker blared w th sudden,
atypical clarity.

Brother Paul snmiled. Add, old pun! 24C+two four cee—to foresee. This whole

el aborate display was an exercise in that foresight, the aspiration of a
backward planet looking firmy toward the future. O perhaps |ooking into the
recent past, nostalgically, when technol ogy and power were cheap; why el se were
they enmpl oying the nane of an Earth city? Strange how difficult it could be to
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di stinguish future frompast in certain situations. Was there nuch difference
bet ween t hen?

"That's it!" Carolyn cried with little-girl excitenent. "Hurry!"

Still trying to figure out how his nane had gotten on the ticket—et al one that
of a nonexi stent daughter!—Brother Paul suffered hinself once nore to be drawn
along toward Gate 15. There had to be sone nistake—but which mstake was it? His
presence here on Planet Tarot was no secret, but it had hardly been the occasion
for widespread publicity. An inportant person might have been treated to such a
personal i zed tour of the exhibit, but he was not—

They joined the line at the security access. Should he inquire of one of the

ot her people? O would that violate the spirit of this charade?

Maybe the child's real father would be at the Gate—+t was the obvi ous pl ace—and
this confusion of identities or whatever could be straightened out. He did have
ot her business and had already all owed hinself to be diverted too |ong. Perhaps
he had been tenpted by the nock airport because he didn't really want to face
anot her community neeting with another null report. But he would not permt that
to overwhel m him

Now t hey were hustling through the netal detector—-no buzz!—and up to the Gate.
The attendant checked the tickets with perfect officiousness. "Very good,
Father," he said. "Go right on in."

Fat her! But of course that was on the ticket; it hadn't quite registered before.
"I am Brother Paul, and | fear there has been a—*

"Ri ght. Nonsnokers to the front. Famlies with children board first.'
was al ready | ooking to the next.

"Daddy, we're holding up the line!" Could her father have boarded al ready? It
seened unlikely without the ticket. But since the plane was only anot her

nmock-up, such details hardly mattered. The man coul d have boarded. A coi nci dence
of nanes, but a distinction in title and marital status. Though how the girl
coul d be confused about her own—=*

The boardi ng tube debouched into the airplane. Brother Paul sighted down the
narrow ai sl e, searching for heads in the triple seats to either side. There was
no one in cleric habit.

"This one," Carolyn said. "In front of the wing, so we can see out."

"I can't stay on the plane!" Brother Paul protested. "I only stopped by the
termnal to see what—

"Pl ease fasten your seatbelts,

The man

t he stewardess sai d.

"Wait! | have to get off— But the boarding tube had al ready separated, and the
pl ane door was cl osed. He was trapped.

Vell, it wasn't as if the plane were actually goi ng anywhere. He had wander ed
into a nost el aborate setting and ritual, but that was all. He sat down in the

seat beside her and fastened the seat belt. He did not want to appear to be a
conpl ete spoilsport. The airplane began to taxi forward. Brother Paul |urched
up—and got nowhere. The seat belt bound himsecurely. He grabbed the buckle
convul sively, got it |oose, stood up, |ooked about—-and paused again.

If he junped off now, as the nock-up trundled realistically around the concrete
runway, the little girl would be left to endure her "flight" alone. Half the fun
of it would be gone for her. He certainly would never desert a child on a rea
flight; why should he do it now? His cruelty would be nuch the sane,
figuratively.

He settled back into his seat and rebuckled. H's other appointnent would sinply
have to wait a little longer. No doubt the Watchers, discovering himabsent,
woul d check the edges of the Aninmation area and | ocate himhere in due course.
Since the child' s real parents were not present, Brother Paul would have to keep
an eye on her until they turned up. As Jesus Christ Hi nself had said about the

| east of children—

The plane turned, orienting on the main runway, the one Brother Paul had
originally spied. The nachi ne accel erated. The vegetati on outside shot by. This
was no gentle push; the passengers were pressed back into their couches. It
seened |ike two hundred kil ometers per hour. Fascinated, Carolyn peered out of
the slanted wi ndow. Brother Paul squinted past her head, as interested as she,

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%202%20-%20Vison%200f%20Tarot.txt (42 of 120) [1/19/03 8:31:37 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%202%20- %20V ison%200f %20T arot. txt

though for a different reason. This was really quite an effect!

The nose lifted, then the tail. The plane angled up, still driving relentlessly
forward. This was becoming too realistic; howcould it stop before the pavenent
gave out?

The passing foliage dropped bel ow. Take off!

Take of f? Brother Paul stared past the child through the few waving strands of
her hair that had yanked thensel ves free of the braids. Al ready the | andscape
was twenty neters bel ow and dropping rapidly, forced behind by the nonstrous
thrust of the jets.

Suddenly he caught on. Mdtion picture filmprojected on the wi ndow as the
structure of the plane was angled. To nake it seem by nmeans of tilt and vision,
as though they were flying. Very clever illusion.

Soon the wi ndow i mage showed cl ouds, and the plane | evel ed out. Chanpagne was
served; Brother Paul declined his glass. There had been a tinme when—but he woul d
never touch any mind-affecting drug agai n!

The stewardess wal ked down the aisle, plunking packaged breakfasts on the little
shel ves that fol ded out fromthe seats in front. Scranbled eggs, sausage, toast,
and fruit juice.

Breakfasts? Was this nmorning? Well, it could be, after all his time crawing
through the I abyrinth under the Sphinx. Subjective inpressions of the passage of
time were suspect once a person had been in Animation.

"Can | have nil k?" Carolyn asked

"May you have mlk," Brother Paul said absently.

The stewardess smiled and produced a glass of mlk. She was a buxomlass, and a
chain of thought related the mlk to—but he cut that off. Invalid, anyway; nany
peopl e were not aware that cows did not freshen until bred.

Carolyn had a great tine with this "picnic" meal, but Brother Paul was pensive.
Wiy such an el aborate set with real food just like that of a past day on Earth
(no wooden soup!), as though this really were a pre-matterm ssion airplane
flight? It was really getting beyond the sinple entertainment stage. Wy
squander the neager resources of Planet Tarot on such an exhibition of
nost al gi a?

Yet when he thought about it, it began to nake nore sense. He suffered from sone
nostalgia hinself. It was nice to revisit the affluent, technol ogi cal past, even
briefly, even in nock-up. It had been so many years since he had been on a rea
ai rpl ane—and then it had not been as large or elegant as this one. So why not

rel ax and enjoy the show?

They finished their meal —€arolyn I eft nmuch of hers, he noted distastefully; he
did not like waste—and the stewardess cleared away the trays.

Now t hey were far above the cl ouds—37,000 feet, the pilot's announcenent said,
causi ng Brother Paul to pause in his speculations a nonment to translate that
into kiloneters: about eleven and a quarter—and he could have sworn his ears

popped. The flight was | evel and dull. Sone of the other passengers were
readi ng, and others were sleeping, just as though they had nade this trip many
times before. Even as nostalgia, this was beginning to pall; enough was enough

"Who was WI I Hamlin?" Carolyn asked suddenly.

Startled, Brother Paul glanced at her. "What do you know about WII Hamniin?"
"Not hing," she replied brightly. "That's why | asked, Daddy."

Brot her Paul oriented on the question, for the nonent setting aside the other
confusions of this odd journey. For there had i ndeed been a WIl Hamin...

Paul had first met Wifrid G Hamin as a brand new freshman col | ege student of
ei ghteen. Paul was going around interviewi ng instructors, as was the system at
this small, unusual institution. He was trying to nmake up his nmind which courses
best suited his nascent intellectual needs.

The oddness of this college was really the reason Paul had cone. It had no
irrelevant entrance requirenments, no tests, no grades, and no set curricul um
The students talked with the instructors, each of whomgave a little sales pitch
for his particular class, and then selected the courses that seened nost
promising. |If an insufficient nunber of students picked a given class, that
class was discontinued before it started. Sonehow, each senester, it all worked
out, though it always seened inpossibly chaotic. The classes thensel ves were of
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the discussion variety with no lectures; the instructors nerely tried to
organi ze the expressed opinions and bring out the fine points as the cl asses
proceeded. It was all very relaxed: education al nobst without pain.

WIl Hamin was a snmall nan wi thout distinguishing traits other than a slight
stutter. He had a little cubbyhole of an office off the unfinished hallway

| eading to the Haybarn Theater

Br ot her Paul shook his head, renenbering. Three years |later he had had an
adventure of sorts in that hall —but that would hardly interest a child—

"Yes it would!" Carolyn insisted. "Tell ne, Daddy!"

Un Well—-one of Paul's classmates, call himDick, and another friend, call him
GQuy—though perhaps two other people had actually been involved in this mnor
escapade —well, the three of themand their three girlfriends, who shall be
nanel ess (no, Carolyn, it is just a kind of convention: you don't say anything
untoward about girls if you can help it. They are supposed to be unsullied)—the
grandnother (or was it the grandfather? Call it the fornmer) of one of these six
had taken to naking his own wine, and |lo, a sanple was on hand here at the
col | ege. Dandelion wi ne fromhonegrown weeds—t really was not very good. So in
true collegiate tradition these bright young peopl e—and they were pretty bright,
their actions and scholastics to the contrary notw thstandi ng—had decided to

i mprove upon this wine by distilling it. They rigged up a little still in the
science lab at night (night was the chief period of action; day was reserved for
sl eepi ng and, on occasion, a college class or two), and after various m shaps in
the dark succeeded in deriving the essence: perhaps a cup of 100 proof |iqueur
But the bad taste of the original had been intensified by the distillation; now
it was the very quintessence of awful ness. What to do with it? They carried it

t hrough the Haybarn Theater, on the way to the Comunity Center—but three drops
spilled like guilty blood on the floor of the hall outside WII's office.
(That's right—the college was so informal that all instructors and

adm ni strative personnel right up to the president were addressed by their first
nanes.) Brother Paul had lost all nmenory of the final disposition of Distilled
O d Gandma, but he clearly renenbered passing through that hall the follow ng
nmor ni ng—and catching a good whiff of Od Gandma. H s stomach turned. That
regi on had been inpregnated with the stench, and of course no one woul d confess
the cause. Poor WII, whose door opened directly onto it!

"No, | didn't think you'd understand,"” Brother Paul said. "In retrospect, it
really isn't funny. Just an irrelevant rem ni scence— But Carolyn was stifling a
girlish chuckle. Well, perhaps that had been the | evel of that episode! A stink
inahall...

Oh, the Haybarn Theater? Wl |, the whole college had been converted fourteen
years before Paul's arrival —yes, he was actually ol der than the coll ege! froma
New Engl and farm and the nmain building had been the big red ganbrel -roofed

bar n.

Now t he rough-hewn rafters showed hi gh above the theater section; the hay had
been renoved, but a bird or two still nested in the upper regions. The office of
the college president was in a silo. WIIl had not rated a silo. Wich brings us
back to that first encounter. Maybe being educated in a barn causes the mnd to
becone littered with stray thoughts, running around and getting in the way |ike
the stray dogs that roanmed the canpus. But now we have returned to what we were
tal king about. There was hardly roomin WIIl's niche to turn around, but at

| east he had a wi ndow. On hot days that was a bl essing.

"Dos Passos' U. S. A", WII was saying. Brother Paul smled with the force of
anot her remniniscence. He had thought it was a place. Like Wnesburg, GChio, or
God's Little Acre.

The problem was that each instructor described his course as though the student
al ready knew what it was all about. Paul had no idea whether he wished to visit
Dos Passos, U S. A, or whether he preferred to contenplate the Individual and
Soci ety under the tutelage of another prospective instructor, or perhaps drama
or art or nusic or any several of a nunber of other offerings. It was all very
conf usi ng.

In the end, WIl's course was one of those which Paul elected to attend. In due
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course he learned that Dos Passos, U S. A, was a nonstrous place, three vol unes
long and as big as twentieth century Anerica, and well worth the experience of
struggling through its |abyrinthine and fragnentary bypaths. It was, indeed,
somewhat like life itself.

Paul | earned a good deal nore, and grew nore, than could be accounted for in
hori zons of the classroomor dreanpt of in the phil osophies of the instructors.
The coll ege canpus itself was a kind of Wnesburg or Dos Passos, with devious
interactions conplinenting the open ones. The grapevine kept all interested
parties posted on the on-going student, faculty, and student-faculty liaisons;
sone interactions were hilarious, sonme serious, and sone pitiful. Some people
thrived in this nmelting pot of intellectual and sexual personality; others were
destroyed. A little freedomcould be a devastating thing! Paul hinself cane
through it—minly by luck, he decided in retrospect—pre or |ess whole. But he
had | earned a certain tol erance and becanme less inclined to judge a person by
some particular aspect of his or her personality such as physical inpairnent or
| esbi ani sm or schizophrenia. During this overall educational experience, nuch of
what Paul was |ater to beconme was shaped, though there had been scant evidence
of it at the tine.

In those years WI| became Paul's faculty advisor. The advi sor systemat this
coll ege was cl oser than what was normal el sewhere; the advisor had quite
specific involvenment in the student's curriculumand concern with his overal

wel fare. Paul had by then beconme a student activist—this too was the nornal
course—and through himWII| had another fairly shrewd insight into some of what
was percol ati ng through the deeper recesses of the tangled canpus schene.

The college tried to prepare its community for life in the great outside world
by being a nore or less faithful mcrocosmof that world. Students ran nost of
the campus routine, washing the dishes, cleaning the floors, tending the
grounds, organizing the fire departnent, and serving on conmmittees.
Periodically, the faculty nenbers were routed out to participate in these chores
too, rather than being allowed to nmolder in their ivory towers (as it were
silos), but it was a thankless attenpt. Mst routed-out faculty soon drifted
back to their normal ruts.

The whol e was governed by the Community Meeting, consciously patterned after the
Town Meetings of rural New Engl and. Periodically, students, faculty, and

adm nistrators got together and thrashed through the agenda, utilizing fornal
Parliamentary procedure. The assorted conmittees that ran things in the interins
reported to this neeting and were given new directives. Sonme of these committees
tended to develop wills of their own, honoring the adage that power tends to
corrupt, and this could lead to trouble. The npbst notorious was the Executive
Conmittee, called Exec for short, conposed of the heads of the other comittees
together with the president of the college, selected faculty nenbers, and
representatives fromeach student dormitory. At tinmes Exec conceal ed what it was
doing fromthe | arger comunity in order to prevent its |ess popul ar decisions
from being reversed by the Comunity Meeting. "We should be the head of the
Conmunity, not the tail," one Exec nmenber put it. To which an irate conmunity
menber responded: "Exec's acting |ike the asshole of the Conmunity!"

For exanple: there was one student in his md-twenties, a fornmer snall

busi nessman cal | ed Deacon or "Deac" for short. He organi zed a Comunity
cooperative store that sold cigarettes, cosnetics, stationery, and sundry other
necessari es at reduced prices. The enterprise was doing well, and it served a
Communi ty need; therefore, the organi zer was cordially disliked by the
anti-free-enterprise elenents of the Cormunity. They tried to torpedo the co-op
in various ways not excluding the rifling of several hundred dollars worth of
supplies fromthe storeroom but Deac was snarter than they, and the co-op
survived. He had a candy machine installed; there was a great outcry against it
as being counter to "Community spirit." But one evening the Community Conmuni st,
who had protested nost vehenently against "conmodity fetishism" was observed to
sneak in and surreptitiously infiltrate a coin to obtain a box of raisins from
the orifice of the evil nachine. That was perhaps the coop's ultimte success.
Deac had a little dog. Dogs were not permitted on canpus by Community | aw. But
the college president's beautiful Irish Setter, called Pavlov because he tended
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to drool, wandered freely around and in the buildings. Pavlov once watered down
a terrified student standing in the dining room So the rule was not enforced.
Deac's little canine was fed and housed of f canmpus, but tended to follow the
exanpl e set by other nmenbers of the community, going where the action was. (No
one ever saw a dog attending a class, which showed how well the canines
understood the situation.) Certain nmenbers of the Executive Conmittee saw their
chance. The owner was responsible for the pet; the dog had broken the | aw,
therefore, Deac was expelled fromthe Community. (No one suggested the coll ege
presi dent should be served in the same fashion; there were, it seened, limts.)
There was an imedi ate outcry. Deac had his enemies in Exec, but he also had his
friends in the Community. The mpjority sentiment was clearly in Deac's favor, if
only as a concern for fair play. So Exec maneuvered cleverly to prevent the

i ssue frombeing placed on the agenda. Wth |uck, Deac would be gone before the
Conmmunity could formally discuss the matter: a fait acconpli.

As it happened, Paul was then the Comunity Secretary, and his friend Dick, of
O d Gandma repute, was Chairnman of the Community Meeting. They conferred—they
were after all roomates, as were their girlfriends, in a singularly cozy
arrangenment —and di scovered that the prior agenda was advisory only; it could be
set aside and anything di scussed by the sinple decision of the majority. So the
notice of the Meeting was posted with the old agenda, so as not to alert the
opposi tion, and plans were nade and circul at ed.

The Meeting was called to order. The fornalities were undertaken so that the
first thing discussed was the Dog Law. A notion was nmade: abolish the |aw.

Di scussi on? Three peopl e spoke in defense of the | aw, no one spoke against it.
Wth amazi ng suddenness the matter cane to a vote—and the | aw was term nated by
a massive, hitherto silent, mpjority. Deac was back on canpus since he could not
be expelled for his dog's violation of a nonexistent law. Too |ate, the
anti-Deac forces that dom nated Exec realized that they'd been had. They had
been out maneuvered and destroyed by the sane machine tactics they had initiated.
Paul wrote up the whole inside story for the Mnutes of the Meeting, hardly
concealing his pride in his own participation

Later in life, Brother Paul was to find that machine politics, far frombeing a
| ocal Community aberration or perversion of the system were in fact typical of
gl obal politics. It gave hima very special conprehension of the forces at work
in the historical MCarthyi smand HUAC or House UnAnerican Activities Comittee,
itself one of the |l east Anerican institutions. Power did tend to corrupt, in the
macrocosmas in the mcrocosm and at tinmes desperate neasures were required to
right the determ ned wongness of those supposedly representing the will of the
majority. It was a phenonenon Paul never quite understood, the Good Guys acting
just like the Bad Guys, but at |east he learned to recognize it when he sawit.

The col |l ege had, indeed, educated himfor real life.
However effective this education was, the enrollnent of the coll ege was
i mpecuniously snall, and the adm nistration decided to expand. They felt nore

students would cone if Conmunity standards were stricter. Certain faculty
menbers felt that sexual norality was entirely too free anong the students.
(Certain students felt the sane way about the faculty, but that was another
matter.) So the faculty set curfews on the |ounges: no nales in femal e | ounges
or females in male |ounges after ten p.m each night.

Now this stirred resentnent; students regarded the | ounges as a Conmunity
resource and used them at any hour of the night. (A daytine curfew m ght not
have been so troublesone.) In addition, the | ounges were under Conmunity
authority; the faculty was a minority within the larger Community and could no
nore preenpt control of the lounges unilaterally than Exec could kick out a
dog- owni ng student on its own. So the new curfew was wi thout |egal foundation
and was duly ignored.

Until Paul, with five other students, was spied sitting and talking in a fenale
| ounge at 10:40 p.m by the night watchman. Now Paul had not endeared hinself to
certain elenents of the faculty, and this was not nerely a matter of helping to
overturn the dog law. He had stood up for his student rights on other occasions
and generally carried the day. Froma shy freshman he had beconme a sel f-assured
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senior. Theoretically, this was the very kind of devel opnent the college
favored: individualismwas character. In practice, this was frowned upon when it
mani f ested as opposition to new faculty curfews for |ounges. Paul was sunmpned
before the faculty Social Standards Conmittee, popularly known as the Vice
Squad.

Now Paul had tangled with the Vice Squad before. The precepts of its formation
and operation were anathema to him He happened to be one of two student nenbers
of that Squad, part of the wi ndow dressing to nake it seemlike a Comunity

gui dance operation. He had been extrenely awkward dressing. He had brought to
the attention of the college president a private student-faculty liaison

i nvol ving one of the faculty nmenbers of the Squad itself. "How can this
Conmittee be expected to enforce social standards that it does not itself
honor?" The encounter was all very polite on the surface, and the president nade
no specific commtments. But that menber of the Squad had been expeditiously
renoved for reasons never quite clarified. It had not been the first tinme Paul
had | ocked horns with the president. He had respect for the nan and had | earned
how to prevail without causing unnecessary enbarrassnent. The president was
tough but basically honorable: the ideal adm nistrator. Still, the Squad no

| onger felt confortable with Paul

Anot her time, the night watchman had caught a student couple in dishabille and
in a conprom sing juxtaposition—but by norning had forgotten the nane of the boy
i nvol ved. The girl was known, but she refused to nane her conpanion, and it was
agai nst faculty policy to punish girls for that m ght create a bad inmage in the
eyes of the parents of prospective future fenmal e students. Thus the new | aw was
applied selectively with discrinmination practiced for the sake of inmage. The
hypocrisy of this was evident to the students, if not to the faculty. Sone girls
were tenperanmental ly innocent, but others were otherw se; to assune that the
mal e was necessarily the instigator was at best naive.

At any rate, the entire student body knew via the grapevine who this boy was,
and possibly certain faculty nenmbers knew it too—but this information was not
avai l able to the Squad. The lines of battle were hardening. In a comunity that
had once been united, ugly currents were manifesting. Like the historical war in
Asia, an originally sinmple and possibly justifiable idea had been transformnmed
into self-destructive force. Paul, when questioned by the Squad, repeated his
phi | osophi cal aversion to its purpose. "I know who the boy is—but | shall not
tell you." And he sniled, rather enjoying the situation. Perhaps, he thought in
retrospect, that smle had been a nistake. The Conmmittee was unable to act, and
had to drop the matter, but—Next tinme the watchnman caught a couple (coupling was
a popul ar form of education), he took down both their nanes. There would be no
slipping the noose this tine! By sheer chance, the boy this tine was Paul's
friend Dick, and the couple had been using, with Paul's pernission, Paul's own
nocturnal hideaway: in the attic of the Community library, under the eaves. It
was set up over the rafters with a mattress, tapped-wire electricity, and a
bottl e of 100-proof vodka (definitely not Od G andna!), and was accessable by a
rope | adder and trap door. It was perhaps the finest and nobst private |ove niche
on canpus. But Paul was not in it, that particular night, and so the turn of
fortune had led to the discovery of his friend instead. D ck had been haul ed
before the Vice Squad and suspended from canpus for one week.

There, but for the grace of God... (Oh, that's just a figure of speech, Carolyn.
It means—well, if you had a piece of candy, and you gave it to a friend, and she
ate it and got sick, how would you feel?) Actually, he was sinplifying the story
consi derably, saying in a few words what was passing in vol um nous review
through his head and editing the juicier details.

Paul , necessarily silent about his own stake in this matter, did not take this
lying down. There was a policy in the Community that the victins of theft be

rei mbursed for their | osses fromthe Comrunity Treasury. Paul introduced a
motion in the Meeting that his suspended friend be similarly reinbursed for his
travel expenses, owing to the illicit action of the Vice Squad. It was a
prepostrous notion—but such was the sentinent of the aroused Comunity at this
stage that the nmotion carried. The nobney was pai d—and the inplications were
hardly | ost upon either faction. The Vice Squad had suffered another black eye,
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even in its technical victory. But Paul, too, had been privately wounded. He had
| ost his hideaway and had a friend suffer in lieu of hinself. The stakes were
rising, and his brushes with disaster were narrowi ng his options.

During this extended sequence, Paul was in the Community Center when the night
wat chman entered on his rounds. The watchman was a | arge, ami able, husky young
man hardly ol der than the students involved. "Here is the man," Paul announced
loudly to the roomin general, "who perforns his job—beyond the call of duty."
It was an extrenely pointed remark whose i nport was | ost on no one present; only
the nost diligent search had enabl ed the watchnman to | ocate the hidden coupl e,
starting froma single footprint in the snow. Yet the watchman had only done his
j ob, however excellently, and was doing his job now. He nerely smiled in
response to Paul's remark, as it were turning the other cheek, punched the tine
cl ock, and departed.

Now it was Paul hinself on trial—and the Vice Squad had quite a nunber of scores
to settle. It would be sinplistic to suggest that their handling of the case was
merely a matter of revenge, yet this was a factor that could not be entirely

di scounted, for Paul had caused the Conmittee nore enbarrassnment than had any

ot her person. He synbolized to a certain extent, the opposition to the very

| egitimacy of the Squad.

There was a prelinmnary hearing. As with the nedieval Inquisition, these things
had to be done according to form Three of the students in the | ounge had been
females (fully clothed and in their right mnds); since it was their |ounge,
they were left out of it. They would have been | eft out regardl ess, as had two
prior girls. The first of the three boys said: "I don't agree with the | ounge
curfew or recognize the authority of this Commttee—but since | can not afford
the kind of trouble this Committee will nmake for me if | stand on ny rights, |
shall not do so. | apologize for breaking the rule, and | shall not break it
again. " This was exactly what the Coormittee wanted to hear; he had capitul ated
and acknow edged its power. He was |et off wi thout punishnment. He finished out
the senester and did not return to the college next year. It was a script Paul
was | ater to recognize in totalitarian regimes across the world—but it was not
one he was prepared to follow, then or ever

The second student turned to Paul. "Do we go that route, or do we fight?" Paul
knew the other wanted to fight—ndeed, he was the one who had remarked on the
anal propensities of Exec—but did not want to stand alone. "W fight," Paul

decl ared. And together they let the Vice Squad have it, denouncing the Committee
with a thoroughness possible only to bright college nales.

In due course they were sunmoned for the verdicts. The other student entered the
roomfirst, emerging with the news that he had been suspended for one week.

Paul , nore ornery and nore careful, brought along a tape recorder. The reaction
of the Vice Squad woul d have been surprising to those who did not know the
peopl e involved. The faculty nenbers refused to utter their decision for the
recorder. Paul refused to hear it without that protection. So he departed

wi t hout verdict.

The Community held a massive protest rally over the student's suspension,
nmeeting after hours in the fenmal e | ounge. Were el se? Wien the ni ght wat chman
came, sone fifty nanes—well over half the student body—were delivered to himto
report to his owners. It was a mark of honor to be on that list. But the Squad
ternmed this a "Denpnstration" and ignored it. They didn't want half the
Conmunity; they wanted Paul. Tactic and counter-tactic; this stage of the battle
was a draw.

The student body then had a fornmal neeting in a nale |ounge; the faculty, by
pointed invitation, attended. It was polite but hostile; sone very fine rhetoric
was recorded, blasting the faculty position. To repeated questions of propriety,
legality, and ethics, the college president stated flatly: "If the suspension is
not honored, | will close the college." He was serious; he spoke in terns of
power, not norality. And in the end the students, being nore reasonable and

vul nerabl e than he, backed down; they had | ost the confrontation. The student

|l eft on his week's suspension (nore correctly, he hid out for several days,

awai ting the decision on Paul), and Paul finally worked out a conprom se with
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the tape-shy Squad: they gave hima witten sentence. This turned out to be
significant, for when the other student nissed an inportant drama rehearsa
owi ng to his suspension, arousing the ire of the drama coach, the Squad deni ed
that it had actually suspended himfor a full week. Paul's witten statenent
gave the lie to that, and he called themon it in the next Community Meeting.
Yet the Squad had won this engagenent. The action had alienated the entire
student body and nade a nockery of Community governnment, but the will of the
faculty had prevail ed.

In all this fracas the faculty had held firmly to the position maintained by the
coll ege president: the | ounge curfew was legitinmte and so were the suspensions.
But privately there were faculty dissentions. A respectable ninority had
synpathy for the student position. In addition, the college was then in a nore
acute financial crisis than usual; not all the faculty nmenbers had been paid for
the past nonth. They knew the college could close! In the face of these ethica
and practical stresses during this upheaval, only one faculty nmenber had the
courage to speak out. He did so at the student protest neeting in the presence
of the college president. In qualified |anguage he supported certain aspects of
the student position and denied that the president spoke for all the faculty;
since the president had nmade this claim WII canme eloquently close to calling
hima liar. WIIl Hamin—Paul's counsel or

"And that," Paul concluded as the airplane descended, "was WII Ham in—the only
one with the guts to speak his mind honestly, though it nay have inperiled his
tenure at the college. At the tine, his act of courage was |largely obscured by
the conplexities of the situation; others nmay not have cared or even noticed.
Standing up for what's right is often a thankless task. But | never forgot.
Perhaps the | ater hardening of ny own dedication to principle was sparked by
that exanple. In later years | received solicitations for financial support
signed by one of the nmenbers of that Vice Squad; they were routine printed
things, but that signature balked ne, and | did not contribute. But this tine |
heard fromWIIl—-and | could not in conscience refuse him Now he seens to be the
only one | knew then, who remains at the coll ege today, twenty years later."
Twenty years |ater? Brother Paul heard hinself say that and wondered—for he had
graduated only ten years before. Now the other nystery returned: how had this
child happened to ask about a nan in Brother Paul's past? It was an unlikely

coi nci dence—yet sonehow it did not seem coincidental. Al nobst, he could
remenber -

"Daddy, mnmy ears hurt!" Carolyn said.

The i medi ate pre-enpted the reflective. "It nust be the pressure,” he told her
"As the plane descends, the air— But her little face was screwing up in
unf ei gned disconfort; it was no time for reasonable discussion. "Try to pop your
ears," he said quickly. "Hold your nose and bl ow. Hard. Harder!"

Finally it worked. Her face relaxed and she snmudged away a tear. "I don't |ike
that," she announced.

He coul d not blame her. He had not felt any disconfort hinself, but knew the
pressure on the eardrunms coul d be painful, especially to a child who could not
understand it.

Now t he pl ane was dropping through the cl ouds—and there were the streets and
bui I di ngs of Bost on.

Br ot her Paul knew he was no | onger on Planet Tarot. Not in perception, at |east;
this had to be another Animation. But it was a strange one, following its own
course regardl ess of his personal will. WII? Was that a pun? Was his true wll
to renmenber WIIl Hamlin?

If this were merely another vision—how could he ever, after this, be certain of
reality? He had been so sure he was out of the Aninmations! If he had no way of
knowi ng, as it were, whether he was asl eep or awake..

And the child, Carolyn—was she a nere hallucination? The strange thing was that
he was conming to renmenber her, a little—though he was unmarried and had no
children. So how coul d he renmenber her? The manifestations of Aninmation m ght
transformthe world of his senses, but had not hitherto touched the world of his
mind. Hs firmbelief in the sanctity of his basic identity had sustained him

t hroughout this extraordinary adventure; if his private dignity, his concept of
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sel f-worth deserted himor was otherw se conprom sed, he was |ost. He did not
want anything diddling with his m nd!

He concentrated, trying to break out of the Vision. Carolyn turned toward hi m
her eyes big and blue. "Daddy—are you all right?"

Brother Paul lost his will. If he vacated this Vision—what woul d become of her?
He suspected she had no reality apart fromhis inagination, but sonehow he
perceived her trapped in a schene from which the protagonist was gone. Horrible
thought! He had to see her safely home—er wherever. Then he coul d vacate.
oeying the rules of the gane.

The Boston airport was |ike any other—ef the pre-exodus days. Only the city
surrounding it seened different, shrunken. Yet not |ike nbst present cities, for
it had electric power, and the skyscrapers showed lights on the upper floors,
signi fying occupancy. Strange, strange!

The ground rushed up. The wheel s bunped. The plane braked, and finally taxied up
to the termnal. "Well, we nmade it," Brother Paul murnured.

They de-pl aned and found thenselves in the main terminal. According to the
tickets they had a couple hours to wait before boarding their next plane. "Can
we eat at the airport, Daddy?" Carol yn asked hopefully.

Br ot her Paul checked and di scovered he had noney in the formof sufficient cash;
they could eat. The prices were too high, the food nutritionally inadequate, but
the little girl was happy. She didn't care what she ate; she nerely wanted to
have eaten at an airport. Afterwards they wal ked around nearby Boston, Carolyn
finding everything fascinating fromglassy buildings to cellar grates. He |iked
this child; it was easy to share the spirit of her little enthusiasns. She had
al ways been that way, hyperactive, inquisitive, excitable. Right fromthe tine
of her birth, he remenbered—=

Renenber ed what ? She was a construct of the present, having no reality apart
fromthis vision, with no past and no future. Wasn't she?

Br ot her Paul shook his head, watching her trip blithely ahead, busy as a puppy
on a fascinating trail. He felt guilty for breaking up the illusion. Wy not
remenber —what ever he had been about to renenber?

At last they reported to the Air Non Entity terminal for the hop into the

unexpl ored wilds of New England. After the huge jet liner, this little

twenty- passenger propeller plane seenmed like a toy. But it revved up as though
driven by powerfully torqued rubber bands and zooned up into the sky well

enough. Every tinme it went through a cute little cloud it dipped, alarmng

Brot her Paul and scaring Carolyn. It just didn't seem safe!

"Daddy, tell nme the story about the little grades that weren't there," Carolyn
said brightly as her transient attention wandered fromthe di p-clouds. Anything
that continued longer than five minutes lost its appeal for a child this age, it
seened.

But the little grades: how had she known about that? He nust have told her
before, and now she was showi ng the other side of the coin of short attention
she liked to have famliar things repeated, always with the same details.

Well, it was pointless to rivet their attention on the clouds zoom ng by so
perilously close outside or to concentrate on the incipient queasiness of notion
sickness. So he closed his eyes to the all-too-suggestive vomt bags tucked
conveniently in the pouch of the seat-back ahead, and told (again?) about the
nonexi stent grades. Carolyn was already |learning to detest grades, and she |iked
to hear about his nore sophisticated objections to the System G adually he fel
into the scene hinself, reliving it, though the words he spoke to her were once
again sinplified for her conprehension

The col |l ege used no grades. That was one of its initial attractions: the freedom
fromthe oppressive pressure of exam nations, of nunber or letter scores, and
fromall their attendent evils. Paul had not |iked conpeting scholastically in
hi gh school agai nst those who cheated; this had soured the whole systemfor him
For though he did not cheat, his position in his class was affected by those who
were | ess scrupul ous. Thus he had graduated bel ow t hose whom he knew he had
outperforned. Furthernore, even with honest performance by participants, testing
was inperfect, and he suffered thereby. He | earned slowy but well, and retained
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hi s know edge | onger than the average, sonetinmes inproving on it after the tests
were past. Qthers forgot the naterial as soon as the tests were done. Yet their
grades refl ected not what they retained or used, but what their tests showed.
Here at the college there was no cheating, for there was nothing to cheat at no
all night cramm ng sessions, no circul ated advance copi es of final exans, no
puni tive reductions of earned grades, and no pattern of cramforget. A nassive,
systemic evil had been exorci sed.

Instead, at the end of each college term reports were nade by three

i ndividual s: the instructor, the student, and the student's faculty counselor. A
non-letter, non-nuneric evaluation was conposed fromthese three opinions and
filed in the student's record. And that was it.

O so it had been claimed in the coll ege catal ogue.

Paul had believed it throughout his residence at the college: four years. Freed
fromthat grade incubus, he had expl ored other aspects of education, such as
folk singing, table tennis, and the frustrations and joys of association with
the distaff sex. He had not, however, neglected the formal classes; in fact he
had | earned a great deal at themthat served himwell in subsequent years. But
the classes had been nerely part of his education, not the whole of it. He had
never regretted this approach and had al ways appreciated the coll ege's readi ness
to allow himto find hinself in his own fashion. A student could not really grow
inthe strait jacket of "normal" education, but here it was different. He

| earned what it pleased himto learn, in and out of classes, and had continued
the habit since. Learning was still his nmajor joy, now nore than ever—because he
had | earned at this college not facts, but howto learn. Al the other
tribulations faded in inportance, but this ability grew

Years later, in the course of his novice training for the Holy O der of Vision,
Fat her Benjam n had set before hima thin folder. "This is Tenptation," Father
Benj ami n had sai d.

Brot her Paul |ooked at him "I don't understand. | had expected to neditate this
hour." Meditation was serious business: another form of |earning.
"I ndeed you shall, Paul," the Father said with a certain obscure snile. "You

shall neditate whether to open that folder or tolet it be."

Was the Father joking? This was hardly the standard definition of nmeditation

Yet it seened he was not. "How shall | know what is right? | don't know the
nature of this folder."

"I't is your college transcript." And Father Benjani n departed.

Meditation? This was turnoil! Brother Paul knew this transcript was, for him
classified material; he was not supposed to see it. In order to renove al
conpetitive pressure, the college conceal ed the records fromthe individua
students. O course, Paul knew generally how he had done, for his own opinions
were part of the record

Now, however, he wondered. If he knew what was in his transcript, why should it
be secret from hin? What difference did it nake?

He pondered, and the doubt grew. No one kept his age a secret fromhim or his
wei ght, or any other aspect of his own being or performance. Generally Brother
Paul felt that any person had a right to information about hinself; it was after
all his life. Wat purpose was there in a secret, ever?

But surely the college had reason to restrict this docunent. The pointless
frills had been elininated there in favor of the genuine education. If sone
aspect had to be conceal ed, it was necessary. Wasn't he honor bound to obey the
rule and | eave the fol der al one?

Then why had Father Benjamin presented himwith this material? Was this a test
of his basic integrity, whose result would determine his progress in the Oder?
Was Fat her Benjami n playing the Devil's Advocate, subjecting himto tenptation?
Wul d he, like Jesus Christ, prevail and remain above reproach—er would he, like
Eve in the Garden of Eden, succunmb to the lure of the fruit of the forbidden
Tree of Know edge?

That introduced anot her aspect. Brother Paul hinself had never condemed Eve for
tasting that fruit, though it had cost her and Adamtheir residence in an
earthly paradi se. Know edge was the very essence of man, the thing that

di stinguished himfromthe aninals. A person who eschewed | earni ng of any type
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sacrificed his heritage. Eden had been no paradise; it had been a prison

I gnorance was not bliss. Surely God had i ntended the ancestral couple to eat of
the fruit; it would have been wong not to do it. The point of the | egend was
that the price of know edge was hi gh—but it had to be paid. The alternative
woul d have been to remain an ani nal.

This was not, perhaps, an orthodox interpretation. But the Holy Order of Vision,
like the coll ege, encouraged w dely ranging thought. If man's insatiable
curiosity were the Original Sin, how could he expiate it, except by finally
satisfying it?

Was it significant that Satan had tenpted Christ with power, wealth, and pride,
but not with know edge? "If thou be the Son of God, command that these stones be
made bread." Jesus had responded: "Man shall not |ive by bread al one, but by
every word that proceedeth out of the nouth of God." And to the offer of worldly

power if he would worship the Devil: "Get thee behind ne, Satan..." Wy not
know edge?
He | ooked at the fol der again. The thing seened to glow with evil light despite

his reasoning. Could it be that know edge was power and, therefore, had been
included in the temptations Christ withstood? Wat had Fat her Benjam n done to
him putting this manifestation of the Devil within his grasp?

No, he had no Biblical reference here. The verdict on know edge was

i nconcl usi ve. Each specific case had to be judged on its nerits.

By what right did the college decree that everyone except the person nost
concerned should know the details of his education? There was an i nherent
unfairness in that which should be manifest to any objective person. By what
irony were the educators thenselves blind to this wong?

Yet he knew from his experience that educators were human too, with hunman assets
and failings. They did not see right and wong with perfect clarity. And why
shoul d they? Their purpose was to enable the students to grow, if they succeeded
inthis, they had met the requirenent of their office. Could God hinself demand
nmore of then? Probably it had been the college adninistrators, not the
instructors, who had classified the docunents.

But again: why! So the students could not conplain? Wiy should any student

conpl ain about the sinple record of his progress that he hinself had hel ped
wite? Something was m ssing..

He renenbered his encounters with Exec and with the Vice Squad. Secrecy had been
the hallmark of illicit dealings there. Secrecy was so often invoked to protect
the guilty.

Was it the sinple record? O was there sonme sinister secret buried in this
folder, known to all except hinf Brother Paul recalled the frustrating joke
about the man who was given a nessage witten in a foreign | anguage. Each person
to whom he took it, who was able to read that |anguage, refused either to tel
himits neaning or to associate with himfurther. Thus the man renai ned forever
in doubt. Was this college transcript like that? Surely he should find out!

He reached for it—but his hand hesitated. Did the end justify the neans? The end
was enlightennent, but the neans was the violation of someone's trust. The
college was a nere institution, true—but trust was trust. It did not matter what
dark secrets lurked within this folder; the unveiling of themwould be a
personal sin, an affront against norality, |ightness, and justice.

"Ah, but the flesh is weak," Paul nurmured, opening the folder

Soon he w shed he had not. Yea, Pandora! he thought. Pandora was the girl who
had opened the box (was she nerely another incarnation of Eve?) and thereby

| oosed all things upon the world, retaining only one: hope. Paul had now | et
hope itself escape. For the cherished ideals of his college days, that had
survived all the buffeting of canpus politics, flawed faculty nmenbers, and a
questi onabl e suspensi on, were now reveal ed as del usi ons.

First, this transcript had grades. Straight letter grades, A B, C,  of precisely
the type the coll ege never used. Oh, there were paragraph eval uati ons too—but
each was followed by its translation into the letter, the kind that conputers
could mani pul ate for nunmeric grade point averages, just as at any other school
But at other schools the grades were posted openly; each student knew exactly
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where he stood. Here they had been posted secretly so that not only was the
student not advised of his rating, but he did not even know that he was being
graded. Thus he was at a conpetitive disadvantage in the renmainder of his life.
As though he were playing poker and every other player could see his hand, but
he coul d not. Brother Paul understood poker all too well, and the anal ogy
tortured him Here was his nessage in a foreign | anguage, and of all the parties
who could have revealed its content to him only one had done so: the Holy Order
of Vision. Thus he had broken the terrible geas nore or less by luck. Yet its
prior damage coul d not be undone. "Alrma Mater, how could you!" he cried with a
sensation |ike heartbreak

At the beginning of the transcript was a note saying that the college preferred
not to use grades, but owing to outside requirenments had had to do so. Another
note cautioned the reader against allowi ng the subject to see this record. No
wonder !

Paul had travel ed nore or |ess innocently through the curriculumfor four years
wi t hout thought of grade or conpetitive standing; that had been the beauty of
it. He had | earned eclectically, for the sake of |earning—and now via this
hyprocrisy it had conme to nought.

No, no—that was an unfair verdict. The gradel ess environnment had forced on hima
peculiar discipline. It was so easy to sink into stagnation, deprived of the
goad of tests and grades and the printed-letter esteemthey brought. A nunmber of
students had done just that and in due course washed out of the program But
others considered it a challenge—+to learn, profit, and grow without a formally
structured stinulus. And a few, |ike Paul, who were well able to conpete for
grades if that were required, had discovered instead the sheer joy of know edge.
Know edge of things was one route |eading into know edge of self. A grade in
itself was nothing; it was, at the root, the attitude that counted.

The process had hardly been conpl ete when Paul |eft college. He had had serious
probl emrs when he departed that protected environment, as his experience with the
drug mMmem had shown! But the foundation had been laid, and in tine he had built
upon it, and now he was |earning nore and growi ng nore every year than he ever
had in college. This was no denigration of that educational system it was the
fulfillment of it. Learning to |l earn—that was real, though the system turned
out to be false

From good nust come good, and fromevil, evil, he thought, remenbering Buddha.

I nstead, he had encountered a set of statements, one saying the other was true,
the other saying the first was fal se. A paradox. Good, sonehow, had cone from
evi l

"I'f only you had believed in it yourself, O College Adninistration!" he
murrured, nore in regret than ire. "You wought so nuch better than you knew,
had you but had nore faith!"

Yet they had nmade the |etter grades under protest and hi dden them under this
shield of secrecy. So it was a partial lack of faith on their part, rather than
a conpl ete one. The flesh of colleges, too, was weak.

Paul | ooked at the individual grades for the courses —and received anot her
shock. They were not the correct ones!

He del ved nore deeply, reading the evaluations. Slowy it cane clear: these were
hi s grades—but not as he had understood them For they hardly reflected his own
one-third opinion or what he had known of his counsel ors' opinions. (He had had
three faculty counselors before WII Hamin.) They were the opinions of the
course instructors—ust as at other schools. Thus the courses havi ng greatest

i mpact on Paul's thinking and devel opnment were marked by B's and C s—and the
course dearest to the heart of a particular instructor was narked A That | ast
had been conpl etely worthwhil e—but so had the others, receiving | esser marks.
The variation had lain not so nuch within Paul, but within the instructors. Thus
the eval uation system too, was fal se.

On top of that, Paul had been given no credit for some of the courses he had
taken; they were not even listed. Drana and nusic, where he had | earned stage
presence, voice projection, and artistry of sound—all suprenely inportant to his
| at er devel opment —gone. By error or design—guite possibly the latter, as they
were considered "minor" courses, heedless of their inpact on the student—those
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parts of his college gromh had been excised. Neatly, |ike a circuntision. Had
he known, he woul d have protested. But the veil of secrecy had prevented him
from knowi ng.

Was there ever justification for secrecy? O was the seem ng need to hide
anyt hi ng, whether physical or informational, an adm ssion by the hider that the
thing being hidden was shaneful ? Surely it was the act of hiding that was
shameful ! That woul d bear further neditation

Yet the inadequacy of this sorry record could not take away the fact of his

| earning. Paul had profited, and at this institution.

Wasn't that the real point of education? The college by distorting the
transcript had not really denigrated or deprived him it had nmerely dimnished
its own estimate of its inpact upon him If he failed in life, that had not been
warned by the transcript; if he succeeded, the transcript showed no prediction
As with so nany conventional transcripts, distorted by conventional factors,
this one was largely irrelevant. The coll ege had cheated itself by publishing a
docunent of nmediocrity instead of the docunment of accuracy it should have. The
good the coll ege had done hi mwoul d never be known though the transcript.

Paul conpleted the transcript and closed it, benused. It was not after all a
work of the Devil, nerely of fallible people. Perhaps its greatest failing was
its subtlest: in all the welter of statistics, test scores—yes, there were sone
there! —-and coments, the authorities had sonmehow succeeded in mssing the
essential him A stranger, reading this transcript, would have no idea of Paul's
actual nature or capability. In this print he was nondescript, possessing no
personality and not nuch potenti al

He had known at the tinme that a nunber of instructors (including, to Paul's
regret, WIIl Hanmlin) had not seen in him Paul, any particular prom se. Perhaps
even today they would not consider his present course as representative of
"success." He had suspected at the tinme that this was because they had not nade
any real effort to know hi mand that had they made this effort, they would have
|l acked the intelligence to conplete the job. The Vice Squad matter had shown
their level of conprehension of human val ues. Paul was intelligent in
nonconventional ways and indifferent in conventional ways. He was not easy to
measure by a set standard. This transcript confirned this: it represented them
not him

"Transference," he said.

"What ?" Carol yn asked

Suddenly he was back in the present, such as it was. He had thrown a conpl ex
concept at the child. "Transference. That is when a person attributes his
feelings or actions to soneone else. If he dislikes soneone, he may say 'that
person hates nme.' If he feels tired, he says ' They nade these steps too steep.'
It is a way of dealing with certain things that he doesn't want to recognize in
hinself. He sinply shifts the burden to soneone el se."

"Li ke Voodoo?" she asked brightly.

"Uh, no. You're thinking of sticking pins in dolls, and the person the dol
stands for hurts?"

"Yes. Maybe the doll hurts too. Mne would."

Natural ly she had synpathy for the doll! How hard it was to avoid falling into
the sane trap he had rehearsed here, that of failing to know the | earner, and so
m sjudging his (her!) progress. "That's not really the sane. Then agai n— Then
agai n—wasn't that whole transcript basically a voodoo doll? The coll ege

adm nistration—and institutions of simlar nature all over the world—thought
that by calling this docunent "Paul" and sticking the pins of their secret
opinions into it, they could define what he was. Well, perhaps it had satisfied
themat the time. Next year new students had cone, and he had been forgotten,
buried in the office files. The irony was that his case was no doubt typical not
only of the students at his college, but of the students in all colleges and
universities. The great majority of them surely renmai ned unknown. No status for
any of them-er for their institutions. And people wondered why the educationa
systemwas failing! Straight Voodoo would be better than this. "It's cl ose
enough, sweetie," he told her
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Fat her Benjamin had never inquired into Paul's decision about the transcript. He
knew t he experience sufficed. It was not what Brother Paul had done, but how he
felt about it that counted. He had to answer to no one, ultimtely, except

hi msel f —and God.

But now he was returning to the college after twenty years with his daughter
For despite the erstwhile opinion of the administration, who had seen fit to
suspend hi mand deceive him he had succeeded in life. Now the coll ege wanted
hi m back, as a kind of authority in his field, to participate as a consultant
for a weekend conference.

It was no | aughing matter—but wasn't the last |augh his?

The little airplane dropped, bringing his attention to | ower |evels too. Now
Brother Paul's ears hurt. Suddenly he appreciated precisely what his daughter
had gone t hrough.

"Bl ow your nose, Daddy!" she recomrended solicitously. She understood!

He blew, but only the right ear cleared. The left renained blocked. It felt as
t hough his eardrum woul d burst. He invisioned it bulging inward with the

i ntol erabl e pressure of the atnosphere. Still the craft descended, as it were
into Hell. Were could he find relief?
Finally, as the plane touched the small landing strip, he blew with such

desperation it seenmed his brain was squeezing out through his inner ear—and with
an internal hiss of frustration, the pressure equalized. Lucky he hadn't caught
a col d!

"1 |i ke Pandora,

Carol yn remarked. "I would have opened that box too."

Vi

WIil: 14

Sex classically becones involved for the child at a very early age, in Western
civilization, with the realization that parents are hypocritical and unfair;
that there is one law for the big and another for the little. That the only
thing worth being is big, and strong; and that |ater, when one is big and
strong, one will have one's innings and one's revenge not only by doing all the
forbi dden things, but by forbidding themin turn to one's own children, who wll
be littler than oneself and therefore proper to dom nate and harass. Underneath
this not-so-innocent dream of 'growi ng up' runs along the hopel ess admi ssion
that one is still pretty little, and the anxious realization that one's sexua
life is a dangerous matter indeed. Like playing with food or feces, or refusing
to do what one is told, or speaking in a |loud and demandi ng way (as do adults),
sex can cause one to be unfairly rejected or severely punished by those whose

| ove one very much needs. This is the real sexual enlightennent of the child,
and of just as serious a nature as that concerning the birds & bees, or even
human genitalia and what they do.

—6 Legman: Rationale of the Dirty Joke, First Series, New York: G ove Press,
1968.

They wal ked across the strip and entered the small termnal building. It was
enpty. Already the airplane was putt-putting back into the clouds.

"Who was supposed to neet us?" Carol yn asked.

"A man naned David Wite," Paul answered. Had there been a foul up?

Then a tall young nman, bearded and informally dressed, hurried up. "Father
Paul ?" he inquired, extending his hand.

"David Wiite?" Paul inquired in return, taking the hand, recognizing Lee in
another role. He was relieved to have this confirmation that this was an

Ani mation; any alternative explanati on woul d have been nost disquieting inits
inmplications. "This is ny daughter, Carolyn."

"Sorry I'mlate. | saw the plane com ng down—

They hustled to David's snmall car and piled in their handbags. Carolyn cl anbered
into the back seat with enthusiasm clutching her little handbag and bi g octopus
doll. The car zooned out of the airport.

On the way to the canpus they chatted about inconsequentials, getting to know
each other. David was a senior student, on |l eave to serve in the Adm ssions
office. He was not satisfied and planned to conplete his degree, then seek
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enpl oynent el sewhere. H's programat the coll ege, appropriately, was just twenty
years later than Paul's. Here, in certain respects, was Paul twenty years ago.
Half his life ago! He was glad David was |ikeable for this purely private,

sel fish reason.

The coll ege, he learned, had growmn fromless than a hundred students to al npost
two thousand, though the majority did not reside on canpus. And that canpus had
expanded; what had been forest to the north was now a collection of dormitories.
It was to one of these unfanmiliar buildings they came. Paul knew the college had
changed, yet he felt disappointnent to see it changed. Change was a vital aspect
of life and of the universe, yet an enotional countercurrent wi shed it were not
so.

They were issued nmeal tickets for the cafeteria—and this was in the Comunity
Center where Paul had eaten for four years. This building had hardly changed; it
remai ned a converted barn. The cellar he had hel ped dig out was now a dining
room he and Carolyn ate there, and he nmet the other program participants there.
It was strange, being in this place that he renmenbered as the depths of the
earth; it resenbled a fantasy room the kind that was not really there.

No faces were fanmiliar; the turnover had been conplete except for WII Hamin,
who was not at supper. But these were educated, conpatible people, centering
around his own age-which had, as it were overnight, doubled. He had junped from
twenty to forty, fromstudent status to instructor status, though inside he felt
the same. He was as nmuch of a rebel as he had been. At |east he liked to think
so. The outward manifestations of it had nerely changed.

Carolyn was eating with excellent appetite. She had two gl asses of chocol ate
mlk and was in partial heaven. That nmade himrealize, with a rush of feeling:
he had changed, for now he had his daughter. Fromthe nonent of her birth, his
Iife had been netanorphosed; her existence was the single nost vital aspect of
hi s exi stence. He had di apered her as a baby, he had watched her put her foot in
her mouth the first tinme (so many people never outgrew that!), he had hel ped her
wal k and tal k and read; since she cane into existence he had never slept w thout
consci ousness of her whereabouts, the assurance that she was safe. Not
graduation, not marriage, not the God of Tarot Hi nself had transfornmed him as
significantly. When she was born, he was reborn. He could not conceive of the
scal es on which she could be bal anced, in terns of the meaning of his life, and
found wanting; as well to bal ance her against the cosnmic | emiscate, the ribbon
synbol of infinity. This was why he had brought her here; she was part of him

Ei ght years old, nine in three nonths (oh, my—another birthday com ng up!),
preci ous beyond conception

This was not a thing others understood or ever needed to. They thought he was
the original Paul aged by two decades, though they had not known the original
Yet did anyone know anyone! A phil osophic question, unanswerabl e.

He tal ked with these others, planning out aspects of the program Paul knew
Tarot; one of the others knew | Ching: comon ground of a sort. "I threw the
yarrow sticks for tonorrow s program" the other said. "The answer was: 'The
Center is enpty.' "

Paul | aughed. "That could be literal!"

The nman nodded soberly. Mich student interest had been expressed in this
program The Future of Revelation, but it was uncertain how nmuch woul d rmani f est
when the hour cane. In Paul's day sonme excellent prograns had foundered because
the students sinply couldn't be bothered to attend.

They finished the nmeal and went upstairs to the Haybarn Theater. They passed the
site of WIl's old office, but the office was gone. Doubtless WII| rated nore
than a niche, today, if less than a silo. Paul sniffed —and there was the odor
of distilled Od Gandna |iqueur still perneating the hall. After twenty years?
| mpossi bl e. ..

The Haybarn was as he renenbered it. Carolyn was thrilled, running about the
stage, trying to act like an Actress. Here Paul had painted scenery, here he had
westled with stage fright. Public speaking had not cone readily to him

hesi tancy and a soft voice had been formi dable obstacles. Finally during one
session the drama coach had gotten through: "Say it again, exactly as before,
but just two point three times as |oud." Paul had done so—and it had worked.
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Never again had he been faint on stage. He still spoke softly in |ife—but he
knew the techni que of projection and used it consciously when it was required.
Armed with that nechanism he had found that stage fright itself faded. Now he
coul d speak extenporaneously before an audi ence of any size and cone across

well. In fact, at tinmes he had a better stage presence than he had a persona
presence; private conversations could be awkward.

"W won't use the theater," David Wiite said. "W'll go out on the | awn; nore
pl easant there." Translation: not enough audience to fill the barn.

At dusk they sat on the gentle hillside behind the Haybarn. Carolyn ran off to
expl ore other portions of the canpus. Paul assured hinself she would be al
right; no one would nol est her here, and she knew where to find him Part of
raising a child properly was giving her rein; she had to discover her own

hori zons in her own fashion

Each person introduced hinsel f, but the nanes sieved out of Paul's mnd as
rapidly as they were uttered, for nanes and dates were not his forte. Not since
he got off mmeml They chatted ami ably as nore people filled in. Wien there were
about thirty, the main speaker arrived, lay on the bit of level ground at the
foot of the slope, dispensed with his notes, and delivered a ranbling discourse
about his experiences in the political nmelstromof pre-exodus Earth. The entire
period of the exodus had fit within ten years, those years fitting within the
score of years between Paul's departure and return to the coll ege, but already
it seermed |ike nedieval history. People called it the "Fool" period, and i ndeed
it had been mad; the whole of Earth's culture had been shaken in a fashion that
was difficult to believe. But the exodus had not sprung from nothing; Earth had
been near the explosion point before matter transm ssion had provided the
apparent relief valve. The speaker nade this plain, using salty vernacular to
spice his strong opinions. It was an interesting discourse, but not at all what
was |isted on the program

Paul had pondered what he would find, here at the college of his future. It had
been regressing when he left; his own suspension had been only a synptom of the
deeper malady. In the interests of growth and acceptability, it had been

cl anpi ng down on personal freedom sacrificing the very qualities that had nmade
the college what it was. Now it had achieved that desired growh; did that nean
it had becone obnoxiously conventional ? It was too early to tell, but the
prelimnary signs indicated that it had not. If this speaker were typical of the
new breed of professor, the present coll ege was even nore liberal than the
ori gi nal one had been

As darkness closed in, still nore people manifested, dotting the hillside. So
did nosquitoes. A young couple sat down before Paul, seem ng nore concerned with
their whispered dialogue than the words of the speaker. The girl kept breaking
wi nd and giggling. There was a nmurnmur of other conversations scattered around
the sl ope. Three dogs crui sed about, playing tag around the seated figures,
doi ng the things canines did. Sone people left. Evidently this was not
considered to be a programto attend fromstart to finish, but a tenporary stop,
a kind of |ow grade continuous entertainnent to be absorbed in shifts. There
were sone questions to the speaker, reflecting quite individualistic viewoints.
Paul marveled, internally, as he worried about the danpening grass staining his
good habit. He should have worn bl ue jeans. No doubt about it: the swi nging
pendul um of conservati sm had | ong-since reversed course. This was the way
prograns had been in his own day.

At | ast the program broke up. Paul noved on to the next |ocation where he was
schedul ed to read a paper. The subject was the God of Tarot, of course. H's was
the second of two; the first took well over an hour. It was quite
interesting—but this neant it was well past his normal retirement hour before
his turn came. By this tinme Paul was not at all sure his material suited the
audi ence. He had chosen it to be not too "far out," so as not to offend tastes
nore conservative than his. Now that the extraordinary fact had nmanifested that
in many ways the current canmpus was | ess conventional than was Paul hinself, he
was suffering a dimnution of ease. He had not changed that nuch and certainly
had not becone nore conservative overall; the college had changed and in an
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unexpect ed manner. There was certainly nothing wong with this, but it left him
of f bal ance, braced in the wong direction. He woul d seem nore dowdy than he
was.

Then WIIl Hamlin entered. He was ol der, grayer, but imedi ately recogni zable. On
two | evels: the rol e-player was Therion. Paul junped up to shake his hand. That
was really all there was time for; it was the niddle of the program

Paul read his paper, explaining sone of the astonishing ways in which the God of
Tarot had mani fested, and at |ast the program ended. There was no particul ar
comrent; the others were surely as tired as he was. He | ocated Carolyn, and they
found their way to the dormtory room It was of course nuch farther past the
little girl's bedtine than Paul's own, but she never went to sleep an instant
before she had to and was enjoying this.

Too bad there had not been nore opportunity to talk with WIIl, even in the
surrogate node of Aninmation. Twenty years—the whol e world had changed about them
bot h, yet circunstance had granted a nere handshake. It was not that WIIl had
been much in Paul's thoughts during the long interim and surely Paul had never
figured fundanentally in WIIl's thoughts (fundanentals being prinme concepts to
WI1l); this just happened to be the juxtaposition of frameworks that tinme had
caused to diverge widely. Twenty years ago, the chances of Paul's eventua
success in life and WIlIl's continued tenure at the coll ege m ght have seened
equal Iy inprobabl e—yet both had cone to pass, and this present neeting was the
realization of this. The nore appropriate unity of conscience hardly showed
overtly—=

"Daddy, are we going to read?"

They normal ly read together at night, and though it was very late, Paul thought
it best to nmaintain the ritual. He tried to give his daughter a suppl enentary
education by this nmeans, as well as enhancing that closeness that was so vital
to them both. She was a sensitive, hyperactive child; she needed a constant
supportive presence, not the griminperatives of forbidding parental figures,
but loving help, and this was part of it. He had read her the entire Oz series
of books, a conplete story-adaptation of the Bible, and was starting in on an
unexpurgated transl ati on of the Arabian Nights with the works of Lewis Carrol
and Don Qui xote to conme. There were those who did not consider this to be proper
fare for a girl her age, but Carolyn was a very bright girl. He explained things
carefully, and they both enjoyed the readi ngs. They were good books, all of
them and nore sinmilar to each other than nmany peopl e chose to believe.

"OfF course, sweetie." In his suitcase was the book he had packed for this
purpose: an old fantasy about a griffin that came to |life, having been a stone
statue, and took a little girl flying. For these readings he did not eschew
conventional novels; anything that seenmed worthwhile and interesting was fair
ganme and had been so since she was two years old, ready to graduate from Mt her
Goose. Paul had thought this griffin story would conpl enment the experience of
the airplane flight, relieving possible anxiety. Actually it did not; Carolyn
had enj oyed the flight, and the book did not reach the flying part this night.
But the story was interesting.

After that, Carolyn lay on her bunk and read the book she had brought for
hersel f while Paul read the one he had brought for hinself. They were very nuch
a reading fanmly; he felt that a book was one of the nobst versatil e educationa
and entertai nment instrunments available to man.

Readi ng, however, tended to put Paul to sleep. It relaxed his mnd which

ot herwi se was prone to continuous charges here and there that prevented sl eep
He had hardly started his reading before Carolyn trotted across in her nightie,
took the book from his hand, kissed himgood night, and turned out the light as
he nodded off. He heard her little feet pattering across the floor in the dark,
qui ckly to avoid possible nonsters on the floor, as he faded out. WAas he taking
care of her, or she taking care of hin? It hardly mattered.

Paul woke at dawn. It was too early for breakfast, and he didn't want to disturb
Carol yn, so he dressed and wal ked out around the surroundi ng canpus. This was,
as it turned out, a co-ed cooking dormw th kitchen and laundry facilities. Such
dorms had not existed at the college in Paul's day, and there had been no
indication that the institution was noving in that direction. Surely the Vice
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Squad woul d have noved Heaven, Earth, and participating students (yea, right off
the canpus!) inits frantic efforts to balk any such devel opnent. Wat had
happened? Paul had known the menbers of the Squad reasonably well; one had been
described as "as shallow as an enpty bathtub” and another as a "nedieva
noralist." They nust have been grossly out-nmaneuver ed!

No, he had to be fair: he m ght not have known them wel| enough. Perhaps they
had conme to accept what they had rejected in his day. It was al ways dangerous to
j udge any person's character or attitude as fixed; new aspects often appeared.

There was a chill to the norning even in this sumrer, and Paul was inadequately
dressed. He had to keep noving to generate heat. That was fine; he |liked running
anyway. The environs were lovely. There was a small | ake behind the dorm where

four ducks dwelt; the nonent they spied himthey waddl ed over with | oud quacks,
hopi ng for food. Al as, he had none. A canoe and a kayak were at the edge for the
use of students. El sewhere was a volleyball court. Packed-dirt paths led in
various directions. Beyond these itens, the forest closed in closely. There were
birds init and no doubt deer and porcupines: Nature returning. It was all very
pl easant, this enclave of higher education on the brink of the wlderness. Wuld
that the whole world were the sane!

He returned to Carolyn. She took after her nother in this respect; she slept as
| ate as she could and stayed up as late as she could. Paul was an early bird,
she a late bird. But they didn't want to m ss breakfast. "Up," he murnured in
her cute little ear. "Chocolate mlk." She stirred. "Ducks."

"Ch, ducks!" she cried joyfully. Waking up mght be a fate hardly better than
death, but here were four new friends to make it all worthwhile! Before they

| eft the canpus, Paul knew, she would be on close ternms with every duck, dog,
cat, and child on the prenises. This was the nature of little girls, bless them
Toget her they wal ked the path to the main canpus. The route took wooden steps up
a steep hill, neandered by a sol ar-designed building still under construction,
through the barbell-shaped Arts building, past the nodern new library, and
through a pleasantly dense pine forest. Only the pines had existed in Paul's
day.

"In the pines, in the pines," they sang together, "Were the sun never shines,
And | shiver where the cold winds blow" And there was a chill little breeze,
and they shivered. He pointed out the huge bull spruces to her with their nyriad
spokes radiating out, easy to clinb, but the dirt and sap got on the hands and
never cane off. "So don't clinb," he finished warningly. "I don't want the
people to think | have a dirty daughter."”

"I won't, Daddy," she pronised, eyeing the spruces appraisingly. Those spokes
were just like |adders..

On through a fair field full of flowers, remnding himof the alliterative
opening to the epic poem The Vision of Piers Plowran, wherein there was a fair
field full of folk, representing mankind, going about their petty pursuits,

heedl ess of the prom se of the Tower of Truth above or the threat of the Dungeon
of Wong bel ow. Carolyn of course wanted to pick the flowers, all of them but
he begged her to let thembe beautiful in life instead of killing them by

pi cki ng them

Finally down to the main canpus in time for breakfast. O joy! Carolyn found
several kinds of cereals, sweet pastries, and of course chocolate mlk. Paul
found di shes of nuts, sunflower seeds and yogurt; he settled for the skimed
white mlk and two fried eggs as well. Al paid for by their typed neal tickets!
Carol yn | oved those tickets; they were |ike nagic. Just show one, and the best
of food was yours.

When Paul had been a student here, there had been no particul ar consci ousness of
health in diet. The neals had been good, but conventional; the dietitian had
been getting old, but insisted on doing things her owmn way. No yogurt or seeds.
She would I et the griddle get too hot, so that her fried eggs burned on the
bottom whil e renmaining runny on top. Because of this, Paul had switched from
"sunny side up" to "over"—but had discovered that she had by then perfected the
art of burning fried eggs on both sides while the whites in the m ddle resenbl ed
fresh nmucous during the hayfever season. But today-the eggs were good. He was
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al nost di sappoi nt ed.

Paul gl anced curiously at the students in the dining room The nales were al nost
uni versal ly bearded, the fenales bral ess; nost of both sexes were in blue jeans.
In Paul's day there had been fewer beards and nore bras; otherw se the aspect of
the student body had hardly changed.

Bef ore the nmeal was over, Carolyn had made friends with the | adies of the
kitchen. "Daddy, can | stay here this norning?" she asked brightly. Paul
checked; children and aninals were not necessarily welcone in kitchens. It was
all right with the |adies. So he nade sure his daughter knew where to find him
and | et her be. Actually, David Wiite had arranged for a student, Susan, to keep
an eye on Carolyn while Paul was tied up in the program Susan had a head ful

of ringlets and seened like a nice girl; he was sure it was all right.

On to the norning program The center is enpty, he renenbered. There were to be
three di scussi on groups, each cohosted by two people. Sure enough: only six
peopl e showed up. The six co-hosts. No students. That aspect of college |ife had
not changed at all; theoretically students canme to get an education, but in
practice any programthat began first thing in the norning was dooned.

A qui ck consultation; then the three groups nmerged. They di scussed which topics
to discuss. A few other people wandered in, as though accidentally diverted from
their routine pursuits, tenporarily caught in this eddying current, until at

| ast there were sone fifteen people.

Paul shook his head inwardly. This, too, was exactly the way it had been in his
day. The students wanted the degree—the pi ece of paper that authenticated their
educati on—wi t hout actually having to participate in the drudgery of classes.
Thi s happened to be the first really nice day in sonme tine, and everyone was out
with his girlfriend appreciating nature. Wi ch was no bad thing. Paul well knew
that growth could not be forced. Had his own transcript reflected his rea
educati onal experience, it would have listed the whole of his classroom
participation as perhaps one third of his grade. And that woul d have been a

hi gher classroomratio than the average, for he had an intellectual bent.
Actually, it was a very good di scussion, and he enjoyed it. He contributed

m ni mal | y—hot because he was shy or bored or uninformed, but because he was not.
He did not need to prove anything by dom nating the program The uninterested
and i muature students were absent; only serious ones were present. Paul could
see that nmany participants knew nuch nore about their areas of expertise than he
did; he could learn fromthem and he liked listening to them He Iiked
interacting with those who were intellectually aware. So though this session

m ght be a technical |oss for the college—+n fact a disaster because it really
educated so few students—t was a profitable experience for himpersonally.
Carol yn wandered in a couple of tinmes, just checking on him Reassured, she
buzzed off around the canpus again. Just like a student. She liked it here, as
he had known she woul d. She did not care about the deep significance of the

coll ege or about the fact that his presence in this very roomat an earlier hour
than he had stayed | ast night had gotten himsuspended. To Carolyn, the entire
coll ege was a giant playground with interesting people doing interesting things
all around. It was barely possible that she woul d one day attend as a student
here; then the other neanings would begin to form

The attendance of the program swelled, then petered out into assorted
sub-di al ogues. Finally, by commbn consent, the remminder was cancel ed. The
col l ege had nade the program available to its students, but could not nmake them
attend—and it was right that it do this. There were principles nore inportant
than formal education, as Paul well knew. Institutions that |ost sight of that
fact mght post high ratings on paper that only partially nasked their
fundanmental failure. This college had been, and renai ned, devoted to the quest
for a better reality.

In the afternoon, Paul took Carolyn down to the noraine on the southern border
of the college. He had | earned of this typical formation in a geol ogy cl ass
here, and it had stuck with himever since. "You see," he told her as they

wal ked the path ascending the narrow ridge through pines with the sides falling
off steeply on either side, "once huge nmasses of ice covered nuch of this
continent. That ice was two kiloneters thick. It was called a 'glacier.' At the
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edge it pushed up a pile of stones, sand, and debris. Wen it nelted, it left
this pile of rubble to show where it had been. The river ran right belowit,
formed fromits nelt, and the river is still here. So here we stand, on the

gl acial noraine." He knew she was nore intrigued by the trees, slope and path,
and the bl ackberries growing along it, than by the theory. But he was often
surprised by her retention, and he hoped that sone of the geol ogi c background
woul d stick with her. How nuch the teacher he had becone, profiting fromhis own
experience as student! (They should have put the noraine in that transcript...)
On the way back, Paul picked up an article printed about the college. "There are
two rules,” it clained; "no pets and everybody works." Ho, ho! M nor hypocrisy
had not abated either! Just so long as they did not try to expel any nore
students by sel ective enforcenent.

After supper, Carolyn went up to the dormtory while Paul remained on the main
canpus to talk with people. The girl knew her way around now, so he didn't worry
about her going alone. After all, there were ducks to feed. She had carefully
saved her dinner scraps for them He gave her the key. "And don't |ock ne out!"
Returning late, he found the door locked with a note on it. "FATHER PAUL—€ar ol yn
could not | ocate you and was upset, so she is with ne." A fenal e nane was si gned
and an address in another dorm

Un He didn't want his little girl upset. She tended to overreact and hated to
be al one. He set out for the listed dorm

"Ch, sure," a boy in the lounge said. "They were here a nonent ago. Here, |'l
take you to her room" He |led the way down the hall

The roomwas enpty. "I think they went to the other dorm" a girl said. "The
little girl was cryi ng—
Crying... "Thank you," Paul said. No question about the co-ed status of these

dormitories; the boys and girls mxed freely throughout, and not nerely the
married ones. Paul only regretted that it had not been so in his tine, as his
suspension testified. The college had now adnmtted, in effect, that he had been
right all along. Yet perhaps it had been his effort that encouraged themto
change course; they nmust have been at |east partially aware that they were
fighting the nost intellectually and socially aware students, not the misfits or
crass ones. If the college admtted only those students who woul d obey
restrictive and/or illegal rules, what would have been its future?

Ah, but would Paul send his innocent daughter to such a college with its
carefree attitude toward the schol astic aspect and its conpletely open
dormitories? Indeed he would, if her will and his finances pernmtted. He had
fought for this very sort of freedomfreedomto learn to learn, to naster rea
life—and still believed init. The Vice Squad had won the battle and | ost the
war, and he was nost gratified to see this.

He returned to his own dorm-and there was Carol yn. "Daddy!" she cried tearfully.
"l thought you'd been killed in a car accident!"

Because she hadn't been able to find him Her hyperactive imginati on had
brought her low. "I was in the Conmunity Center, where you left ne."

"I tried to call there, but they said you were gone."

How ni ce! Had anyone ever |ooked! Yet the sane sort of thing had happened in his
day. Paul hinself had unwittingly caused much inconvenience to a visiting famly
because a phone call had conme for a girl and he had not been able to go to the
girl's dormtory (yea, and be suspended again?) even to call her fromthe

| ounge. He had explained this to the caller. Too late, he had | earned that the
girl, expecting the call, had been waiting—n the Community Center. He had not

| ooked there, having no reason to believe that she would be there; one could not
conb the entire canpus every tine the phone rang in the hope of such a random

di scovery.

The young | ady who had taken charge of Carolyn acconpanied theminto the room
Amaranth in co-ed guise, of course; she had portrayed Susan too. Al young wonen
were the sane, under the stage makeup, here in Aninmation. Paul was gl ad he had
made the beds and kept the room neat, even to placing Carolyn's octopus doll on
her bed. He had hardly expected fenmal e conpany at mdnight! A friendly dog al so
wandered in, an Irish Setter, rem nding himof another |ong-ago episode and
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recent hypocrisy. Carolyn was i medi ately cheered. Paul thanked the student for
her ki ndness; she said good-bye to Carolyn and departed. Al was well again.

Next norning Carolyn found a girl her own age to play with. It was the
granddaughter of the cleaning |ady. The two set off for the kitchen to scrounge
for food for the assorted aninals of the campus, especially the voracious ducks.
Carolyn also wangled a ride in the canoe on the little |ake, another narvel ous
experience for her. To be eight years old again, carefree... yet there was nore
even to chil dhood than this, as the prior evening had shown.

Paul 's prograns were over. Now he was following up on other natters of interest:
the college's new solar-power facilities, the resident water-dowser, the
speci ali zed Savoni us-rotor windnill under construction, and the experinental
crops grown on sludge. Al these things had been exploited nmassively during the
Exodus years, of course, but now that pressure was off, there was time to work
out refinenents and ascertain what was best for the long haul. They were raising
crayfish as a crop and using wood for supplenentary heating. Al these things
paral | el ed what the Holy Order of Vision was doing, and all were vital to the
nmodern world. This was another new direction for the college, and he strongly
approved. The years of wasteful, nechanized pollution were over, and it was good
to see the college being so realistic. Institutions could | earn and grow in nuch
t he same manner as individual s!

Then he set out to run down WII Hamin. The man was as coincidentally el usive
as all things were, here, but finally Paul caught himin his office in the
l'ibrary building. The door was nmarked "Dean"-was that his position now?

"l have seen the college of my future, as it were," Paul said. "It has been
twenty years, but ny life has been el sewhere, so to ne it is very like

yesterday. | note many changes—and many simlarities." He wondered whet her the
eval uati on systemwas still faked and whether WII| had any part in that, but

deci ded agai nst bringing that up. He was, after all, not supposed to know "But
you have been here throughout. | wondered how the col | ege devel opment has seened
to you." This was only an Aninmation, and he probably coul d not get any genui ne
information, but it still seemed worth the try.

WIl was the only apparent survivor of that score of years, although a couple of
other instructors were in the vicinity and WIll's secretary was the wife of the
ot her student nenber of the Vice Squad in Paul's day. That student had been an
intelligent, sensible sort who had known better than to get into the kind of
rough-and-tunbl e Paul had enjoyed. Paul had di sagreed with himon a nunber of
matters, but always respected the individuality and perception of the nman. To

di sagree openly was no crine; it was hypocritical agreenent that was wong. At
any rate, there were sone evidences of continuity in the college. But the
fundanmental carry-through, by the benificent irony of circunstance, was WII.
WIl, Paul thought privately. There were cards in the Tarot deck identifying the
concepts of Love, Victory, and Justice. The card for Fortitude or Discipline had
been redefined by the Thoth deck as Lust; maybe two cards were required there.
Yet were Fortitude and Discipline identical concepts? Perhaps they should be
separated again, and a new card set up to cover Purpose—perhaps better titled
WII.

Love is the Law, Love under WIIl. It was not necessary that anyone conprehend
the pun; the concept was valid in itself. It had taken extrene fortitude to | ast
it out here, surely. It had taken WII.

Paul 's question, at any rate, was right in WIIl's bailiw ck. Suddenly Paul was
the student again, and WIIl the teacher, and the subject was the Coll ege:
retrospect and prospect.

"It is hard to know where to start,” WIIl said. "Wen you were here, the college
was | ess than twenty years ol d—

"Yes," Paul agreed. "When | cane, it was fourteen; when | left, eighteen. Sone
of the students were the same age as the college.” And the college had certainly
been going through its adol escence then! Paul hinself was four years ol der than
the college; that was close enough for strong identification

"I would say that at the outset the enphasis was on the college as conmunity,
and as involved in the |arger community—about the first eight years," WIIl said.
"Then a decade of concern with the nature of the |earning process, and
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experinments with classroom net hods derived fromthis concern—

That was Paul's period. He renenbered: philosophy class outdoors on the | awn,
students falling asleep in the sun; geol ogy, wal king beside the river, |earning
to see it with phenonenal new awareness, its effect on the | andscape, noraine
and its own sedi nented convolutions; art all over the canpus, spending two hours
| ooking at a | andscape before nmaking his first mark on the canvas, and the
teacher had understood. Paul still had that painting today—not expert art, but
anot her record of his |earning experience. Drama, the plays and playlets
performed on stage or in any avail abl e space on tour, once even in a private
living room Geat exercise in versatility of expression! Dressing room
facilities had not always been adequate; Paul's eyes had nearly popped the first
time he had seen the very pretty leading |lady blithely undress and change into
her costume in the crowded backroom while he and the others westled with
make-up and cold cream and such. She had aspired to a career as an actress, but
had | ater broken her leg in a skiing accident. That had, it seened, destroyed
her main qualification for the career. Al classes had been di scussion, not

|l ecture, with all viewpoints appreciated. Yes, that had been worthwhile! WII
called it "concern with the | earning process;" Paul called it "learning to

| earn."” How poignantly it returned, now

"Then an ei ght year period when nuch effort went into curricul um
experinmentation,” WIIl was saying. "There were strong influences froma nunber
of social scientists and psychol ogi sts."

Those were the years inmmedi ately after Paul's departure. They sounded

di sorgani zed—as Paul's own |ife had been. Ages nineteen to twenty-six for the
college: early maturity, but not necessarily the period of best judgnent. A good
age to heed the advice of specialists, certainly. Had that advice abolished the
Vi ce Squad and started the trend toward dormtory deregulation? Had it returned
the governnment of the Conmunity to the Comunity, aborting the faculty

ol i garchy?

"Si x years during which the college was trying to 'grow while staying small', "
W1l continued. "This was done by dividing its growi ng population into two
relatively separate canpus groups and by neans of the organization of
student-faculty 'living-learning' units."

Ages twenty-seven through thirty-two, Paul thought. Tinme to get married and
settle down. But how could a college marry? Instead it reproduced by fission,
like a creature of Sphere Nath, forming a satellite canpus, propagating its
species in its own fashion. Paul hinself had gotten nmarried in that period of
his life after returning fromhis experience on Planet Tarot a changed man. But
what man could visit Hell itself in his quest for God and not suffer change?
"And the past six years," WIIl concluded. "Involving grow ng program autonorny
for the five prograns devel oped, under an overall view of education as a
rhythmc alteration of action and reflection, resident and nonresident
experience, the analytical and the creative." Educati onese cane naturally to an
educat or!

Paul , too, had devel oped new prograns. Hi s daughter Carolyn was one of them Now
he was forty-one, alnost forty-two, still four years older than the college. To
the extent his life could be taken as a guide, the auspices for the college were
promi sing. Its progress would continue, changing to accomvpdate the | arger
circunstance of a changing world. The nmicrocosm al ways refl ected the nacrocosm
free will was to that extent a del usion.

W1l produced a paper fromhis files. "The phil osophical ideals of the college
have been reflected in its catal ogues,"” he said. "This first catal ogue

encour aged the education of young nen and wonmen for real living through the
actual facing of real life problens as an essential part of their educationa
program It urged the participation of students in the formulation of policies
and nanagenent of the college..."

"I believed in that," Paul said. "But | was suspended for practicing it."

"You were suspended? | had forgotten.”

Evidently the event had not |looned as large in Wll's life as it had in Paul's!
And why should it have? This did not subtract fromits significance. WIIl had
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been true to the coll ege catal ogue he quoted when the rest of the faculty had
seemngly lost sight of its precepts. WII had done it because that was the way
he was. Perhaps he assunmed that others who expressed sinilar ideals also
practiced them

"I had nore trouble with practice than theory," Paul said. "In theory we | earned
about practical life by finding work during the nonresident work term In
practice, it saved the coll ege sonewhat on the winter heating bill."

WIl looked at him "Didn't you find the work program beneficial ?"

"I't was an education—but | think not the way intended." It had proved al npbst

i mpossible to get a job for just two midwinter nonths. Not if a person told the
truth. Sone students lied; they said they were | ooking for permanent enpl oyment.
Then they'd quit when the work term ended. Those who told the truth coul d spend
more tine looking for a job than they did actually working. The obvious | esson
was: to succeed in life, you had to lie.

Paul had not |ied—and had al nbst |ost credit for one of his work terns. An
honest search and honest failure were not acceptable. One had to play the gane
by its rules! But no point in belaboring WII about this; life was rough and
fraught with inherent unfairnesses, and he had | earned this. The thoughtl| essness
of the college could be interpreted as an aspect of its accomodation to
reality.

"Many things work out that way," WII| agreed, not aware of Paul's thoughts. "The
hi story of the coll ege has other exanples."

" Ch?"

"One such was the Action Goup. It was conposed of selected faculty and students
who set up residence just off canpus. |Instead of acadenic sessions, texts, and
papers, they sought to find, through action and facing problens, the real need
for depth of study for each person's own conpetence and satisfaction."

"That hardly seens different fromlife itself," Paul observed.

"So it turned out. Some students proved | ess ready for the cooperation and
interaction the project demanded than they had judged thenselves to be. Two
faculty menmbers had probl ems. There was some romantici sm about the group which

| ed, anong other things, to its wel conmi ng wanderers who had no connection with
the college. One was a young nman with enotional and behavorial problens

requi ring professional help; another was an old woman who was soon observed to
be both senile and physically ill. So it seened the project was a failure after
one year—yet later analysis showed that a significantly |arge nunber of Action
Group participants had stayed on at the college to becone sonme of its npst
serious, nobst hard-working students. Several inportant |later projects originated
in the Action Group, and these projects are still operating today. Fromthese
cane the 'cooking dorms' in which students are responsible for planning and
preparing their own neals."

There it was—the origin of the co-ed housing Paul had narvel ed at. The offshoot
of a failed experinent.

"Fromthem too," WII continued, "cane a nunber of special interest

resi dences- houses for vegetarians, for the student-nmanned fire departnent, for
fem nists, political radicals, for persons interested in certain schools of

phi | osophy or psychol ogy, an organi c-gardeni ng group—

"W saw one of the gardens!" Paul said. "All this seens good. | had been afraid
I would find the coll ege hopel essly conservative; that's the way it seenmed to be
going when | left. | amrelieved to see | was wong."

"Ch, the students wouldn't |et us go conservative," WI| said with a tired
smile. "The politics of the world affected us too. Wien the coll ege president
asked nmal e students to either get haircuts or |eave canpus during an
accreditation survey, there was a protest. 'To thine own self be true!' Students
moved into policy-nmaking positions. They demanded appeal boards for

adm ni strative decisions.”

"If we had had that in my day, three of us would never have been suspended!"
Paul said. The menmory still rankled. The student body had been overwhel nmingly
agai nst the faculty position. Paul still had the tape recording of the conplete
protest neeting. But perhaps the nmatter had done sone good, causing the

adm nistration to noderate its positions in subsequent years before things
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reached the crisis stage. Paul renenbered a private conversation he had had with
the college president after that. The nman had inquired with genuine curiosity
why Paul worked so hard to nmake so much trouble for the college. Paul had
replied that he did not like trouble, but that his conscience conpelled himto
stand up for what he felt was right. That was all; had the president been a
narromy vindictive man, it would have been a conparatively sinple natter to
interfere with Paul's graduation

In a very real sense, Paul thought now, the college president had resenbl ed the
Devil encountered on Planet Tarot. The Devil was, after all, a fallen angel, an
aspect of divinity; He had His honor too. In fact, in Hell the Devil was viewed
as God, while the dom nating force of Heaven had seened w ongheaded. It was al
a matter of perspective. Probably it was Paul's ability to appreciate the

vi ewpoi nt of his opposition that had enabled himto survive his phenonenal

quest —and his experience at this college had in a very real manner prepared him
for the later trauma. Perhaps, after all, the situation leading to the
suspensi on had been beneficial..

"An adm nistrative decision to put a snall part of the college budget into
paving an area for use as a volleyball court,” WIIl was saying, "in response to
a student request, actually resulted in a student picket line that stopped the
bul | dozer. The funds were needed el sewhere they clainmed, and it was a violation
of the natural environnent." WIIl shook his head in nmld wonder. "What appeared
to be operating for both students and faculty was the nenory of the very small,
very personal college it had been in your day."

"That small ness was no bad thing," Paul agreed. "Everybody knew everybody, and
that encouraged a special comunity unity. Though it was hardly all sweetness
and light then." No; it had been |ike one big famly, and contrary to the folk
i deal, sone of the npbst savage antagonisns existed in famlies. Yet it was
better to be involved, positively and negatively, than to be isolated fromlife.
"There were sone unfortunate manifestations. There was a series of attenpted
rapes of students, frequent visits to the canpus by persons peddling narcotics,
and uninvited guests nmoving into college buildings. Several canpus patrol nmen
were hired. Sonme students wel comed them others were irate, calling themthe
pai d | ackeys of the Provost or Conpany spies, and so on."

"There was sone of that in ny day," Paul agreed. He was ashanmed of al nbst none
of his actions of the tine, but he did regret the remark "beyond the call of
duty" he had nmade to the night watchman. For |later he had | earned that the

wat chman had consi derabl e synpathy for the position of the students. The man had
taken the job from pressing financial necessity, having been married abruptly
when his girl becane pregnant. He had not |iked turning in students, but it had
been a condition of his enploynent, and his honour required himto do his best.
At the end of the year he resigned; he couldn't take it any nore. Paul had

bl amed hi mand ridicul ed hi mwhen in fact the watchman had been very much a

ki ndred soul. Now Paul turned his eyes nonentarily inward: Lord, may | never do
t hat agai n!

"This was nore extreme,"” WII| said. "A student burned down the 'guard house' by
the canpus gate, justifying his action with the claimthat freedom of speech
must, at sone point, lead to action if careful argunment and repeated requests
brought no relief."

More extrenme? Paul wondered. That student had destroyed property. Paul woul d
never know for certain whether he had helped to destroy a life. A seemingly

m nor remark could have nore inpact than arson.

WIl went on to describe the retirement of the college president, and the

probl ens attendant on the selection of a new one; the revival of Conmunity
Meetings and their problens; the continued flux of new ideas; and the savagely
defended individuality of Comrunity menbers. The filibuster remained an
instrument of legislation, in mcro and macrocosm and the col |l ege devel oped t he
motto "The Exception is the Rule." There were chronic financial difficulties.
The di sruption of world society brought about by the Exodus had had its effect
here too. Yet the college had survived as an entity and perhaps woul d conti nue
on to greater achievenents. The details had changed, but it remmined in essence
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the coll ege Paul had known. Possibly it was stabilizing as it approached its

ni ddl e age.

Paul thanked WII openly for his time and privately for just being WIIl. Then he
went to round up Carolyn for supper. It was a good feeling, being caught up on
the college; an aspect of his being that had been m ssing for twenty years was
now conpl ete. He was, in this subtle fashion, whol e again.

Carolyn was playing with several other children in a fancy student-nade

pl ayground. There was a kind of cellar with a | adder going down and a connecting
passage formed from about twenty suspended tire casings: sheer joy for a child.
Carolyn resisted coming with himuntil he rem nded her about the chocol ate nilk.
He hoped she was not getting to like it here too nuch.

After supper they adnired the graffiti above the stairs |eading out the rear of
the building—as it were, the structure's anus. "Can't fight shitty hall," one
procl ai ned appropriately. But others were nore clever, such as the question and
answer: "Name your favorite Rock Group. 1. Bauxite. 2. Shale, (etc.)" Paul had
to explain sone of the concepts to her; this was always a certain exercise in
enlightennent, but it was his policy to answer any question she put honestly and
in ternms she could understand. Certain four letter words were real chall enges

t hough. He hoped that this policy would prevent her from experiencing certain
brutal realities before she conprehended the concepts. He was not sure this
woul d be successful, but it was worth trying. He did not want her to grow up in
i gnorance and poi ntl ess shane.

They followed the gravel ed path through the forest toward the north canpus.
Carol yn spied an offshoot path. "Daddy, let's followit!" she cried. She had, it
seened, inherited his desire to explore all avenues, physical and nental.

Bl essed child! "Just alittle way..." he said.

The path slid down the slope, petered out, then reforned. "Just |like the path
you wal ked to school on," she said. She never tired of listening to the
anecdotes of his youth. Paul had wal ked two and a half nmiles to school through
the forest when he was Carolyn's present age. He had not told her this in any
effort to denean her own status or supposedly easy life, but because she sinply
liked to conpare his youth to hers. Now she had found a path like his; that
added luster to her quest.

Did other children identify simlarly with their parents? Surely they tried
to—but in nmost cases legitimate compari sons were stifled, perhaps by parental
indifference, until all that was left were the Freudian sublimations. If a
girl-child could not relate to her father as either a nundane parent or a
fantasy playmate, eventually she might relate sexually. That coul d have hellish
consequenses for her subsequent |ife. How rmuch better to let her be a daughter
The path crossed a rickety little wooden bridge over a gully and neandered on
Carol yn charged along it, thrilled. How sinmlarly he had ferreted out forest

pat hs when he was ei ght—and i ndeed, he was enjoying this now Still, dusk was
approaching, and they had to get up early next norning to catch the plane hone.
This was no tine to get lost! "I think we'd better turn back now," he said

reluctantly.

"Just a little farther!" she pleaded, and he could not deny her. The twlight
provi ded that special added luster to the scene, the visual purple of the eyes
bei ng i nvoked. Everything was so exciting, so wonderful, though unchanged. How
like the quest for know edge this was; every acquisition introduced a new riddle
to be pursued until one could be led far fromone's point of entry. O, nore
sonberly, how like the road to Hell, paved with good intentions He had travel ed
that road nore than once, yet tenptation remained..

They continued nore than a little farther, yielding to the present tenptation
The path led nmerrily across decrepit slat bridges, around a fallen tree, and to
a river. "Oh, pebbles!" Carolyn cried, squatting down precariously near the
water. She had started a rock collection and was constantly on the | ookout for
new shapes and colors. "Ch, how pretty!"

Paul was fundanmentally pleased by her interest in rocks. Prettiness was in the
eye of the behol der, and she had a pretty eye. But this was not the tine!

"Ei ther we nust go back—er forward," he said, eyeing the darkening forest.
Though he had spent four years at this college, he had never penetrated to this
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particul ar region. That evoked another parallel: surely there had al so been
avail abl e fields of know edge at the college that he had sinmlarly overl ooked.
They decided to go forward, hoping to energe before darkness trapped them as
the path was leading in the right direction. Paul had to put Carolyn's rocks in
his pocket, for she had no pocket in her dress. They crossed a | arger bridge
that was in such a tenuous state of deconposition that sone of the planks
shifted out of place behind them Paul had to hold Carolyn's little hand to
steady her. "That's what Daddies are for," she said. They would certainly not go
back now

But now the path diverged. He took one branch, she the other. But when they
separated too nmuch, he becane nervous. Suppose he lost her in the forest? The

t hought of her alone, frightened, crying—he experienced a resurgence of guilt
for allowing her to lose track of himlast night.

Then she crossed to join him "There might be bears," she confided. Yes,

i ndeed—and not nerely physical one! Here there be beares... no, that was tygers.
Sane t hing.

The path clinbed up a steep piney slope out of the valley of the river, then
curved | eft—which was not the way they wanted to go. But they continued,
conmmitted to it. It crested on an upper level, noved into a
field-turning-forest, and divided again. "Look!" Paul cried.

It was a nonstrous Indian style tent, fifteen feet tall, partially conplete.
Surely sone anbitious student project; tools were present. A nice, serendipitous
di scovery.

Then, of course, he had to explain the nmeaning of the word "serendipity" to his
bri ght daughter. So as they followed the path north through the fields, he told
her of the three princes of Serendip who al ways found what they weren't | ooking
for. How much better words becane when their little individual nythol ogies were
told! The next tinme he used that word, in whatever connection, she would say:
"Ch, Daddy. The big tent!"

At |ast the path sneaked between hi gh encroachi ng bushes—shoul der hi gh on him
over Carolyn's head, so forward progress really was dependent on his adult

per specti ve—and debouched into a nore established trail they had used before.
They were unl ost!

"That was fun, Daddy!" she excl ai ned.

Yes—t had been rare fun. He put his armaround her shoul ders, and they wal ked
on. Their college experience was essentially, fittingly over

Yet that night his dreans were troubled. There was a letter for Carolyn, one she
would Iike to have, lost on the way. A phone call for him never relayed. The
Vice Squad returned in force; unable to catch Paul, it turned its fury on WII,
firing himfromhis position. Al nonsense, of course, but disturbing.

They were up well before dawn. Paul worried about possible interferences to
their return hone: David Wite mght oversleep, or his car might break down, or
the plane would be late and they would miss their connection, or Paul or Carolyn
m ght conme down with a cold that would nmake flying perilous, or thy m ght |ose
their return tickets, or bad weather woul d—=

David arrived on schedule to drive themto the local airport. One worry abated!
"Bye, Ducks!" Carolyn said. "Bye, Dogs. Bye-bye, College." She began to cloud
up. "Daddy, | wish we could stay here..."

Paul didn't answer. He was gl ad she had liked it, but now they had to go hone.
He | oved his daughter, but he |l oved her nother too, and that separation was
becom ng burdensone.

The car did not break down. They did not cone down with colds. The board listed
their flight as being on schedule. The weather was fine. Paul presented their
tickets to the clerk at the Air Non Entity office. None of his foolish fears had
materialized.

The man checked the listing. "Sorry—you can't board," he announced.

Paul 's brow winkled. "These are confirned reservations," he pointed out.
"They're valid."

"Not for this flight."

Paul began to get heated. "We paid for those tickets three weeks ago! They are
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confirnmed. We arrived on your flight from Boston, reserved at the same tine. W
are going to be on this flight, or there will be legal action."

"Don't threaten nme," the nman retorted. "I have to go by the list. You' re not on
it. | have no authority to bunp a legitimte passenger for you."

And that was it. The nan refused to honor their tickets or even really to | ook
at them In that way he protected hinself fromactually seeing the marks of
their validity. But he did tel ephone Allegory Airlines to verify that they had
two seats available on a flight to New York. However, their flight was froma
|arger airport, forty miles distant.

“I''I'l drive you there!" David vol unt eered.

Paul , conscious of the connection he had to nake in New York, and worried about
his wife's reaction if he should miss it, had to accept. He didn't |ike inposing
on David, who had work to do at the college, and he was galled about letting Air
Non Entity get away with what appeared to be illegal overbooking. "I thought
Ral ph Nader settled this matter decades ago!" Paul muttered. Oh, yes—there would
be a reckoni ng!

"Aren't we going hone?" Carolyn asked worriedly. "Wiy can't we get on the Air No
Engi ne pl ane?"

"We're going home on a different airplane,” Paul explained shortly. "Allegory
Airlines. We're driving there now. "

"Alligator Airlines!" she said, pleased.

It was a pl easant enough drive. The road had been inproved since Paul's day.
Davi d spoke of graduating and finding another job. "Jobs can be hard to find,
these days," Paul said, renenbering his own experience before he joined the Holy
O der of Vision. "Don't rule out a continuation of the college position." In
ways David was |ike Paul of twenty years ago, but in this respect unlike: Paul
had definitely not been on the college's list of prospective enployees! Yet
David was as much of an individual, as nuch of a rebel, were it only known.
Certain remarks nmade by others, privately, suggested that the college stil
seethed with as nuch hal f-hidden dissent as it had twenty years ago; in fact,
there were those who now | ooked back on the tenure of the College president Paul
had known as the gol den age. Paul suspected that David's doubts about remaining
with the college were well founded. Yet the outside world, too, was not an idea
si tuati on.

They arrived safely at the Allegory terminal. There was no trouble at all; the
ti cket agent nmade out new tickets at no additional charge. Paul and Carol yn bade
David farewel | —his timely help had saved them from bei ng stranded by the one
probl em Paul had not antici pated! —and boarded the plane. It was a rmuch nore

pl easant craft than the Air Non Entity midget and provided a breakfast served by
st ewar desses

"I owe Susan six cents,
"What ?"

"l borrowed six cents from her."

Now she told him "We'll rmail it back to her after we get hone." Could that be
the lost letter he had dreaned about?

They landed in New York at the wong tinme and in the wong section of the
terminal. Paul did not know his way around. He asked directions, and the girl at
the counter pointed himdown a busy hall. He followed it, Carolyn trotting al ong
besi de him

A battery of signs pointed the way to the airline he wanted. He foll owed the
direction indicated—and the next group of signs omtted that particular airline.
He paused, perpl exed.

"Daddy, where are we goi ng?" Carol yn asked

"I wish | knew" He | ooked at his watch. Tine was runni ng out.

They backtracked, Carolyn dragging as she tired. The original sign still pointed
the way. Where was their airline?

"Daddy, you acted like you didn't renmenber ne," Carolyn said.

"Not like. As. As though | didn't remenber you," he corrected her. Then: "What
are you tal king about?" He was di stracted by the problemof the m ssing airline.
"When we were getting on. To start the trip. You said there was a confusion of

i den—den—

Carol yn announced.
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"Identities." How could an entire airline vani sh?

"Yes. Does that nmean |'mnot your little girl?"

"What ever— he started. Then he saw that she was close to tears. "Of course
you're ny little girl! You nmust have misheard ne." She canme up with the nost
awkward concepts at the | east convenient tines! "Right now we have an airline to
find. "

Bet ween the signs was a large central collection area with stairs |eading down
and passages spinning off this way and that |ike a huge nmaze. "Maybe down
there," he said uncertainly. Tinme, tine!

They went down, but there were only nore passages and nore si gns—w ong ones. "l
can't nmake head or tail of this," he conplained. He'd rather be lost in a forest
anyti ne!

He went to a baggage checking wi ndow to ask directions while Carol yn wei ghed
hersel f on the baggage scales. He had to wait inpatiently for another passenger
to check through his suitcase. At |last Paul was able to explain his problem and
the girl told himwhere to find the correct waiting room

"Al'l right, Carolyn," he said confortingly. "Now we know where we're going."

H s daughter didn't answer. He turned, annoyed —and she was gone.

She nust have grown tired of the scales, with her brief attention span, and
moved away. Now she was separated fromhim sonewhere in these rushing throngs,
|l ost. Wth a stabbing pang of worry, he searched for her. "Carolyn!"

He could not find her. The people burring on, each intent on his own specia
interest. Most were adults; sone were children. Paul saw a childlike form noving
away fromhim down the hall toward the exit. He ran after her. "Carolyn!"

The girl turned. It was a stranger-child, staring curiously at him Enbarrassed,
Paul rushed on past her, as though he had called to sonmeone beyond. But now he
was at the great exit door. Beyond was the busy city street, its cars, buses,
and vans zoom ng by, perilously close. Had she gone out there?

He pushed on out, his eyes casting desperately about. She was not here.
"Carolyn!" he cried despairingly.

Maybe she had gone into a lady's room Yes—she had never been able to pass a
water fountain or a bathroom wi thout indulging herself of its facilities. She
had been that way ever since she first |earned what they were for at about the
age of two. She nust have dodged aside and entered the roomwhile he rushed
heedl essly ahead. Then she mi ght have been unable to open the heavy door from

i nsi de.

He backtracked, | ocating a bathroom He was concerned that soneone inside

m ght —soneti nes perverts lurked for little girls—o! But he couldn't go into the
Lady's Roomto check by hinself.

A young worman approached. "M ss," he said abruptly. "Wuld you— He faltered
under her stare. She turned abruptly and departed.

"Carolyn!" he cried loudly. "Are you in there?"

There was no answer. He had no certainty she was in this particular facility;
there nust be dozens of themin this huge conplex. How could he check themall?
An official-1ooking man approached purposefully. Paul knew the worman had
conpl ai ned; now he would be arrested for indecent behavior. He noved away.
Footfalls followed him Paul hurried; if he got arrested now, he would never
find his daughter! Already horrible specters were forming in his mnd; if
anyt hi ng happened to her—

She had been worried about himthat night at the college. Now he knew exactly
what she had gone through.

He was at the exit again. Was that her out by the street |ooking for hinf

"Carol yn?" he cried, pushing out.

The little girl stepped off the curb. A horn blared; tires screeched.

"CAROLYN!' " Paul screaned, |urching forward.

There was a crash.

VI |

Honor: 15

Much of the ancient interpretation of Msaic | aws—ndeed, the necessity for |aws
in the first place—was based on the need for |arger and stronger tribes. The
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rule that wonen were to be considered uncl ean and untouchabl e during the five
days of menstruation and for seven days afterwards (Leviticus 15) was
undoubt edl y based on the fact that these twelve days were (and are) generally
considered to be unfavorable for conception; man should not, therefore, waste
his sperm | est he be punished by God for not adding to the strength of his
tribe. It also appears that the I aws prohibiting bestiality and honpbsexuality,
and the judgnent that such sexual acts anobng nen were considered to be nmuch nore
reprehensible than if wonen were the participants, were based on the need not to
wast e precious sperm and thereby perhaps inpede tribal growh. Since there is no
| oss of spermin | esbianism no such rigid prohibition against it devel oped as
they did concerning honpbsexuality..

Contrary to comon belief, Jesus Christ hinself taught very little on the

subj ect of sex. The vast mmjority of sexual proscriptions associated with and
attributed to Christianity are actually outgrowths of the thought and witings
of later Christian theol ogicians, and nost of this noral theol ogy was not
actual |y propounded until long after Christ's death. Paul was probably the first
Christian to speak out specifically on sexual norality. He enphasi zed the need
for marriage as a nmeans to avoid fornication, although he apparently consi dered
sexual abstinence a nore admrable goal in life (I Corinthians 6 and 7). The
witings of St. Augustine during the 4th century A D. have probably had as nuch
i mpact upon prevailing 20th-century sexual attitudes as any other single force,
in that he severely condemed premarital and extramarital sexual outlets,
including beastiality, honobsexuality, and especially masturbation. The Roman
Catholic Church in time came to idealize celibacy, with the highest |evel of
mal e achi evenent being total rejection of all life's pleasures, while wonen
coul d expect to reach their greatest glory only through permanent virginity.
—Janes L. McCary: Human Sexual ity, New York: Van Nostrand, 1967

Therion sat on top of a huge Bible. Even lying flat, the book was about a neter
thick and four neters |ong.

"So you are back," the acolyte of the Horned God remarked. "Vacation's over,
eh?"

What had happened to Carol yn? Brother Paul was unmarried and had no daughter; he
was sure of that now. So she could not have been lost. Yet he was also sure of
Carolyn's reality. In that tinme, ten years in his future..

Well, he would have to worry about his future when he got closer to it. "Wat is
your concern?" he asked the man. Therion of course was teasing himsince Therion
had had a part in the recent sequence.

"You | ooked at other religions and other phil osophies, including your idea of an
educational institution, and found themwanting," Therion said. "By elimnation,
you are choosing the Christian God. But do you have the courage to view your
Jesus and his cult as skeptically as you view the others?"

A grimbut valid challenge. "I nust be fair," Brother Paul agreed.

"Even though your Son of God was an arrant sexist?"

"What ?" Brother Paul demanded, irritated.

"He dealt with men. He went to his cousin John the Baptist for the start of his
m nistry and gat hered about himtwel ve nen for disciples. Wiy no wonen? Didn't
he think they were children of God too? O were they just the servant class, not
to be taken seriously?"

"Of course not!" Brother Paul snapped. But then he paused. Why hadn't there been
sonme femal e disciples? "You have to understand: in those tines the whole culture
rel egated wonen to a restricted status, especially in religious matters."

"In Christian realns," Therion said. "Not anpbng the Pagans. The Horned God

wel comed wonen. The tenpl es abounded with priestesses, and they were conpletely
uni nhi bited."

Al too true. To Therion, the ultimate fulfillnment of a wonan was as a Tenpl e
prostitute or madam a seducer of nmen. No use arguing that case. "Jesus was a
Jew. He was not free to flout the established conventions of his people. He
woul d have been nobbed nuch earlier than he was if he had fenal e disciples, and
hi s nmessage woul d never have reached its audi ence." Those who preached a nessage
whose tine had not yet conme al ways suffered; Paul had felt that backl ash hinself
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when he defended the free association of boys and girls at college. How well he
under st ood! "C rcunmstances forced himto—=

"To preach salvation for nen, not for wonen," the other finished snidely.

"Jesus did honor wormen!" Brother Paul said. "Some of themwere m ssionaries for
hi m—

Therion sneered his best sneer. "Such as?"

"Such as the woman of the well!" Brother Paul said. "She told of Jesus anobng the
Samaritans and brought her relatives and friends to see him and there were nmany
converts—

"The woman at the well," Therion repeated, as though that were a suggestively
curious exanple. "You really think that proves anything?"

"Yes! It's right there in the Bible!"

Therion junped down fromthe Bible. "Then take a | ook inside your own Good
Book—bet ween the lines." He heaved the cover up like the lid of a coffin. The
pages flipped over by thenselves, past the AOd Testanent, slowing in the New
Testanent. Matthew. .. Mark... Luke... John. Chapters 1... 2... 3... 4.

" '"Now Jesus | eft Judea, and cane again to Galilee,’ Therion read aloud with
exagger ated enphasis. Around the Bible the | andscape of that tinme and pl ace
formed. At first the scene was distant as if seen from an airplane—No, not
that!—then it steadied. It was as though the caneras were being dollied al ong by
a truck driving along a country road, the huge Bible being that truck. There was
afield and a well.

"He had to go through Samaria," Therion continued as the canmera oriented on that
wel | . The giant open Bible faded out, becoming the built-up stone. " 'He
approached a city called Sychar, near to a field Jacob had given to his son
Joseph, and Jacob's well was there.' "

"Yes," Brother Paul said. He was confident that when it cane to quoting excerpts
fromthe Christian Bible, he could match any challenge made by this man. "That's
the passage. The Sanmaritans were mi xed people from many eastern | ands, settled
in Israel by the Assyrians after the Israelites were carried away. They brought
in their own forns of worship, but when they suffered pl agues they converted to
Judaism intermarried with Jews, and cl ai ned descent from Abraham and Mses.
Thi s annoyed the regular Jews, and rel ations between the two cultures becane
bad. So it was quite significant when Jesus nmet a Samaritan woman and converted
her though she was of ill repute, forgiving her her sins—

"Or so the expurgated text would have us believe,"”

Therion said. "Those Sanmaritans were eager to gain acceptance by Jews any way
they could. Watch what really happened.”

Fromthe field a man cane, dressed in a flowing off-white tunic bound by a dusty
bl ue sash. The anount of material was necessary to ward off the burning sun. He
was bearded and wore a flap of material over his head though his face shone with
sweat. He was familiar in a strange doubl e sense. "Lee!" Brother Paul cried,
then covered his nouth.

"Do not be concerned," Therion said. "He is |locked into his role; he can not
escape it, no matter how it annoys him until we release himfromthe script.
You and | can not be perceived by any but ourselves; we are as ghosts."

That was only part of Brother Paul's concern. If the role could be forced on an
i ndividual by others in the Animation, while the person thought it was his own
wi || —then Animation was potentially a horror unmatched in the annals of nman!
Then anot her facet struck him "Lee—as Jesus?" he asked, anmazed.

"Way the hell not? It's only a part in a skit, and we need an actor. He knew it
when he signed on."

Knew t hat he nmight be subject to horrendous indignities, even the loss of his
life. Yes. Brother Paul had known the sane. Neverthel ess, Aninmation was opening
di squieting doors to him For now, it seenmed best to | et Therion present his
case.

Jesus was griny and tired; this showed in his slow gait and general denmeanor. He
came up to the well and sat down on the low wall beside it. This was a pl easant
enough place, really an oasis, walled in to protect it from bl owi ng debris and
polluted runoff fromstorns, but with green vines overgrowing the walls. The
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city it served was visible in the distance; steps led up fromthe depression the
well was in, and a well-worn path neandered toward the city. Brother Paul
wondered why the well had not been situated nearer the city or vice versa; but
he knew t here woul d be many conplicating factors, such as the lay of the |and,
the nost fertile fields, the intersections of roads, and just plain ornery
tradition. No doubt the wonmen got good exercise, carrying their heavy jugs of
wat er across that distance every day.

Jesus rested beside the well with evident relief. Soon, however, his tongue ran
over dry lips; he was thirsty. He stood, crossed to the stone edge of the well,
and | eaned over to peer into it. The water was too far down to reach directly.
There was a rope, but no bucket. Unless he wanted to junp i n—which would be
foolish, since he would be unable to clinb out again (thirst vs. survival)—there
was no way for himto fetch up water. Resigned, he returned to the other wall
and sat agai n.

The sun bore down from al nost directly overhead. Jesus sat al one, eyes downcast,
hi s tongue playing again over cracking lips. "H s disciples have gone into the
city to buy food," Therion expl ai ned.

Now a wonan canme to the well, carrying her water jar: a large earthern crock
with twin curving handles, shaped with archaic artistry. She was young and
resenbled her jug in the esthetics of her outline. She wore a faded blue skirt
and a brown shawl tied in front like a halter for her full bosom and her
kerchi ef descended fromher head to fall over one shoulder in front to her

wai st. Her dainty feet were protected by half-sandals, hardly nore than straps
about heel and sole, |leaving her toes free. Woman of ill repute she m ght be,
but an extrenely fetching one. O course, it was nuch easier for a honely worman
to be of good repute; tenptation did not constantly conme courting.

"Amarant h," Brother Paul nurmured. Every Aninmation scene was different, but the
basi c cast of characters was constant. But Amaranth woul d not be able to indul ge
her normal siren role here!

The wonman trotted bouncily down the steps, glanced fleetingly at Jesus, and
pronptly ignored him She stopped at the well, picked up the |oose rope, strung
it through an eyelet of her jar, and lowered the jar carefully its distance to
the water. The sound of gurgling becane |oud as the air bubbl ed out.

Jesus energed fromhis reverie. "Please give ne a drink of water," he said.
Surprised, the wonman | ooked directly at him "Aren't you a Jew? From Galil ee?" A
person's accent and garb made himreadily identifiable, geographically and
culturally.

Jesus nodded. "Jews also thirst, even those fromGalilee."

"You, a Jew, ask a Samaritan worman for a drink? Your people and ours have no
dealings." Yet, vaguely flattered, she drew up the full jug and passed it to
him The hospitality of water was fundanental to this arid region

Jesus drank deeply. At last he returned the jug, w ping nmoisture off his beard
with his sleeve. "If you only knew the gift of God and who it is who asked you
for a drink, you would have asked himfor living water."

"What a conme-on!" Therion remarked appreciatively. "Just |like that he's hooked
her curiosity. He'd make a good carnival barker."

Brot her Paul repressed his reaction, know ng that Therion was baiting him

The woman of the well smiled tolerantly as she lowered her jug to refill it.
"You have no jug and no deep well; where would you get 'living water'? Do you
think you're greater than Jacob who gave us this well?"

Jesus, refreshed by his rest and drink, smled back. "Everyone who drinks of the
water of this well will thirst again; but whoever drinks of the water | give him
will never thirst again."

She set down her brinmming jug and untied the rope. "All right, I'Il bite, Jew
give nme sone of this living water."

Jesus lowered his hand to his own midsection, outlining through the cloth what
rose up there. "Wiat about your husband?"

Her eyes wi dened nonmentarily as she conprehended the nature of his offer. "I
have no husband. "

"Wel | spoken," Jesus agreed, taking her by the elbows and drawing her in to him
"You' ve had many husbands in your tinme, each only for a night. Now you may have
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one for a day."

She gl anced about, making sure that no one was approaching the well fromthe
city. "I see you are a prophet." She raised her lips for a kiss.

"Wbrman, believe ne, the tine is com ng—

"That's not all that's—=

Brot her Paul could stand it no longer. "Stop it!" he cried. "This—this is

appal ling!"

"But you haven't seen the best part,"” Therion protested with nbck innocence.
"Wait till you see the Divine Erection. He really socks the Holy CGhost to her
till she overflows w th—

"Jesus never fornicated with wonmen! He—=*

Therion frowned. "So you can't face the expurgated pages of your Bible? Were is
your open m nd?"

Flustered, Brother Paul had to take a nmonment to organi ze his thoughts. "There is
a distinction between open-m ndedness and sacril egi ous pornography. | just don't
bel i eve Jesus would do such a thing! The 'Living Water' he referred to was the
Holy Spirit. For you to distort that into a | ascivious connecti on—

"You don't concede the possibility that Jesus might have had a nornmal interest
in the opposite sex?" Therion inquired evenly. "That he m ght be tenpted on
occasion to dally with a good-Ilooking, |ower-class wonan who showed hi m sone

ki ndness? Not a Jewi sh woman, of coarse; that woul d be crass. But the Samaritans
were not in the sane class. Being a prophet is hard work; he had to take a break
sonetine. "

"No!" Brother Paul cried, closing his nmind to the superficial reasonabl eness of
Therion's argunent. He knew what this nman's route led to! "There's no evidence
inall the Bible that Jesus ever had sexual relations with a wonman!"

Therion smled nastily. "A very interesting qualification. Verrry interesting!
You are inplying he had sexual relations with a man!"

"No! | — But Brother Paul knew he had plunged into another trap foolishly. It
was not as though he had no hint of the proclivities of this worshiper of the
Devi | .

Therion closed the jaws i nexorably. "As you have established, Jesus never
touched wornen sexual ly. Had the Samaritan worman at the well proffered her
charnms, he woul d have cast her aside and never bothered to make converts from
the Samaritans. Therefore, he nmust have vented his natural passions on those
with whom he felt greater kinship. And indeed your Bible establishes that—

"I nmpossi bl e!'" Brother Paul cried.

The huge pages flipped over again to the eleventh chapter of John, and the
picture formed. "Now there was a nan who was sick, the Brother of Mary, who had
anoi nted Jesus' feet with oil and wiped themw th her hair, and been forgiven of
her sins.' " Therion |ooked up. "You know, that's a nobst interesting use of
femnine hair; | shall have to try it sonetinme. Jesus certainly liked to forgive
pretty wonen their sins, especially when they kissed his stinking feet. In those
days wonmen really knew their place. | dare say sonme of themwere very grateful
to be allowed to tongue his toes, and had he desired themto extend their ora
attentions up his | egs sonewhat —

He paused, but this tinme Brother Paul refused to be baited. It was folly to
engage this man in casual debate.

"Well," Therion continued, "This brother of Mary's nane was Lazor or Lazarus.
Jesus | oved Lazarus, and if we take that literally—

The scene showed Jesus putting his hand on a man, drawing himin for a kiss in
much the sane fashion as the woman at the well.

"No!" Brother Paul cried. "This was nornmal friendship! You have no grounds to
presume—

Therion faced himseriously. "You balk at all reasonable conjectures. That's
part of the problemw th your whole weird religion. Now | submit to your
objective mnd this hypothesis: if Jesus did not indulge hinself with the fair
sex or with men, he nmust have beat his neat in private—

"Nol "

"What, then, did he do? Fuck his sheep?"
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And Brother Paul was unable to answer. This devil was overwhelmng himwth
horror. How coul d he choose between fornication, honosexuality, masturbation,
and bestiality?

Then, like a bright light, it struck him "The Bible only covers a small portion
of Jesus' life!l Only his birth, his bar nitzvah at age twelve, and his spiritua
m ssion conmencing at the age of thirty. Ei ghteen years of his youth and early
maturity are mssing. He could have led a perfectly normal life in every

respect, which the franmers of the New Testanent were too prudish to nmention—er
sinmply didn't know about!"

"Which is what | suggested at the outset,” Therion agreed. "That woman at the
wel | was about as sexy as Sanmaritans cone. Note how thereafter he told the

Par abl e of the Good Sanmaritan. Cbviously he was thinking of the good |ay he
had—

"No!" Brother Paul was back in the first trap, sloughing through the nuck of a
degenerate's inmmgination. "No casual sex. He nust have married—

Therion rai sed an eyebrow. He had superb facial control. "Is there any nention
of that in the Bible?"

Was there no way out? "No, no nention. But as | said, editing or oversight—=
"Do you really believe they could have nissed sonething |ike that? A whole wife
m sl ai d?" Therion smled with satisfaction at his passing pun. "Not one Apostle,
not one associate of Christ saying one word about the little woman? No wi dow at
the crucifixion, no children orphaned?"

It was hopel ess. "No, they could not have nissed that," Brother Paul adnitted
heavily. "Jesus was not married." How tenpting to conjecture a loving wife who
died childless of sonme fever before Jesus conmmenced his nission—but futile.

"So we are back to the question. What did Jesus do with his penis when he wasn't
urinating?"

"l don't know. "

"Don't you think you owe it to your mission to find out?"

Di abolical inperative! "Yes," Brother Paul said grimy. The honor of Jesus
Chri st had been chal | enged, and Brother Paul had to vindicate it—f he could.
Failure would nmean the elinination of the entire conplex of religions deriving
fromChrist and | eave the field open to the Horned God.

"There's the record," Therion said, indicating the Bible.

"Father, forgive ne," Brother Paul nmurnured prayerfully. "I mnmust do it." He

st epped toward the huge Book, and the pages flipped over so rapidly that they
becane a blur. He put one foot into that blur and then the other, sank into it
as into a bank of fog, and found hinmself in Galilee, standing in a mountain
pasture. He | ooked about.

It was a typical senmi-tropic slope with a few sturdy trees and tall grass going
to seed. In due course, he was sure, a shepherd woul d gui de his sheep here, and
in a few days they would crop the grass |low. Then they would go on to a greener
pasture, allowing this one to recycle itself. There were no fences of course;
the I and was open to any who cared to use it and who had the power to preenpt
it. Shepherds could be rough characters, he knew, little David had becone naster
of the sling, protecting his flock fromwolves, and had used that weapon to slay
Gol i at h.

A man energed fromthe brush down the incline, walking in relaxed but purposefu
manner. This was Jesus; Brother Paul knew himat a glance, for he recognized
Lee's bearing. Naturally Jesus was coming this way: Brother Paul's Aninmation had
been crafted to put himin the nman's path.

Jesus spied himand paused. Brother Paul raised a hand in greeting. This was a
scene froma play, of course, and not genuine history, yet he felt a thrill of
expectancy. Even in a nere skit, the notion of neeting Jesus Chri st
personal ly. ..

"Hello," Brother Paul said as Jesus approached. He did not speak in Jesus
native | anguage, Aramaic, as neither he nor Lee knewit. In a real jaunt into
the past, there would be a virtually insurnountable linguistic barrier

"Hell o," Jesus responded. He was about Brother Paul's age with shoul der |ength
hair lightened by the fierce Levantine sun. H s beard was short and rather
sparse. He held his long staff ready, a weapon in abeyance.
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Now it was awkward. Brother Paul did not feel free to ask Jesus directly about
the state of his sex life, but he could not sinply let the man go. "Il —rave
conpani onship. May | walk with you?"

Jesus | ooked surprised. "You wish to walk with a pariah of Nazareth? Don't you
know that | am Jesus, called son of Joseph the carpenter?"

"I am.. Paul," Brother Paul said, not wishing to identify hinself as a foll ower
of areligion not yet founded. "I... was raised by foster parents.”

Jesus warned i mredi ately. "Foster parents! They are good peopl e?"

"Very good," Brother Paul agreed. "But not quite— He spread his hands. "There
is always that shadow, however unjustified.”

"Yes!" Jesus agreed. "Joseph is a good carpenter and a good man. Al ways good to
me, despite— He paused, took a breath, squared his shoul ders, and resuned. "I
amnot really his child. My nother was gravid before she married him He knew
this, yet did not divorce her or demand the refund of the bridal price. He
accepted ne so as to protect her reputation and never discrimnated agai nst ne
in favor of his true children by her."

"Yet you suffer the stigma," Brother Paul said synpathetically.

"All nmy life! Wien | tend herd well, the villagers do not say 'There is an
excel | ent shepherd who guides his sheep to the best pastures and makes them
fat— " Jesus paused, his eyes roving over the pasture around them

specul atively. "They say instead ' The bastard was |ucky.' Wen | excel at
Scripture they do not hail me for my scholarship, but sneer privately at ny

presunption. | amthe intruder, though |I never sought to be so. | shall not be
heir to Joseph's shop."
"The ignorant are cruel," Brother Paul said. He had not realized how sensitive

this issue woul d be. Bastardy..

"Sonmetimes | get so angry— Jesus cl apped one fist into the other palm naking a
sharp report. "Once a conpani on sneered at ne half-covertly, and | threw himto

the ground." He shook his head. "I should not have done that. But | have such a
tenmper at tines! It is witten 'Mdre in nunber than the hairs of nmy head are
those who hate nme without cause.' Yet when | respond to that derision, | becone

as they are."

"Yes," Brother Paul agreed. "Um~would you mind telling me the source of that
quotation? | fear | amnot as apt a scholar as you." Actually he knew it, but
wanted to conplinent Jesus again. Was he being a hypocrite, playing up to a nan
in order to learn his secrets?

"It is fromthe 69th Psalm" Jesus said. "It continues: 'Ch, God, you know ny
foolishness, and ny sins are not hidden fromyou.' "

"Most apt," Brother Paul said. But privately he was disturbed. This was a
perfectly serious, decent, human man—a far cry fromany Son of God. There was no
aura of divinity about him no special atnpsphere. How could this earnest
country man found one of the major religions of all tine?

"I was going to a special place," Jesus said somewhat diffidently. "An old
tenpl e, pagan | fear, yet conducive to neditation. If you care to cone al ong—
"I'd like to," Brother Paul said.

They proceeded to the place. This was an oddly uniform depression set in the
side of a nountain, its rimovergrown by huge old cedar trees that Brother Paul
was sure had been wiped out by his own tine. It was well-conceal ed. This area
was sparsely popul ated; only by accident was this neditation place likely to be
di scovered. In fact, without the trees it would hardly be worth di scovering.
"You nust have encountered this retreat while herding sheep,"” Brother Paul said.
"A shepherd has much tinme to explore," Jesus agreed. "And to think."

Brot her Paul saw water at the base of the depression. "Is that a spring? It
| ooks cool . "
"No spring," Jesus said. "It fills when there is rain, then dries again. At the

monent it is fresh, but soon it will be stagnant, not good for watering aninals
O herwi se many nore fl ocks would conme here, for water is precious."”

"Yes, indeed," Brother Paul agreed. "I'd like to take a swm"

"Swi n?" Jesus was perpl exed.

"My people live near fresh water," Brother Paul explained. "W enjoy sw nmng.
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Don't you?"

Jesus shrugged, enbarrassed. "I cannot swim"

A nmountain nman, unused to deep water. Well, half the people of Brother Paul's
own day could not swim the ratio was probably worse here. "I would be happy to

show you how. "

Jesus considered. "As | nentioned, there are ruins here, perhaps of a pagan
temple. The water covers themnow, but if your faith forbids your approach—=

"I appreciate the warning," Brother Paul said. "But nmy faith is unlikely to be
contami nated by a pagan ruin. Mybe Ezekiel's four-faced visitors had a base
here. That woul d strengthen ny faith because it would be a confirnmation of the
Scriptural description.”

Jesus | aughed. "Woever exalts hinself will be hunbl ed, and whoever hunbles
hinself will be exalted. | amnot certain in which category you fit."

"There is no shanme in swi nming," Brother Paul said. "It is a good skill to have
in case one should ever be shi pwecked. No sense in drowning when just a little
preparation will save you." O course the real Jesus had wal ked on the surface
of the water—though that could have been an illusion. On hot days one could see
water-like nmrages in hollow of roads, and nearby objects were even reflected
in that water. Had Jesus wal ked in such a pl ace..

Jesus nodded. "It is witten: Truly, no nman can ransom hinmsel f, or give to CGod
the price of his life." Wiat will it profit a man, if he gains the whole world,
yet forfeits his life?"

No question: this role was Jesus, later to be known as the Christ! Yet where was
the magi ¢ that woul d conpel nmen to drop their businesses to follow him to give
their own lives to pronmote his cause?

"Are you a teacher of Scripture?" Brother Paul asked cautiously. He did not use
the word Bi bl e because the formulation of the Bible had been accretive over many
centuries, and at the tinme of Jesus its precise format or content had not been

settled. In fact, the Bible was not originally a book at all, but a collection
of canonical witings, a religious library.

Jesus smiled with mld self-disparagenent. "I am not yet of the age to be a
rabbi . "

Not yet thirty, the age of intellectual maturity. "Still, you are nearly that

age. You nust have discussed your scriptural know edge with others informally."
Leadi ng questions—yet it was inportant to ascertain how nmuch of the Christian
hi storians' view of Jesus was realistic and how nmuch was hyperbol e. Had Jesus
really been a great teacher, springing into being at age thirty?

"Ch, yes, friend Paul, many tines. But nmy countrymen are farmers, shepherds, and
fishernen; they care little for the magic of the scriptures and regard ne as-as
a |l ocal boy, reciting verses tediously."

"But the ancient testanent is not tedious!"

Jesus spread his hands. "Not to you, not to me. But how does it relate to
farnmers whose concern is rain and soil and seeds? There is the problem™
"Seeds," Brother Paul nused. "Wat is the snallest seed?"

"The nustard," Jesus replied pronptly.

"Couldn't you translate the nmessage of the Scriptures into just such common
terns? Take the little nmustard seed and how it nust be sowed in fertile soil
just as a human soul nust—

"And the tiniest of all seeds grows into the largest of all herbs, a tree for
birds to nest in," Jesus finished. "Yes, that they m ght conprehend!"

"The power of the parable," Brother Paul agreed. "Alittle folksy story nade up

of familiar things to illustrate a Scriptural point. That way you coul d reach
the conmon peopl e who ot herw se be by-passed. "
"I must think about that," Jesus said. "I do know Scripture, and | know the

common life. If the two could be unified, religion and reality—

"Many people might listen," Brother Paul finished. "And understand. And profit.
Because for the first tine a teacher spoke their own | anguage, instead of
seeming to try to conceal the word of God fromthem"

"Yet the high priests of the Tenples would not permt—=

"Why stay cooped up in the tenples? In ny country those who refuse to relate
their learning to the real world are called 'Ivory Tower Intellectuals.' It is
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as though they are | ocked in towers fashioned of burnished bone of their own
maki ng, perhaps very handsone residences—but they are out of touch with the
practical aspects of life. Your nessage should be taken out to the field and
forest and | ake, where the living people are.™

Jesus nodded. "To bring the nmessage to the people..."

Br ot her Paul stripped down and nade his way to the pond. At the water's edge he
paused and turned, waiting for Jesus.

The two naked nen stared at each other. "You are a Gentile!" Jesus excl ai ned.
"And you— Brother Paul started, but could not continue. For Jesus' generative
organ was strangely mutilated. I mmediately Brother Paul tried to cover up his
reaction. "Yes, | ama Gentile, not a Jew. | have never been circuntised. But |
honor many of the tenets you honor, anong themthe validity of the Scriptures.”
"But you are outside the Faith!"

Brother Paul smiled. "lIs it not possible for a nan to be outside the Faith, even
to be a pagan, yet be worthwhile? Do not sonme, |ike the Sanmaritans, begin as
pagans but seek enlightennent?"

Jesus consi dered, then nodded. "Yes, surely. There are people who walk in
darkness, then see a great |ight. They are good peopl e, needing only gui dance.
Per haps even the Samaritans." He grimaced. "If only there were suitable

gui dance! The schol ars have becone hypocrites selling favors in the tenple,
nmout hi ng Scriptures they neither conprehend nor practice.”

"That is unfortunate," Brother Paul said. Jesus had an accurate notion of the
problem but seened to have no present intention of doing anything about it

hi nsel f. Wiere was that Divine spark? "Soneone should go there and advi se them
of their error."

"Sonmeone should go there and cast out the nmerchants and thieves and overturn the
tabl es of the nobneychangers!" Jesus said vehenently. "The tenple is supposed to
be a place of prayer, not business!" But in a nonent he cool ed, gl anci ng down at
hinself. "As for me—+ was born in a stable, and sonme say this is reflected in ny
manner . "

"And | was educated in a barn," Brother Paul put in.

Jesus smled and continued. "That was in Bethlehem in Judea, for ny famly had
to go there for the census, for the taxing. Then they were afraid for ny life
because evil Herod had been told a new King was being born, and he feared he
woul d be replaced and so was having babies killed. It was just a runor started
by some foreign astrol ogers who had observed an unusual conjunction of Jupiter,
Saturn, and Mars—not hing ordi nary people would notice, but as one who has

wat ched the stars many clear nights | can assure you that those three never cone
together at the sane tinme, so it would have been amazing if true—but it
certainly set Herod off! The Romans took the matter lightly, and only a few

babi es were actually killed, but ny famly was quite alarmed at the time and had
to travel to Egypt quickly because of it. They could not make proper
arrangenments for ny circuncision, yet it had to be on the eighth day. The knife
cut too deep, and there was an infection, and on the road they could not have it
attended to. So— He lifted his stricken penis nonmentarily, show ng the gross
scar on it and the inperfectly devel oped testicles. He was not castrate, but it
seened likely he was sterile, and nore than likely inpotent.

"This is a terrible thing," Brother Paul said synpathetically. "In nmy country
there are nedi cati ons—But obviously it was alnpbst thirty years too late. Jesus
had grown to nanhood deprived, victimof unusual circunstances.

"l have long since becone used to it," Jesus said. "At |least | have never been
tenpted to sin." He frowned. "Though when | see the delight others have in such
tenptations, at tinmes | amtenpted to wish for a simlar tenptation.”

Thus at one stroke (of an unsterile knife) all of Therion's conjectures had been
nullified. Jesus had never felt the need of direct sexual expression and was
quite certainly pure. But why, God, did it have to be done this way?

Jesus canme down to the water and stepped in it. H's feet plunged through to the
ground beneath; there was after all no foolishness about wal king on water.

Well, on to business, such as it was. "Swinmring is mainly a matter of
confidence," Brother Paul said. He squatted, inmersing hinself. The water was
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chill. "The human body in nost cases is lighter than water, so it floats. Trust
in that, and all else follows."

"One nmust have faith," Jesus said.

"That's it exactly! Wth faith, all things becone possible. Now I'l|l denonstrate
what we call the dead man's float." WAs he mamking a pun there? The dead nenber
Jesus had woul d never fl oat.

Brot her Paul stretched out his hands, ducked his head, and pushed off face down.
He propelled hinself by flutter kicking his feet. After a nmonent he raised his
head and treaded water. "See how easy it is? If a dead man can do it, how nuch
better for a living one!"

But Jesus had the caution of a nan who had never before trusted hinself to deep
water. "I fear if | do that, | will soon be dead! How do you breat he?"

"Well, that's the next step. Let me show you the dog paddle."

"The dog piddl e?" Jesus asked, frowning.

"Paddl e." Brother Paul denonstrated.

Jesus watched and sniled with conprehension. "Yes, | have see a dog do that,
too. But | amnot a dog."

"Maybe we'd better start with a basic man-type survival technique," Brother Paul
said. "Wth this you need never drown, no matter how | ong you stay in the water
Just take a breath, hold it, and float just under the surface, conpletely

rel axed. Your feet will sink, but your head shoul d be near the top. Then when
you need air, stroke your arms down, so your head cones up, uncoil your body,
take a breat h—and sink down again. You may get cold, but you'll never get
tired."

Soon, with Brother Paul's encouragenent, Jesus took his first float-breaths,
then made his first travel -strokes. He was unashanedly pl eased. "God has borne
me up! | have learned a skill | thought beyond ne!"

"Yes," Brother Paul agreed. "But make sure you always have conpany when you
practice it. Water is dangerous if it is unfamliar. Now we'd better get out
before we freeze."

Jesus glanced at himcuriously. "I amnot cold."

"l dare say you have spent many chill nights in the open tending your flocks."
Wiere were those sheep now? Probably in the care of a younger brother, now that
Jesus was approaching the age of citizenship. "I amnot as hardy as you." An

unf ei gned conplinment this tine.

"You | ook strong," Jesus said. "But it is true, anyone who tends flocks nust
accustom hinmself to the heat of day and chill of night." He swamjerkily for the
shore a few feet away, and Brother Paul, across the pond, stroked nore
efficiently to join him

But as he swam Brother Paul noticed sonething below There was a di sk of netal
at the bottom of the pool, shiny and clear. That was odd; why was it not covered
with sedi nent?

Jesus noted his reaction. "The bottomis |ike copper, always clear. | do not
know why. That is the site of the pagan tenple; all is gone now except that
altar."

A copper botton®? Here in the first century? A pagan tenple was possible, but
copper on such scale was hardly to be believed! Brother Paul forgot the

di sconfort of the cold water. "I think I'Il have a look at that!"

"Wait a few days," Jesus advised. "The water will go, and you can see it
directly."

"I fear | lack the patience," Brother Paul said. He dived, stroking powerfully
down to the bottom The water was only about eight feet deep

The netal seenmed to shine nore brilliantly as he approached. Copper? It |ooked

like gold! Hs fingers quested through the clear water, moving down to touch
that nysterious surface. What was such an anachroni sm doi ng here?

Cont act! Sonething passed through himlike an electric charge, but not painful
Pal e |ight beanmed up fromthe disk, forming a colum in the water, bathing him
He felt strangely uplifted, though he did not nove physically.

But his breath was running out. Brother Paul stroked for the surface, slanting
up to leave the colum. Hi s head broke water, and he took a breath. "Jesus!" he
excl aimed. "There is sonething here!"
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"I see it, Paul! Did you light a | anp down there?"

Brot her Paul snorted at the hunor. "I only touched the nmetal, and it gl owed! |
don't understand it!"
"Let ne |ook," Jesus said. Carefully, awkwardly, he paddl ed across the pool. In

a nmonent he entered the gl ow that now extended beyond the surface of the water
and di sappear ed above.

Suddenly Jesus hinself glowed. Transfigured, he radiated his own light. He
remained still, neither swimmng nor breathing; then, slowy, he sank

Brot her Paul | aunched hinself through the water. He caught the man bel ow t he
surface, hooked one arm about his neck, and drew hi mup and al ong. Jesus was
conpl etely passive, unresisting. Soon they reached the shallow water of the rim
Brot her Paul put down his feet, stood up, and lifted Jesus in his arns. He
staggered out of the water. Jesus was not breat hing.

No tine to consider the historical or personal inplications! Brother Paul |aid
the unconscious man face down on the ground and applied artificial respiration
What a fool he had been to encourage a novice swimer to venture into deep water
the first tinme! Yet Jesus had seened in control until that |ight—

There was a stir under his hands. Jesus was breathing again! Brother Paul eased
up, and in due course Jesus recovered consci ousness. "You nearly drowned,"
Brother Paul told him "I think you' d better not go sw nmmng again!"

Jesus' eyes focused on him great and lum nous. "I nearly lived," he said.

Brot her Paul started to denmur, but broke off before speaking. He had suddenly
becone aware of sonmething else. Jesus had an aura—ti ke that of the alien

Ant ares, but nuch stronger

Yet Jesus had not had that aura before. Brother Paul had touched him guiding
his arnms in the swi mm ng strokes; there had been nothi ng. Now-whatever Brother
Paul 's own aura was, Jesus' aura was higher.

How had t his happened? Jesus had entered the pool an ordinary man. He had swum
into the glowing colum; it was like a baptismof |ight—

"Could it be?" Brother Paul murnured wonderingly. "Antares did say sonething
about —

"I have met ny Father," Jesus said, amazed. Hs face gl owed ethereally, and now
he resenbled the many portraits of himin Christian churches, hal oed by
radiation. Divine |ight!

"—the Ancients, l|leaving sites across the gal axy, capable of strange things,"

Br ot her Paul continued. "Associated with aura. Could | have sonehow triggered
it, activated such a site, ny own aura keying it—a colum of aura—nbuing
you—enhanci ng your aura—

"I must be about ny Father's business," Jesus said with quiet determ nation
Brother Paul stared at him the realization coming slowly but with terrible
force. Was there really any difference between the Aura of the Ancients—and what
Christianity called the Holy Ghost?

VI

Sacrifice: 16

Unfortunately, the historical data for the life of Christ are extrenely sl ender
They are based al nbst entirely on the four Gospels, which, scholars tell us,
were not witten in his lifetime, but mainly conpiled fromoral tradition many
years after his death.

About his having been a historical character there seens to be no doubt

what ever, but the question of his divinity is a very different natter. The
accounts of the virgin birth, the rending of the veil of the Tenple at the hour
he died, and other wonders, are trimings with which, in early tines, it was
customary to glanorize the lives of holy men after their deaths. However, the
CGospels tell us that on many occasions he clained to be divine. In that he
differed fromall the other great teachers, but he gave no proof of divinity. In
fact his last words when in agony on the cross, 'My God, ny God, why hast thou
forsaken me?', indicate that he | acked the power of a god, as he was incapabl e
of ascending to heaven through his own volition

Many of his reported utterances are so difficult to understand that, again, wth
diffidence, | put forward the suggestion that he was frequently referring to the
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spark of divine spirit which he had and all of us have in us. W know that he
was baptized by John the Baptist, and nmany years of his |life are unaccounted
for, so it is possible that he spent a considerable tinme in John's conpany. |If
so, he would have learnt fromhimthe doctrine of the Essenes, who taught beli ef
in that divine spark

There is another possibility. If he was indeed a human being, |ike others he
coul d have suffered from del usi ons and honestly believed that he was divine.
—benni s Weatley: The Devil and Al H s Wrks, London: Hutchinson, 1971

Brot her Paul energed fromthe scene troubled. Therion sat atop the Bible again,
smrking. "Got your answer?"

"I got an answer," Brother Paul said. "But |I'mnot satisfied | can accept it."
"You were there; if you can't believe what happened—=

"I was in an Animation subscene, not the historical reality. | suspect these
scenes are the product of the imaginations of all of us who are participants in
this quest. The effect of precession |eads us into strange bypaths."

"I was watching. | never heard of an ancient copper plaque that radiates a
columm of Holy-Ghostly light. You can't blanme nme for that one!"
"No, that was fromny own mind," Brother Paul agreed. "l encountered a—a person

who i nforned ne about the powers of the so-called Kirlian Aura and of a |ong
expired civilization he terned the Ancients. He suggested there m ght be potent
Ancient sites or ruins on Planet Earth. Thus perhaps it was natural for nme to
conjecture this as the explanation of Jesus' power."

Theri on nodded. "I nbued by a machi ne many hundreds or thousands of years old."
"MIllions of years old."

"MIllions! Beautiful! To primtives, that power would seem God-1like." Therion
squinted at him "I think you nentioned the four-faced visitors of Ezekiel in
your Bible. That was a good notion. Those were surely men in self-propelled
space suits—

"l don't believe the Ancients were human," Brother Paul said. "In any event,
they were no | onger around when nan achi eved prom nence on Earth."
"Still, there could be other aliens, |ooking for those powerful old sites,

trying to tap their scientific riches before the local yokels did. Ezekiel's
visitors could have been | ooking for the Ancient site that Jesus actually found.
But—do | have it clear?—enly a creature with a very strong aura like yours can
key open such a site, so those aliens failed. Wen you touched it, you activated
it, and then Jesus got the brunt of its force."

"So it appeared in the Aninmation. But of course we were not really on Earth, so
even if there were such a site, | could not have—=*

"Don't be so quick to explain it away! That's a theory of Christianity | can
accept! A local boy shazaned into Superman by the sl eeping robot—and what a
swat h that boy cut with that power! But he should have bathed in that alien beam
| onger until he was invul nerable except for naybe his heel +though of course it
wasn't really Achilles' heel that was vul nerable—so they couldn't crucify him"
Br ot her Paul shook his head. "The very fact you can accept this notion—fAeans
that | nust question it. If the Holy Ghost becones no nore than alien

technol ogy, God has no part init."

"Ah, but God works in devious ways! Maybe He operates through Ancient sites!"
"Maybe, " Brother Paul agreed, again refusing to be baited. "But | would prefer
to think of Jesus as a nere nortal man with an i mortal nessage."

"Ch cone on, Brother! The Son of God—a natural man?"

"Enhanced by the Spirit of God. Wthout the Holy Ghost, Jesus was quite nortal."
"Cho! So it is the Giost that counts, not the man."

Brother Paul did not care to engage this alert, devious, diabolic skeptic in

t heol ogi cal argunent. "Approximtely."

"Then you have been | ooking in the wong place. You were follow ng Jesus when
you shoul d have fol |l owed that super aura."”

Brot her Paul |ooked at him startled. "Yes! It was the Spirit that nmade Chri st
and Christianity what it was. Wiat it is. If the Spirit is false, if it is

not hing but alien technology, then Christianity is false, and—

"And you nmust seek el sewhere for the God of Tarot," Therion finished. "Exactly
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ny case."
"If that phenonenon was only an Ancient aura," Brother Paul continued, working
it out, "it mght have inbued an ordinary man for a tine, perhaps during his

life—but it would not have survived the loss of its host. It would have

di ssipated on his death or reverted to its nachine. Yet the Holy Ghost would
have survived the demi se of the man and gone on to inbue his Disciples, as
prophesi ed by Joel and described in the Acts of the Apostles. "And it shall cone
to pass that | will pour out ny spirit upon all flesh; and your sons and
daughters shal |l prophesy, your old nen shall dream dreans, and your young nen
shal |l see visions.' This did happen at the first harvest festival, the

Pent ecost, after Jesus was crucified. The Apostles went on to preach the Wrd
and heal the sick and formthe nucleus of Christianity—

"Are you sure it happened?" Therion inquired sardonically. "Or did they nerely
pay their visits to that same Ancient site, bathe in the "Holy Light,' and pick
up nore grace fromthe nachi ne?"

"That's ridicul ous! There wasn't any machi ne! That was just a product of ny

i magi nati on—

Therion nerely sm | ed.

"Al'l right, dam you!" Brother Paul snapped, conscious of the verbal irony. How
could a disciple of the Devil be further dammed? "I'Il go back and foll ow that
aura! Then will you be satisfied?"

"You are the one who needs to be satisfied," Therion pointed out. "You are the
j udge of the God of Tarot."

The man was infuriatingly correct. "I will follow that aura until the end." He
st epped toward the Bible.

Therion hastily junped off as the pages flipped over. Then Brother Paul found
hinself in the form ng scene of the Crucifixion

"Ch, no!" he nmuttered. But of course he had to attend because this was where
Jesus' aura woul d survive—er dissipate.

A crowd of people was wal king along a road |leading up a hill. In the center a
man struggl ed under the wei ght of a huge wooden cross. Brother Paul noved
forward, biting his lower lip. He hated this, but he had to get close to Jesus
in order to verify the man's aura.

Ironic, that this nob of perhaps a hundred was all that the city of Jerusal em
with a popul ation of 25,000, could spare either to ridicule or to nourn the
greatest nan of the age! The plain fact was that ninety nine per cent of the
popul ation was sinply too busy with its routine pursuits to pay any attention
to—

He banged into a bystander. "Sorry," Brother Paul said. "I was trying to see—
But the man took no notice of him

Brot her Paul nade his way to the front, finally getting a | ook at the cross
carrier's face. And stopped, surprised. It was not Jesus!

Then he laughed with sheer relief of confusion, though his underlying distress
had not been abated. Jesus had not carried his own cross; he had been too weak
after the beating they had given himso that another nman had been inpressed to
carry it for him

Brother Paul's laughter had attracted nonmentary attention. People shied away
fromhim and a Roman sol dier scow ed

Now he saw Jesus wal ki ng a few paces behind, wearing the crown of thorns, eyes
downcast. He was pale, and there was a trickle of blood on his forehead where a
thorn had punctured the skin, but he wal ked unassi st ed.

"Ch, Jesus!" Brother Paul breathed. "Couldn't there have been sone ot her way!"
Yet then there would have been no Christianity..

The group noved slowy on up the hill, limted by the pace of the man staggering
under the burden of the cross. Brother Paul, wary of interfering with history
even in Animation, wal ked with them trying to get close enough to feel Jesus
aura without attracting further attention to hinself. But the Ronman sol dier
spi ed himand warned himaway with a dark glance. Brother Paul fell back

They come to the gate in the great city wall. Beyond this was the dread pl ace
call ed Gol gotha. The neani ng of the nane, Brother Paul renmenbered, was "The
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Skul I ."

Now the crowd milled about as the soldiers prepared the ground for the
crucifixion. It was necessary to dig a hole to stand the cross in and place a
support to act as a fulcrumso that the cross could be erected. The inmedi ate
vicinity was crowded because two nore victins had arrived with their crosses;
the religious nut did not rate an entire cerenony to hinmself. Yet Jesus was the
center of attention.

Worren closed in, and the harried soldiers pernitted this encroachnent because
the | adies were obviously harm ess and were, after all, fenale. Brother Paul
tried to nove in with them but again the soldier spied himand warned hi mback
with a significant gesture. The Romans were businesslike and relatively

di spassi onate; they evidently did not |ike this business, but they had done it
before, followed orders now, and did not intend to | et the situation get out of
hand. Brother Paul retreated again still unable to verify Jesus' aura by
contact.

The | adi es clustered about Jesus tearfully, sone nmourning nost eloquently. In
Brother Paul's day the term"wailing" had derogatory connotations, but here the
wai | i ng was genui ne: a passionate voicing of utter bereavenent that chilled the
fl esh and whose sincerity could not be doubted. Cccidentals were unable to show
enotion this candidly, and perhaps this was their |oss.

Jesus stood up straight and spoke for the first tine since Brother Paul had
joined the party. "O daughters of Jerusalem do not weep over ne. \Weep over
your sel ves and over your own children."

They becane silent, surprised. Jesus continued talking to them but Brother
Paul , straining to hear, was roughly interrupted by a hand on his shoul der.
Startled, he turned about. There was a Ronan | egionary, inpressive in his ornate
hel met, arnored skirt, and slung short sword.

"Governor Pilate will speak with you," the soldier said gruffly.

Ch, no! The last thing Brother Paul wanted was to becone involved in history. O
course he could not affect actual history, but if his presence distorted the

Ani mati on, he would not be able to ascertain the truth he sought. Was the
validity of the Holy Ghost sonething that was inherently unknowabl e?

No! Better to believe that there had been a nan like himat the Crucifixion, who
had spoken to Pontius Pilate. Brother Paul was nerely occupying the body, the
host, as it were in Transfer, as the alien visitor Antares woul d have put it.
Al he had to do was go along with it, acting natural. So |ong as he did not
deliberately step out of character for this situation, it should be all right.
Pilate was resplendent in his official Roman tunic and enbroi dered cape, astride
a magnificent stallion. Behind himthe flag of Rone fluttered restlessly in the
rising wind, its huge eagle seening alnost to fly. Ch, the trappings of power
were inpressive!

The Governor stared down at Brother Paul fromhis elevation. "You appear to be
unusual ly interested in the proceedi ngs, and you are not from Jerusalem Are you
one of this man's disciples?"

Brot her Paul stood frozen. Was he, like Sinon, to deny his faith? Yet he was not
a disciple in the fashion Pilate nmeant; not one of the Twelve. "I amnot a
disciple," Brother Paul said carefully. "But | do believe in the divinity of
Jesus Christ." Yet was that itself a lie? He was here to verify the aura Jesus
hosted, to ascertain whether it was sone artificial, machine-enhanced thing, or
the living Holy Spirit of God. How could he claimto believe when his
objectivity required that he hold his judgnment in abeyance. "At least, | think
he may be the—-*

"The King of the Jews?" Pilate asked. Suddenly Brother Paul recognized him
Therion! The Roman sol di ers had been Therion too, but this was better casting.
"Perhaps," Brother Paul agreed tightly. The | egionary beside himshifted his

bal ance. (Could a single role-player play two roles sinultaneously in Aninmation?
Apparently so.)

"Are you literate?" Pilate asked.

Since the verbal portion of this Anination was in Brother Paul's own | anguage,
it seemed safe to assunme the witing was al so. "Yes."

"Yes, sir!" the | egionary snhapped. "Show respect to the Governor!"
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Brot her Paul rem nded hinself of his need to play along with the Anination.
"Yes, sir," he repeated.

Pil ate nodded benignly. "Excellent. | have a task for you. | am not altogether
satisfied of this man Jesus' guilt; in fact | find little to condem hi m ot her
than i ntenperate words, nost of which have been uttered by his accusers.” He

gl anced asi de, mmking an el oquent gesture of spitting. "The high priests of the
Tenmpl e, who feel their authority threatened by one who preaches sone nodi cum of
decency and sal vation, even for the poor. Pharisees!" And now he did spit. "I
understand this man Jesus once rousted themright out of the Tenple, Kicking
over their tables and scattering their noney. Good riddance!" Then his gaze

returned to Brother Paul. "But these Jews would have himdie, and | do not wi sh
to incite further unrest while passions are already roused during this loca

cel ebration, the Passaway. Passover, | nean. Relates to sone sort of nythol ogy
concerning Egypt, | hear, though 1'd like to hear the Egyptians' side of it! At

any rate, the politics of the situation require ne to accede to an act | do not
necessarily approve, washing nmy hands of responsibility for the decision. But
that others may at |east know the claimfor which this man is being crucified,
rightly or wongly, | propose to inscribe a plaque and set it on his cross. You
will print the words on this plaque. Are you anenable to that?" Brother Paul had
not expected a statenent of this nature fromeither Pilate or Therion, yet it
rang true. Besides which, the | egionary was nudging himw th a dagger-Ilike
knuckl e. "I —am anenabl e,"” he nurrmured. Then, as the | egionary reacted, he added
"Sir."

Pilate | ooked away, dism ssing him Brother Paul got to work on the plaque. He
seened to renenber it, historically, as having been nade of stone, but what they
provi ded was a rough wooden board. Well, that would have to do. "Wat shall |

i nscribe?" he asked the |egionary.

The man shrugged. He seened am abl e enough when out from under the eye of the
Governor. "Wat is he accused of ?"

"Of being the King of the Jews," Brother Paul said, half facetiously.

"Then wite that." Case cl osed.

Br ot her Paul took the heavy chal k and printed out the seven words as boldly and
clearly as he could: THIS IS THE KING OF THE JEWS

One of the Tenple priests cane by as he was conpleting it. "That isn't right!"
the man protested. "He isn't really the King of the Jews. You should wite that
he says he is—=

"Go soak your head," Brother Paul mnuttered.

Angrily, the priest went a few paces to conplain to the Governor. In a nonent
Pilate's half-ironic response sounded above the clatter and hubub of the
proceedi ngs: "What | have witten, | have witten."

Brother Paul smiled privately. By assum ng authorship of the plaque, Pontius
Pil ate had squel ched all further conpl aints.

The legionary also smled, briefly. "Serves the hypocrite right," he said,
glancing at the disgruntled priest. "I'd like to see the whole | ot of them
crucified." He studied the plaque. "Does it really say—=2"

He was illiterate, of course. That was why Pilate had needed a literate

volunteer. O herwi se Pilate would have had to wite the words hinself, and that
woul d have been beneath his station as well as to a certain extent again
involving himin the matter he had supposedly washed his hands of. "It really
does," Brother Paul assured him

"King Herod should see that!" the |egionary remarked appreciatively. Cbviously
he resented the whol e troubl esone tribe of Jews and enjoyed a good insult to any
of them "Now go take it to the cross. Hurry, before they erect it."

Suddenly Brother Paul had a legitimate way to get close to Jesus. Yet now that
the opportunity was upon him he found hinsel f hangi ng back. How coul d he
participate so imediately in this abom nation?

"Move!" the | egionary snapped, fingering his sword hilt. "They're about to nount
him™"

Br ot her Paul noved. He brought the plaque to the cross where it lay on the
ground. "The Governor says to put this—
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"Yeah?" another soldier said. "How d you like to put it up your—

"It's all right," the first |egionary said from behind Brother Paul. "Governor
Pilate did order it."
The sol di er shrugged. "If you say so, Longinus. Here, you take over this spear;

I'"'mgoing to need ny hands."

Longi nus took the spear. "Hanmer it in above his head," he told Brother Paul
"They're stretching himout now "

And while Brother Paul held the plaque, they nade Jesus |ie down upon the cross,
placing his feet on the partial platformnear the base and stretching his arns
out along the crosspiece. Jesus was nearly naked now, they had stripped all his
clothing except a loincloth: part of the hunmiliation of this form of execution.
It was not enough that a man die; he had to die with his pride effaced. Brother
Paul 's heart seenmed to freeze for several beats, seeing himthere. Was there no
way to abate this horror? Yet of course there was not.

A sol di er handed hi ma heavy, crude hamrer—+eally a nallet—and a large iron
nail. "Ri ght above his head," he said.

Brother Paul laid the plaque on the upper projection of the cross, set the nail
and pounded it in. It was a hard chore because the nail was handnade and
sonmewhat crooked, but he nade all owances and got it done.

"Ckay," the legionary said approvingly. "Now do his hand."

Brot her Paul stared at the Ronan, appalled. "I couldn't—=

The | egi onary blinked. He seemed to have some trouble with his eyes. This was a
mechani cal thing, not related to the crucifixion; sonme infection that reddened
the eyeballs and evidently gave himchronic pain. Brother Paul was sure this
affliction did not inprove the man's tenper. "Cone on, come oh, we're wasting
time. You've got the hammer, here's a nail —pound it through the wi st,

wel | -centered so it won't tear |oose. The Governor wants to get this job
finished."

Brot her Paul | ooked across at Pontius Pilate still astride his horse. The w nd
had pi cked up considerably, and cl ouds were coal escing. There m ght be a storm
Naturally the Governor wanted to wap this up and get back to his pal ace! But
for Brother Paul to have to do this thing hinsel f—=

Yet if he bal ked, he m ght be changing history, and |ose sight of the aura. He
had tried to exert his owmn will in prior Aninmations and suffered terrible
precession; he could not afford to do that now He had to let the vision take
its own course, now that he was init.

"Forgive ne," he nurmured brokenly. Then he took a new nail, set it on Jesus
pale wist, steadied it with an effort of will, controlling the shaking of his
hand—and with that contact felt the aura. It was the sane one he had known in
the other scene: incredibly strong, stronger than his own, electric and
enconpassi ng and wonderful. The Holy Chost.

Jesus reacted. Hi s eyes stared straight up into the swirling clouds and his body

did not nove, but he was obviously aware of Brother Paul's own aura. "Paul," he
mur nured. "The nountain pool..."

Br ot her Paul dropped the hammer. "I can't do it!"

Still Jesus did not look at him "Do it, Brother," he said. "My flesh will not

suffer when the hammer is w elded by the hand of a friend. Do not let the
scoffers nail ne to the cross."

And Brother Paul, unable to deny that plea, picked up the hamer and pounded in
the nail. The flesh was no harder to penetrate than the board had been

Then he turned his face to the side and vonmited.

Rough hands hustled himoff. By the time he regained his equilibrium the

sol diers had finished nailing Jesus and had erected the cross. Now they were
packing in the dirt around the base, steadying the upright.

Jesus hung by the cruel nails, the deneani ng pl aque above his head. He had been
crucified. "Father, forgive them" he said, grimacing with pain, "for they know
not what they do."

Suddenly the storm struck. The noon sun, already obscured behi nd amazi ngly dense
cl ouds, disappeared entirely, and the whol e scene darkened. There was a shudder
in the ground. The wi nd whi pped so ferociously across the hill that it seened
the crosses woul d be bl own down.
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"A tornado," Brother Paul nurnured. But that wasn't it; there was no funne
cloud. "An earthquake." But, though the earth rocked, that could not account for
the darkness. Yet this was no ordinary storm There was a strange, burning

snell, as if Hell itself were extending its environs across this territory.
"A vol canic eruption!" he cried, finally placing it. Sone deep venting of
pressures, spew ng ash volum nously, blotting out the sunlight until it cleared.

A blast |like that of Thera of 1400 B.C., occurring in the sanme region of the

gl obe, affecting the entire Mediterranean basin, coincidentally with Jesus
execution—

Coi nci dental | y?

Brot her Paul | ooked up at Jesus, hanging on his torture stake. How could this
obscuration of light, this groaning of the very earth, be coincidental? Yet if
God so protested the sacrifice of H's Son, why had He not acted before to
prevent it? Even now, it would be far nore dramatic to have the cross shaken
down and apart, releasing its captive. Dramati c phenonena whose origin and

pur pose the spectators did not conprehend—such things were wasted effort. Most
of the people of Jerusal emwould never connect this with the crucifixion

He knew t he answer: because this sacrifice was necessary to Hi s purpose. Jesus
Christ had to die in this highly visible and final manner so that his
Resurrection woul d have neani ng. God asked nothing of any person that He woul d
not require of his own Son—and here was the proof in the formof the nost
horri bl e, denmeani ng, seem ngly useless death this society was capabl e of
inflicting. Here was the proof that any person, no matter how insignificant he
t hought hinmsel f, could achi eve salvation. Provided only that he follow the
exanpl e of Jesus and believe.

Yet Brother Paul dared not believe—for he was here to verify and judge

obj ectively the presence or absence of the Holy Ghost. Wthout that Spirit there
could be no survival of consciousness after the dem se of the body. No life
after death—for Jesus or any other person. Jesus' resurrection would seemlike
fakery and be nmeaningless if his death were not dramati c—but his death woul d be
poi ntl ess without the Resurrection. So this was not the end of the story, it was
the central nexus, the significant turning point, the key event in the founding
of a major religion.

And what if the aura dissipated upon Jesus' death? If there were no
Resurrection, no Holy Ghost? Were was his own faith then?

Brot her Paul got shakily to his feet and wal ked toward the cross. No one
interfered with him the darkness and turbul ence had scattered the crowd.
Governor Pilate had hastily departed, leaving only a few guards at the
crucifixion site. They had recovered enough fromtheir initial surprise to
revert to their natural pursuit: shooting dice. The stakes were Jesus' cl othing,
particularly his seanl ess robe: who woul d get what as booty.

The aura nanifested as Brother Paul approached. He was now able to feel it at
sone di stance. The closer he came, the nore intense it becanme, until he stood

i medi atel y before the hangi ng man.

The hanging man: the card of the Tarot, one of the Mijor Arcana. Now he knew the
ultimate referent for that presentation. Jesus—erucified. Upside down, on the
card, because this whole thing was inverted: the innocent suffering in lieu of
the guilty—willingly. Sacrifice.

Jesus opened his eyes, feeling Brother Paul's approach. "Were have you been,
Gentile friend?" he inquired. "Four years | have | ooked for you since you

di sappeared after saving ny life at the pool, and | have tried to perfect your
suggesti ons—

"No!" Brother Paul dermurred hastily. "I have no responsibility!"

"Because of you, | learned to harness the power of the parable," Jesus insisted.
"I't has been ny nost effective teaching tool. Because of you | have mnistered
to Gentiles as well as to Jews. Always | have sought your aura—

"No, no!" Brother Paul protested faintly. "You did it all yourself! | only
passed by—

"Except sonetines when ny tenper got the better of ne. Once | cursed a fig tree
because it had no fruit for me, and the tree shriveled and di ed. That was
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wrong. "
"Si ddhattha woul d not have cursed any fig tree," Brother Paul agreed. "Such a
tree was the setting for his Awakening."

"Who—=2"
"He was anot her great teacher, called the Buddha. Yet each person nust seek his
own enlightennment. You did what you were fated to do. | had no part—

The eyes focused their |anmbent gaze upon him "Do you al so deny ny friendship,
Paul , now that the end cones?"

Brot her Paul, stricken, reached up to touch Jesus' knee. "No, never that! |
merely neant | deserve no credit for your acconplishnents. You are the Son of
God, the Savior; | amonly—=

"Afriend," Jesus finished for him "And what greater accol ade can there be?"

A sol dier |ooked up. "Get away fromthat cross—he ain't dead yet!" he shapped at
Brot her Paul. But Longi nus, |eaning on his spear, nurmured sonething, and the
man rel axed.

"Farewel | ," Brother Paul said, his eyes stinging. He broke contact and stepped
back—and sonething fell on the back of his hand. It was a drop of Jesus bl ood
fromthe nailing Brother Paul had done.

"This was ny destiny," Jesus said.

"Anything | can do— Brother Paul said, |ooking at the bl ood. Yet what could he
do?

He wal ked nunbly away and sat on the ground, awaiting the inevitable. Tine
passed slowy. The air cleared, and the afternoon sun enmerged. Fromtine to tine
peopl e approached the cross to speak with Jesus, and sonetines Jesus cried out
in pain and despair as the weight of his body dragged at the nails, but he did
not struggle. Brother Paul tried to close his ears to the horror of it and felt

guilty for doing so. "Christ equals Guilt," he murnured. "If he can suffer,
must at | east pay attention."
Then, clearly, Jesus said: "I thirst."

A sol di er dipped a sponge in vinegar, put it on a pole, and lofted it up to
Jesus lips. Jesus took sonme. Apparently this was not an additional torture, but
a mechani smto noisten parched |ips. The tang of vinegar mght distract the
attention of the dying man nonmentarily from his situation.

"It is fulfilled," Jesus said.

The body on the cross sagged—and the back of Brother Paul's hand itched.

Di stracted by his horror of the end, he rubbed that spot—and felt the bl ood,
sticky on his fingers. The bl ood of Jesus.

Brother Paul stared at it, feeling as though the nail had penetrated his own
flesh at that spot. His whole hand becane hot as if held in fire. The sensation
spread up his armand into his shoul der, not unpl easant but strangely
exhiliarating. It was |ike heartbreak in reverse.

Abruptly Brother Paul felt the presence of a second aura, inhabiting his body
beside his own. "Hello, friend," Jesus said inside him

"This—this is Transfer!" Brother Paul exclainmed, amazed.

"There are things | have yet to do in this realm" Jesus said, "before | return

to ny Father."

"But this isn't—+'mnot supposed to— Brother Paul was unable to organize his
protest. "Historically, | wasn't—

"l understood you were willing to help," Jesus replied with gentle reproach

"| —-had hoped to ascertai n—you see, |I'mnot of your framework," Brother Paul
tried to explain.

"l understand that—ow, " Jesus said. "I can perceive your thoughts, for | share
your body. Wthout you, | mght have been unable to conplete ny m ssion on
Earth. | shall not intrude long; will you not indulge ne so that the work of ny

Fat her and yours be acconplished?"

Brot her Paul could hardly turn down this plea, no matter how it conplicated his
i nvestigation. "I will help you."

The soldiers were breaking the legs of the two thieves on the crosses to either
side of Jesus' own so that the felons would di e sooner and not extend the
torture into the next day, the Sabbath Saturday. The body of Jesus was spared
because it was already dead: a phenonenon the spectators found remarkabl e.
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The | egi onary Longi nus, skeptical about so sudden an expiration, took his spear
and stabbed it into the side of the corpse. Fluid poured out, running down the
shaft of the lifted spear. Longi nus danced back, while the others |aughed, but
still got splattered across the face with bl ood.

"Shane! Shane!" a Jew cried, rushing up to try to catch the blood in a cup. "The
sacred bl ood nust not be spilled on the ground!"

"Who the hell are you?" Longi nus demanded, wi ping his face and bli nking.

"I am Joseph, a—an interested party. | have—+ have a tonb in a cave over there,
and—f you will let me bury the body there—

Longi nus considered. "Ch, all right. Here, I'll help you take it down." He
blinked again. "The day is certainly getting bright! | never saw things so

clearly before."

"Let us depart this vile place," Jesus said. Brother Paul was glad to oblige.
Under Jesus' guidance, Brother Paul went to the tenporary residence of Mary
Magdal ene. "I ama friend of Jesus,"” he told the grief-stricken woman. "I cane
| ate and have no place to stay."

She hesitated, peering closely at him She had been at the Crucifixion; he
recogni zed her now. But her eyes had been only for Jesus; Brother Paul had been
lost in the crowd. Then, without a word, she gestured himin, naking space for
himin the cromded room Mary's friend, also called Mary, and other Disciples
were there, but Jesus did not nmake hinself known. "I suffer at their suffering,
but it is not yet tine," he said to Brother Paul

They rested all day Saturday, the Sabbath, as was required by the Jew sh
religion. "You know," Brother Paul said in passing to Jesus, "in nmy day we rest
on Sunday, the first day of the week. | believe that customstens froman

adj ustnent in the cal endar sonmewhere along the line."

"What the day is called does not matter," Jesus said. "So long as one day in
seven is set aside to honor nmy Father."

They slept, for it had been a tiring occasion. Brother Paul had ni ght mares of
hum |iati on and agony, and woke to realize that these sufferings were fromthe
m nd of Jesus, not his own. Strangely, it was the thirst that was worst, not the
nails or ridicule.

As evening cane, Jesus roused Brother Paul. "Cone, we nust go to the tonb."
Quietly, they departed, leaving the roomand then the city, wal king toward the
Pl ace of Skulls where Jesus body had been sealed in a tonb. N ght was cl osing
in; the guards at the gate | ooked curiously at Brother Paul as he went out
because few people cared to | eave the city at night.

Suddenly the ground shook. It was another quake! Brother Paul was flung to the
ground, al armed—but soon the earth quieted. He was only bruised and sonewhat
dirty. They resuned their wal k.

The quake had done other danmage. The great stone sealing the entrance to the
tonmb had been rolled aside. "Thank you, Father," Jesus said. Then, to Brother
Paul : "we nust renove the body and bury it separately so that it will never be
found.

Brot her Paul did not question this. Once he started asking questions, he would
never stop! He entered the silent tonb.

The body lay there, tossed askew by the trenor, un-pretty. Brother Paul nerved
hinsel f, put his hands on it, stripped off the clothing, and dragged it out of
the tonb. He tried to close his nose agai nst what he thought he snelled. He
hauled it well into the foliage of the garden, then found a fragnent of stone
and scooped out as deep a grave as he could. The work was grueling in the dark,
and every time he heard a noise not of his own nmaki ng he paused, holding his
breath, afraid the guards were returning. They had evidently been frightened
away by the quake, but that would not keep them away forever.

Finally he got it deep enough. He set the body in, scooped the dirt over, and
tanmped it down. But the fresh grave would be too obvious by daylight. To concea
it, he had to uproot an adjacent bush, plant it directly over the grave, then
scatter the surplus earth so that there was no gi veaway nound. |f anyone dug
bel ow t he hol | ow where the bush had been, they would find nothing of course.
Woul d this ruse be good enough to hide the body? Tinme would tell
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Again there was a noi se. Someone was conming this time! It was not yet dawn; only
a wan gl ow showed in the east. Brother Paul hurried fromthe grave and went to
stand near the open tonb, trying to wipe the guilty dirt fromhis hands.

The person approached the tonmb—and saw that it was open. There was a little

scream "Mary Magdal ene!" Jesus exclainmed to Brother Paul. "She |I would have
married, if-—= There was a nental inmage of a surgeon's scal pel, the bl ade that
had destroyed Jesus' prospects for a normal |life long before he had been aware

of such things.

As the sun showed, Mary returned with two of the nale Disciples. The nen ran
toward the tonb, exclaimng. They found the burial clothing Brother Paul had
left, then hurried back to the city, excited. Only Mary renmi ned, standing
wistfully outside the tonb. She buried her face in her hands.

"To Hell with history!" Brother Paul said. "She nust be consoled." He wal ked up
to her. "Wonan, why do you weep?" he asked.

She | ooked up, startled. She was a conely young woman, and he knew who pl ayed
the role. She did not recognize him grimed and di shevel ed as he was, despite
his day at her house; he was now a stranger, but her grief excluded fear. Mary
had been nunmbed by the imrediacy of it, the day before, two days before; now she
was trying to cone to ternms with it. "My lord, if you are the one who has taken
hi m away, tell me where you have laid him and | wll-—=

Now Jesus spoke through Brother Paul's nouth.

"Mary!"

Mary's eyes wi dened. "My Teacher!" she cried, stepping toward him

"Do not come near ne," Jesus said, retreating. "For | have not yet ascended to
my Father. Go to ny brethren and tell them| amgoing to my Father and your

Fat her, ny God and your God."

Dunbly, she nodded, |ove and hope shining in her eyes. Then she turned and fl ed
toward the city.

"But is it historical?" Brother Paul demanded when they were al one agai n.

"Have faith," Jesus said. "Even as a nustard seed."

In the course of the next few days, Jesus appeared simlarly to a nunber of
peopl e, spreading the news of his Resurrection in the nanner he thought fit, and
Brother Paul had to trust him Then they traveled to Jesus' honeland of Galil ee,
maki ng nore appearances. Finally Jesus returned to Jerusalem "This is where we
must part at last,” he told Brother Paul. "It is tine for ne to give ny spirit
to the Disciples at the Pentecost so that they may continue ny work on Earth."
But when that had been done, a small portion of that Holy Aura renained. "I do
not understand," Jesus said. "I had thought | would at |last be free."

Suddenly it canme to Brother Paul: "Saint Paul!"

"Are you to be a saint, friend?"

"Not |I! Paul of Tarsus, the Pharisee. You may know him as Saul ."

"l do not know any Saul of Tarsus, and | doubt that | would want to give ny | ast
remaining Spirit to any Pharisee."

"Trust me," Brother Paul said. "W nust journey to Danmascus."

"Friend, | fear for your sanity," Jesus said. "But | see in your mnd that this
thing nust be. | will meet this Pharisee of Tarsus."

I X

Change: 17

Man is born to die. Perhaps alone of all the animals on Earth, he is conscious
of his own inevitable dem se. This may indeed be taken as the curse of the fruit
of the Tree of Know edge of Good and Evil. The noment man's intellect lifted him
above the level of the ignorant, conplacent beast so that he could inprove his

| ot by planning ahead, he was able to perceive the fate Nature had prepared for
hi m

Psychol ogi sts say that when a person is faced with untinely death, he typically
goes through five stages. The first is DENIAL: he sinply refuses to believe that
this horrible thing is true. The second is ANGER why should he be treated this
way when others are spared? It sinply isn't fair, and he is furious. The third
i's BARGAINING WTH GOD: he prays to God for relief fromthis sentence and

promi ses to inmprove hinmself if his life is only reprieved. Sonmetines it is
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reprieved, and sonetinmes he honors his bargain. But when this appeal fails, he
cones to the fourth: DEPRESSI ON. What is the point of carrying on when the
sentence is absolute and there is no escape? But at |last he conmes to the fifth:
ACCEPTANCE. At peace with his situation, he waps up his worldly affairs and
conports hinself for the term nation.

It seens reasonable to assume that man's whole life is governed by sinilar

st ages of awareness, even when his death is not expected to be untinely. As a
child, he denies death; it is beyond his conprehension. But as he matures, the
deaths of relatives, friends, and strangers force awareness upon him and he
responds angrily by indul ging in death-defying exploits of diverse kinds,
"proving" he is imune. Wth further maturity he becones nore subtle; he becones
religious, accepting the thesis that physical death is not the end, but nerely
anot her change in his situation, a transformation to an "afterlife." Perhaps al
religion derives fromthis urge to negate death; one cannot bargain with God

unl ess God exists. Yet the fear of death is not entirely abated by religion; the
services of assorted churches nay be perceived as nmere ritual, and his
confidence erodes. The inexorable approach of death in the form of advanci ng age
depresses man; he longs for his youth again. But in the end he resigns hinself
to his situation, makes out his will, arranges for the disposition of his

remai ns, and departs with a certain grace. He has accepted the inevitable.

They stood on the road to Damascus, staring in the direction Paul of Tarsus had
gone. The man, already |anme and scarred by di sease, had been blinded by his
experience and was sadly out of sorts, but Brother Paul knew he woul d recover.
Br ot her Paul found hinself shaken by his contact with the man whose nane and
princi pl es he had adopted. The nane renmai ned—but Brother Paul could no | onger
consider hinself a follower of those principles.

"Still I amwth you," Jesus remarked. "Why have | not dissipated? | long to
rejoin ny Father in Heaven."

"I don't know," Brother Paul admitted. "I'mnot sure why | haven't returned to
my own framework. These Animations seemto continue |ong after their purpose has
been acconplished. Their imredi ate purpose. | thought return would be automatic
once you—+ini shed."

"But | haven't finished,” Jesus said. "My life and death are only the begi nning,
showi ng the way. Now the rest of the world nust follow to achieve Sal vation."

"I —doubt that will happen inmrediately."

"But the Scriptures say—

"Sometimes things take nmore tine than anticipated. W really don't know how CGod
measures tine."

"Then I rmust remain to watch. | cannot let the people drift alone.”

Br ot her Paul shook his head. "Jesus, | fear you would not like all of what you
m ght see."

But Jesus had decided. "Cone, friend Paul; you and | will watch it all. Return
your body to its place, and we shall go together in Spirit."

Brother Paul tried to protest, but the will of Jesus prevailed. "All right—wae'll

watch it together. But | don't think we'll be able to participate directly
because you are physically dead and | have not yet been born.”

"Come, " Jesus said

Brot her Paul's body shivered and dissolved. It had returned to its franme—but he
and Jesus remai ned, standing side by side.

"Come, " Jesus repeated, taking Brother Paul's ethereal hand. "W follow the | ame
Phari see. "

They flew through the air like the spirits they were, invisible to all others
except each other. Wen that became tedious, they sinply junped through space
and tine, fading out in one location and fading in at another.

They foll owmed Paul of Tarsus. Though physically unpretentious and a rather poor
public speaker, the Apostle Paul turned out to have a fine if narrowy channel ed
mnd. His logic was powerful and his witten material eloquent. He also had a
remar kabl e determ nati on, a perverse courage that absolutely prevented himfrom
deviating fromhis set course. In some cities he was ridiculed or even nobbed,;
he carried on. Many of the other Christian |eaders distrusted himand plotted
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agai nst him but he nmade converts everywhere

"But this is not ny message!" Jesus protested. "I was not attenpting to found a
new Church, but to show the way—

"l said you nmight not like it," Brother Paul reminded him "Yet if it is
necessary to start a newreligion in order to show people the way to Sal vati on—
Jesus sighed. "I suppose so," he said dubiously. "Since the world will soon end,
it may not matter."

Brot her Paul did not coment. It was obvious that the Christian Church was not
the initiative or desire of either Jesus or the Disciples who had known him
personal ly. Thus, it seened, it was necessary that a man who had never knhown
Jesus personally assune a leading role in the propagation of the new faith. As
with a failing business: a professional organizer had been brought in from

out side, and he was doing his job without catering unduly to the foibles of the
exi sting order.

But the Apostle Paul, it becane apparent, was shaping that faith into his own

i mge—and that was an unfortunately narrow one. Jesus, sexually voided, had not
made stipul ati ons about sex. He had treated all people equally, gladly accepting
worren as well as men, regardless of their station or the prior state of their
conscience. Rich nen and prostitutes were wel cone, provided each renounce
his/her liabilities. The Apostle Paul was far nore restrictive, al nost
anti-woman; he permtted themto join, but never to exercise responsibility.
Jesus shook his head sadly. "I had not supposed it would be like this," he

mur mur ed, as he watched the Apostle Paul quarreling with the other Apostles.

Br ot her Paul had mi xed enotions. How much better to see his namesake fromthe
perspective of history, rather than as this sonetinmes small-m nded person! "He
has witten sonme excellent Epistles," he said.

Then, |ooking ahead in history, they discovered that not all of the Epistles
witten by Paul the Apostle had been collected in the Bible and that not all the
fourteen coll ected had been authored by Paul. Jesus watched the Epistle to the
Hebrews being clothed with the Apostle's nane so as to nake it acceptable for
publication, and suddenly he | aughed. "Even as Paul credits nme with attitudes
never held, so now he hinself is being credited with letters he never wote!
Truly ny Father is just!" But he soon sobered, for all of this only el aborated
the distortions of Jesus' own message.

"Let's view sone other aspect," Brother Paul suggested. He had liked to think
that the fourteen cards of each Tarot suit reflected the fourteen Paul ean
Epistles in the Bible, but if some of these were invalid—=

"Perhaps they are doing better in Anerica," Jesus said.

Brot her Paul was startled. This was a gross anachronism America would not be

di scovered by Europeans for sone centuries yet! Lee had fluffed his line. "D d
you say Ronme?" Brother Paul inquired, giving himthe cue.

"l said Anerica. The opposite side of the gl obe—but we can get there in a
nonent . "

Sonetinmes it happened: a nental short circuit that becane established. Wat did
the actors in a play do in such a case to correct the situation without alerting
t he wat chi ng audi ence? There was no audi ence here, but it seened a fair anal ogy.
They could not trace true history if they inserted discontinuities.

Brother Paul tried again: "I'mnot sure | know that city."

Jesus glanced at him "Mre than a city, friend Paul. A continent. Come— will
show you. "

"Ah—yes," Brother Paul agreed weakly. At |east he had tried.

They flew up high, a kilometer, three kiloneters, and on up. "It seens you do

not know of the Jaredite and Nephite Nations," Jesus said.

"I amafraid | don't." Was there any hope of putting this scene back together,
or was precession sinmply too strong?

"I shall explain while we fly." They were now ten kil oneters up, |ooking down at
the drifting clouds; Brother Paul thought poignantly of his un-daughter Carolyn
in the airplane, enjoying a sinmlar view "At the time of the confusion of
tongues after the Tower of Babel, a man named Jared and his brother, who was a
prophet, inportuned the Lord ny Father that they and their tribe be spared from
the inpending disruption. The Lord granted their prayer and directed themto the
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ocean, where they constructed ei ght great barges and set sail. Their only inside
light was from | um nous stones. After alnpbst a year they | anded on the shores of
Ameri ca about two thousand four hundred years before ny birth."

"2400 B.C.," Brother Paul murnured, fascinated by this strange story fromthe
mout h of the Phantom Jesus. He had never heard a parable Iike this! Now they
were so high he could see the curve of the Earth bel ow. They were flying east
over the great | and mass of Asia near the edge of the Indian Ccean. Wat was
this Animation conming to?

"In Anerica they nultiplied and becanme a flourishing nation," Jesus continued.
"But they fractured into warring factions until after eighteen hundred years
they died out. But at just about this time, a second expedition set out from
Jerusal em si x hundred years before ny birth. This was | ed by a Jew sh prophet of
the tribe of Manasseh naned Lehi together with his fanmily and sonme friends. They
mar ched to the Arabian Sea and built and provisioned a ship, then sailed east
across the South Pacific until they |anded on the western coast of Anerica. This
was their prom sed | and—but like the first colony, they split into two tribes,
the Nephite and the Lamanite. The Nephite advanced in the arts of civilization
and built prosperous cities while the Lamanites degenerated. They forgot the God
of their fathers, becane w | d nomads, and became benighted in spirit and dark of
skin like the accursed children of Cain."

"The children of Cain?" Brother Paul inquired. They were now over the m ddl e of
the Pacific, still bearing east.

"The evil ones. The bl ack races," Jesus clarified.

Brot her Paul was taken aback. "Do you nean the black races of Africa?"

"The same. They rejected the power of the Holy Priesthood and the Law of God.
Thus they have been cursed with black skin to match their black hearts.”

This was Jesus Christ talking? Far fromit! It had to be Lee the Mdrnon. Brother
Paul had not realized the Mornons viewed the Negro in such a light. "Surely
there is sone error. Since all people except Noah and his famly perished in the
Fl ood, no descendents of Cain would have survived—=

"It carried on through Noah's line, some of that foul blood," Lee insisted.

"Ham the son of Noah, fearing that there would be additional heirs to share the
earth after the Flood, conspired with his two brothers Shem and Japhet to
castrate their father. But they refused, for they were good sons. So he did it

hi msel f when Noah was drunk—

"The Bi ble says Hamonly saw his father's nakedness!" Brother Paul protested.
"The Bi bl e has been expurgated,"” Lee said darkly. "But even so, it provides the
puni shrrent: the children of Ham becane servants to the children of the good
sons, races Thus the black races achieved their just deserts—

"I ampart black," Brother Paul said. "I had thought that was understood." But
he realized now that Lee had played no part in the Dozens Anination where he had
made an issue of his race, and the matter had not conme up el sewhere. "Am | al so
cur sed?"

Jesus paused in his flight, and fromhis eyes Lee | ooked out, shocked. "You have
bl ack bl ood?"

"About one-eighth, give or take a sm dgen. Technically, | ama |ight-skinned
Negro. "

Jesus shook his head. "No, that can't be true. You are a good man!"

"I hope | ama good man, or can beconme one. But | amalso a black man. | don't
see the conflict—

"No!" Jesus cried. "Corruption is not to be tolerated in the sacred places! | am
to throw the noneyl enders out of the Tenple only to be affronted by such

i nsi nuati ons? You nmust not joke this way, Paul!"

Brot her Paul spread his hands. "I prefer to be neither a joker nor a liar. I'm
sorry if it bothers you, but I can not and will not deny ny ancestry."

Jesus/ Lee turned on hima strange | ook of disbelief phasing into wath. "W
shal | discuss it at another tine!" Then he turned away, and Brother Paul sensed
a kind of cold withdrawal in him a rescinding of proffered friendship. Brother
Paul had thought he was inured to this type of reaction, but he found it stil
hurt. Lee was such an intelligent, upstanding, clean-cut person; how could he be
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a conscious racist? How could he reconcile this with his portrayal of Jesus who
preached Sal vation for all nen, no matter what their birth or their prior sins?
Then he recogni zed the pattern of reaction: this was simlar to a person's
response to the news that he nust die. First disbelief, then anger. Lee's Mrnon
religion cursed the black races; the notion that soneone close to himcould have
bl ack ancestry, however snall in proportion to the white ancestry—that was
fundanmental |y intol erable.

It would take tine for Lee's enotion to run its course, especially since it was
not one that the role of Jesus Christ facilitated. But Brother Paul was very
much afraid he had lost a friend.

Jesus angl ed down sharply, and Brother Paul corrected his flight to foll ow. Down
they went toward the western coastline of the double continent of America.

Faster and faster: ten thousand kil oneters per hour, fifteen thousand, twenty

thousand, and still accelerating. Jesus was really working off a head of steam
Twenty five thousand—Hey, | think we're approaching orbital velocity!" Brother
Paul warned. But still Jesus accel erated, passing thirty thousand KPH-and now

they were slanting in toward the land only a hundred kil oneters ahead. Ninety
kil oneters ahead. Ei ghty—each second knocked off nore than ten kilos. Still
Jesus drove on.

They ski med the ocean, |evel ed out, and approached the coastal nountains.
Suddenly the peaks | ooned | arge—and there was no tine to decel erate. Though
these fornms had little mass, Brother Paul had the crazy notion that their
extrene velocity was magni fying that mass because accel eration toward the speed
of light increases the mass of an object toward the infinite. Jesus shot
straight in to them unslow ng, and Brother Paul had to follow But what woul d
happen when—ol | i si on!

"And it came to pass in the thirty and fourth year... there arose a great
storm .. behold, the whole face of the | and was changed, because of the tenpest
and the whirlwi nds and the thunderings and the |ightnings, and the exceeding
great quaking of the whole earth... And nany great and notable cities were sunk,
and nmany were burned, and nmany were shaken till the buildings thereof had fallen
to the earth, and the inhabitants thereof were slain, and the places were |eft
desolate... And it came to pass that there was a thick darkness upon all the
face of the land... it did last for the space of three days..."

"What is this?" Brother Paul demanded in the darkness, unable to see anything at
all.

"This is the cataclysmthat cane upon the world at ny death," Jesus sai d beside
hi m

"That nmuch | gathered," Brother Paul said. "Fire and water and air and earth—the
four basic elements running wild in the formof vol canoes and fl oods and storns
and earthquakes. And now a fifth elenment, darkness. But why did these nations of
anci ent America have to suffer; they had no know edge of you or responsibility
for your death! And what were you quoting fromjust now?"

"Chapter 8 of the Third Book of Nephi," Jesus answered. "O The Book of Mrnon."
Suddenly it fell into place. "The Book of Mrnon!" Brother Paul exclained. "O
course!" For Lee, as a Mornon, would naturally believe in the version of history
and religion presented by his own Holy Book. Brother Paul had revi ewed Mrnoni sm
along with the of his studies with the Holy Order of Vision but had not actually
read The Book of Mrnon. Now, belatedly, he recalled the sunmary. Christianity
had come to the New Wrld, and the history of these converted tribes had been
recorded on gold plates by the I ast surviving nenber of those tribes, a nman
called Moroni. The tribes had faded out about 400 A D., and the plates had been
buried in the side of a hill in the state of New York, Anmerica, until reveal ed
to the founder of the nodern Mrnons, Joseph Smith, in 1823. Snmith, and | ater

Bri gham Young, led the Mornons to Utah where nmost of themrenmained until the
current extra-terrestrial col onization program provi ded new worlds to conquer
Vel |, why not view the Mornmon version of Christian history? The Morrnons had been
able to justify many of their clainms through discoveries in archaeol ogy,

i ngui stics, and ethnol ogy. The Book of Mrnmon did not conflict with the Bible;
rather it augnmented it.

Li ght returned upon the blasted | and. Jesus stood up tall and spoke, and his
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voi ce reverberated through all the continent. "Behold, | am Jesus Christ the Son
of God. | created the heavens and the earth, and all things that in themare.
was with the Father fromthe beginning. | amin the Father, and the Father in

me, and in nme hath the Father glorified his nane."

"I came unto nmy own, and ny own received me not. And the scriptures concerning
my comng are fulfilled."

"And as many as have received ne, to themhave | given to becone the sons of
God; and even so will | to as many as shall believe in nmy name, for behold, by
me redenption coneth, and in ne is the | aw of Mses fulfilled."

"I amthe light and the life of the world. | amthe Al pha and Orega, the

begi nning and the end..."

Brot her Paul |istened, fascinated. Lee had played the part of Jesus-the-man
before; how he played the part of Jesus-the-Deity. He was far nore effective
this way, in his famliar text of The Book of Mornon. Yet Brother Paul thought
he preferred the man.

"And ye shall offer for a sacrifice unto me a broken heart and a contrite
spirit."”

And what of racisnf? Brother Paul wondered. Suppose a black man had a broken
heart and a contrite spirit?

Jesus went on to deliver the Sernon on the Munt, adapted directly fromthe AOd
Wor |l d Gospel according to Saint Matthew. Then he conmi ssioned twel ve Disciples
and founded his Church. It was an auspi ci ous announcenent.

At |ast Jesus and Brother Paul returned to the Od Wrld. They | ooked at the
broader history, seeing the new Church of Christianity infuse the Jew sh

Di aspora, the region where the Jews had been scattered by the deportations of
assorted conquerors. But as the m ssionary nessage of the Apostle Paul took
hol d, there were an increasi ng nunber of non-Jewi sh Christians. The Jew sh
Christians did not view these with favor—but soon the Gentile Christians

out nunbered the Jew sh Christians, and eventually that |atter faded and

di sappear ed.

Jesus shook his head. "I hardly know what to think," he said. "I preached the
dedi cation of self to the ends for which we live, rather than to the neans by
which we live. Cerenobny misses the heart of religion. Thus | never set specia
restrictions, but—

"We are far fromGlilee," Brother Paul rem nded him

I ndeed they were! Now the center of the stage was Rone, and Rone was in a
centuries-long struggle against the enpire of Persia to the east. The battle
|ine swung back and forth, and for a time Rone governed sections of Asia M nor,
inmporting their slaves, prisoners, soldiers, and nerchants into the Inperial
City. Wth these people cane their religion: Mthraism the faith of the Mugi,
|ater called "magicians." They worshiped earth, fire, water, w nds, sun and
nmoon; and nmen conpletely dominated this religion. Perhaps for this reason,
Mthrai smspread like wildfire through the Roman Enpire after its two-thousand
year qui escence and sonetine persecution in Asia. Rone never conquered Persia,
but the Persian religion bid fair to conquer Ronme. Except for the conpetition of
Christianity! The two religions soon becane rivals for the spiritual dom nation
of the Enpire.

Mthraismhad a lot going for it with its essential nonothei smand magic. But
its exclusion of wonen weakened it. Christianity did not treat wonen well, but
at least it allowed themto join. Thus the nman of the famly m ght worship
Mthra, while his wife had to be content with the religion that woul d accept
her, however grudgingly. Slowy and subtly, Christianity gained.

Jesus and Brother Paul cane to stand in a Mthraic chapel in the city of Rone.
It was a subterranean vault, lighted only by a torch. Its chief feature was a
magni ficent carving of a bull-slaying scene, brilliantly colored. There were
several altars, one of which was evidently used for the sacrifice of birds.
There were benches of stone with space allowed for kneeling during the service.
The chapel was small, but well nade.

"This is pagan, yet | would not condem it," Jesus decided. "Wrship should be
an internal experience rather than a public display, and this private chapel is
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a step in the right direction. I wish | could talk to these people, and tel
t hem of =
There was noise. "I think they're conming," Brother Paul said.

But it was not a body of worshipers who cane. A nob of Roman sol di ers charged
in. They overturned the altars and attacked the great bas-relief carving with
hamrers. |In nmonments they had destroyed t he chapel

"But this—this is horrible!" Jesus cried, a tear on his cheek. "Religion is a
principle, not a |law. Those who have not found the way should be converted, not
brutalized! Wo has done this thing?"

They soon found out. The Christians had done it. They had nade a deal with

G acchus, the Urban Prefect of Ronme. Persecution of the Mthraists foll owed

t hroughout the Enpire, and the religion was essentially shut down in favor of
Christianity.

"But this is not ny way!" Jesus protested. "Religion is inseparable from
nmorality. How can there be persecutions of others in ny name?"

Yet it was so. O her religions shared the fate of Mthra, and Christianity was
suprene in Ronme. As people of the northern European tribes were converted, they
brought their pagan values with them and their pagan holidays. Christian titles
were applied to these celebrations: Christnas, Easter—but their essence renai ned
pagan and, therefore, were easily conmerciali zed.

"By their fruits ye shall know them" Jesus said sadly. "They have nmade of ny

m ni stry—a business!" Yet he could only watch

Now Jews were persecuted by Christians and so were heretics: other Christians
who differed fromthe official Church line. Yet the Church itself squabbl ed and
split, following the pattern of the Enpire. Later, arnmies of pagan Christians
were sent back to the Holy Land itself to fight civilized non-Christians: the
Crusades.

"l cannot stand by and watch!" Jesus cried. "Were is there now the synpathetic
understanding | preached, treating others as one would wish to be treated

hi nsel f? My nane has been attached to a nonstrosity! | nust correct—

Hi story rushed on heedl essly. The Church fashioned in the nane of Jesus no
sooner becane established than it began to fragment in the nature of hunan
(rather than divine) organi zations. D sagreenents arose about the specific
nature of Christ. Schisnmatic churches fissioned fromthe nain nass: the Arians,
the Nestorians, the Mnophysites. Finally the Church itself split into an
Eastern and a Western branch. Jesus and Brother Paul chose to follow the
West—and it fractured into Catholic and Protestant groups, and the latter into
multiple splits. The Lutherans, the Cal vinists, Episcopals, Presbyterians,
Puritans, Baptists, Congregationalists, Quakers, Methodists—en and on unti
there seenmed to be no counting the individual sects. The nineteenth and

twentieth centuries saw no abatenent of the proliferation until it reached the
situation on contenporary Planet Tarot.

"No, no!" Jesus protested. "I amnot certain any of these fragnments really
relate to my ministry. Go back; | want to talk to sonmeone before—=

They went back. "Here," Jesus said, nore or |less randomy. History paused in

pl ace.

France and Engl and, two Christian nations, were naking war upon each other. The
lot of the majority of people in both nations was worsening. "If | can stop it
here, set themright—=Jesus said with sonmewhat wi |l d-eyed hope. "I can not stand

idly by; I rmust do sonething."

"You can't do anything physically," Brother Paul pointed out. He understood sone
of Jesus' agony but doubted that it was wise to attenpt to change history even
in Animation. Precession m ght nake things worse than before. "Maybe you coul d
generate a vision—=

Jesus stopped where he was. They happened to be in a small village of France. "I
will speak to the first person | see!"

Soon a country girl cane into sight, going about her chores. She was dressed in
dirty peasant clothing and could not have been nore than thirteen years ol d.
"Lots of luck," Brother Paul rmurnured sadly.

Jesus appeared to the girl. He manifested as an intangible but visible presence.
At first she was amazed, then frightened, but in due course she responded. She
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began to take action in the world. She got an arny and went to fight the
British. Her nanme was Joan of Arc.

Jesus and Brother Paul watched her fate with intensifying dismy. "She tried to
spread the Wrd of God that | had gi ven her—and they burned her for heresy!"
Jesus cri ed.

"That is the nature of politics and of the Inquisition," Brother Paul said

grimy.
Further along, in tinme and geography, they spied a Christian city adding a new
|l evel to a protective wall that had sunk into the porous subsoil. "W shal

never nmake it stable until we offer a sacrifice," the superstitious people said,
and the Christian authorities agreed. So they made a vault within the wall,

pl aced a table and chair in it, and | oaded the table with toys and candy. Then
they brought an innocent little girl to this play area.

"Uh-oh," Brother Paul nurmured. He recognized the child: Carolyn, lost as he
departed his college Animation. "I don't |ike this—

"W cannot interfere," Jesus reni nded him

The child was thrilled with the things. They occupi ed her whole attention. And
whil e she played nmerrily, making exclamations of discovery and joy, a dozen

masons efficiently and silently covered the vault and finished the wall. The
priests blessed the proceedings and went their way—and the wall was stabl e.
Jesus | ooked at Brother Paul. "In ny nane, this too?" he inquired, alnost beyond
shock.

"Let's go get that girl out of there," Brother Paul said tersely. "We can do it,
now, W thout changing history." But Carolyn had al ready departed the role by the
time they got there; the chanber was enpty.

"The center is enpty..." Brother Paul nurnured, beginning a chain of private
reflection.
Abruptly Jesus turned to him "I have been praying to ny Father for

enlightennent on this problem | see that ny sacrifice did not bring salvation
to the world, and this is why I was not released to Heaven when | died. The sins
of the world continue unabated, defiling my name and that of ny Father. Yet
there is also good in the world, as there was in the city of Sodom | cannot
deny you are a good man and an honest one; | nust therefore believe you when you
informne you are a child of Cain. How can there be one good son of an accursed
race? | have begged God for a resolution to this paradox—and He has answered ny
prayer."

Brot her Paul remained silent, uncertain what was comng. Was this the

bar gai ni ng-wi t h-God stage of an adjustnent that seened nore difficult for this
man than death itself? O was it acceptance?

"It is true you are dammed," Jesus continued. "But only one-eighth of you is
guilty. Seven-eighths of you is innocent, and that is the portion | have conme to
know as friend. It is as though a denbn inhabits you. Since you were born with
that denon, it can not be excised—yet | cannot allow the good in you to be
relegated to Hell for the sake of your evil portion. Yet | knowit is not
possible to separate the good fromthe evil; both are part of you. | could cast
out an ordinary denon or heal an ordinary ailnent or forgive an ordinary sin.
But | cannot grant a place in Heaven to a Son of Cain. It is beyond the power of
the Son to reverse a dictumof the Father."

Jesus' eyes seened to glow. "But | can save you," he continued. "All that is
necessary is for ne to assune the burden of your sin. | nust go to Hell—so that
you may go to Heaven. For the sake of the friendship we have and the good that
is in you, Olone man of Sodom | do this willingly. It is ny bargain with God."
Br ot her Paul understood the context—that of a single good man in a corrupt

envi ronment —but he wi shed Jesus had not used "Sodont as an anal ogy. The word
"sodony" derived fromthat, and that prior scene with Therion..

"The decision is final," Jesus continued. "The only question remaining is the
manner of ny entry to the Infernal region. | choose to make it in a way that
will help expiate the regenerated sins of the rest of the world. If I am
successful this tinme, the world will soon end, and ny confinenent in Hell wll
not be long. But in any event, you shall be saved—and for that | amprepared to
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trade the world. Farewell, Friend." And Jesus/Lee put forth his hand.

Brot her Paul, anmazed, could only accept that hand and shake it solemly. Here he
had been reacting to a coincidental termand missing the serious inport. Jesus
was going to Hell —for hinm Brother Paul could not at the nonent even specul ate
on the larger neaning of this man's sacrifice.

Jesus turned away. Before himopened out a vista of contenporary America in an
area where high technol ogy remained. In the distance was a hydrogen fusion
atom ¢ power plant, and there were people manning a conputer in the foreground.
Jesus wal ked toward that scene.

Brot her Paul realized what Jesus intended. He was going to renew his ministry on
Earth, this time utilizing the physical host available to him the body of Lee.
This was the Second Coni ng.

"Don't do it, Jesus!" Brother Paul cried. "They aren't ready for the Kingdom of
God! They will crucify you again!"

Jesus paused on the verge of the scene, turning to face Brother Paul

monentarily. Bright tears nmade his eyes lanbent. "I knowit," he said.

Then he turned again and wal ked on—+nto the present. H s body solidified about
himas he noved into the hall of the conputer and around a corner, out of sight.
Brot her Paul closed his eyes, remmining where he was. It seened only a nonent
before the terrible clanor began, and the hamrering of nails.

X

Vision: 18

And behol d, a Phil adel phia | awer stood up to test him asking, Teacher, what
shall | do to inherit eternal life? Jesus said to him 'Wat is the |aw? How do

you interpret it?" The |lawer said, 'You nust love God with all your heart and
with all your soul and with all your strength and with all your mind, and your
nei ghbor as yourself.' Jesus said, 'Correct! Do this and you will live.' But the
| awyer wanted to justify hinmself, so he asked, 'And who is ny nei ghbor?

Jesus replied, 'Once there was a man who nmade a business trip from New York to
Washi ngton. He stopped at a restaurant to eat, and when he returned to his car a
hi j acker rose up fromthe back seat, put a gun to his head, and forced himto
drive to a deserted alley where he shot himin the stomach, took his wallet with
all his noney and identification, and drove away in his car, |eaving himdying
on the pavenent.

"A priest cane through that alley by chance, and saw the man, and stepped over
hi m and went on, averting his gaze fromthe blood, nmuttering sonethi ng about
being late for his service. Then a young woman passed, a secretary; she heard

hi m roan and was horrified, and skirted himand got away as fast as possible.
Then there canme a garbageman, stinking of his trade, a son of the race of Cain,
black as a tarred feather. Wen the wounded man saw him he said to hinself,
"This nigger will surely finish ne off!"

"But the black man had been nugged hinself in the past, and had conpassi on on
the busi nessman, and stopped and cl eaned up his wound and pi cked himup and put
himin his garbage truck and drove himto a doctor and said, "I don't know who
this guy is, but he needs help bad. If he can't pay you, |I'll make it good next
payday; here's five bucks to start off." '

Jesus turned to the lawer. 'Now which of these three people, do you think, was
the best neighbor to the suffering man?' The | awer said, 'The nigger.' And
Jesus said to him 'CGo and do |ikew se.’

Brot her Paul stood amid the tenporary chaos of shifting Animations. Jesus was
gone, surely to Hell —but what of Lee? Had he stepped out of Animation—er was he
stuck in a self-nmade inferno?

It did not seemwi se to take a chance. It was possible to set up a given
Animation nore or |less by choice, but once inside it, control or departure
becane problematical. As with boarding an airplane—as he had done! —+t night be
the right or wong vehicle, but there was no getting off until it |anded.
Wherever that mght be, safely or in flanes. Lee m ght never escape Hell without
hel p.

Brot her Paul concentrated on a virtually intangible object: Lee' s |likely concept
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of Hell. It was probably a fairly artistic, literary notion, definitely
Christian but not necessarily Mrnon, for that would be too obvious. Wat Hel
woul d a Mornon envi sion Jesus Christ attendi ng? That was where Brother Paul
needed to go.

The scene firmed around him It was a field, half-plowed, about a fifth of a
hectare in extent. Beyond it, to what he assunmed was the east, the sun was
rising in the sky. In the distance stood a tower, seening to lie directly under
the sun—perhaps the same tower he had seen in his first Tarot visions. "The
Tower of Truth," he murmnured.

He | ooked to the west and saw a deep valley with dangerous ditches and an ugly
building in the | owest reaches. His field |lay between tower and dungeon, the
only arable land in sight. But he had no horse or ox to draw his plow, he woul d
have to go to a neighbor to borrow his team and that neant |eaving his field
unat t ended.

Now a notley crowd of people noved along the slope toward his field. Exactly his
problem they were apt to tranple it flat, ruining yesterday's plowing, if he
didn't stay here to ward them of f

Then he had a notion. Maybe sone of them would hel p him pl ow

But as they canme closer, he lost confidence. The people seenmed to be drifting
aimessly. Some were fat, others sickly, and others norose; none of them | ooked
l'ike reliable workers.

Fromthe other direction came a nore prom sing prospect: a pilgrimin pagan
clothing with a sturdy staff. As the Animation would have it, the pilgrim
arrived at Brother Paul's field just as the throng surged in fromthe other

si de.

"Whence cone ye?" soneone cried. "From Sinai," the pilgrimreplied. "And from
our Lord's sepulchre. | have been a tine in Bethl ehem and Babyl on and Arneni a
and Al exandria and many ot her places."

"Do you know anything of a Saint named Truth?" someone asked eagerly. "Can you
tell us where he lives?"

The pilgrimshook his head. "God help ne, | have never heard anyone ask after
hi m before! | don't know-*
"I''mlooking for Truth," Brother Paul said. "I saw his tower a nmonent ago. | can

poi nt out the way."

They | ooked at hi m dubi ously. "You, a sinple plowran? Wo are you?"

"I am Paul Plowran," he sai d—and was shocked to hear hinself say it. Now he
recogni zed this scene: it was fromthe Vision of Piers Plowman, a fifteenth
century epic poemby WIIliam Langl and. And he was stuck in the title role!

"Yes, Paul," the people said. "W'Il|l pay you to take us there."

But that wasn't really where he wanted to go. Not right now. First he had to

| ocate Lee; then he could search out the Tower, now hi dden behind cl ouds. Lee
was nore |likely down in the Dungeon of Wong, this Aninmation's version of Hell.
But now that he was in this vision, Brother Paul found hinmself constrained to
follow the script. But nmaybe he could stall themwhile he figured out sone way
to rescue Lee.

"No, | won't take any nobney, not a farthing," he told them "I will tell you the
way—t's over there to the east—but | nust stay here to plowny field."

They | ooked toward the east. The clouds were thickening into a storm "W need a
| eader. You'll have to come with us."

"I have a whole half acre to harrow by the hi ghway!" Brother Paul protested in
the alliterative node of the epic. "But if you help me to prepare and sow ny
field, then I'Il show you the road." That should turn these idlers off!

"That would be a long delay," a young |ady protested. She was in a fancy dress
and wore the kind of hat called a winple. Amaranth, naturally. And the pilgrim
was Therion. "Wat woul d we woman work at while waiting?"

Now there was a chall enge! Qbviously this |ady had sel dom soil ed her hands with
common | abor. "Some nust sew the sack to stop the seed fromspilling," he told
her. "You lovely ladies with your |ong fingers—

"Christ, it's a good idea," agreed a kni ght—another version of Therion. "I'I
hel p too! But no one ever taught me howto drive a team"

Then they were all volunteering. It seenmed the plowran's job woul d soon be done!
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Whi ch was not exactly what he wanted. Well, he was stuck with it now.

But it turned out that many people were not good workers. Brother Paul had to
keep after them baw ing themout, before the job was done.

He renenbered that this epic nmeandered through a great deal of synbolic

di al ogue, while peopl e dubbed Consci ence, Reason, Wsdom and Holy Church
debated noral issues with others titled Liar, Falsehood, Flattery, and Mede the
Maid. It mght be a great work of nedieval literature, but it wasn't taking him
where he wanted to go. He had to break away fromthis story and seek another
that woul d serve his purpose better

Probably a direct effort wouldn't work; the Aninmations tended to precess when
opposed as he knew to his chagrin. But maybe a slanting push, a shift into
sonmething simlar, that mght cast himinto a nore suitable role..

What offered? Piers Plowman had tried to get nen to earn their salvation by
reform ng thensel ves. Was there another epic with simlar thrust and synbolisnf
Suddenly it came to him "Pilgrims Progress!" he exclainmed. Bunyan's allegory
even shared the alliterative P! In it, the character Christian sought the
celestial city, buttressed by such bit players as Help, Wrldly Wseman,
Legality and Evangelist. Wuld anyone know the difference if he phased into that
vi sion? The genuine, fictional, Piers Plowman could take over here. Wy not give
it aquiet try! Not a hard shove, just a nudge..

It worked! Brother Paul found hinself in the Valley of Humliation of Pilgrims
Progress. He was al one, but carried a good sword. He should be able to make his
way to—

Hi s thoughts were interrupted by the appearance of a nonster. Ch, no! Now he had
to face the hazards of this vision, and they were no nore pl easant than those of
the others. This was the thing called Apollyon, and he knew he could not escape
it. He would have to fight it if he could not bluff it back. So he stood his
ground.

The nonster was hideous; it had scales like those of a fish, wings like a
dragon's, bear's feet, a lion's nouth, and a bellyful of fire. Its face,
however, seened famliar: could this be Therion again?

Apol | yon gazed on hi mdi sdai nfully, blow ng out evil snoke. "Wence cone you?
and whither are you bound?"

"I amfromthe City of Destruction,” Brother Paul replied, "which is the place
of all evil, and amgoing to the City of Zion." He was | ocked into the action
and di al ogue of the classic; only his thoughts were free. What a circuitous
route he was following to | ocate Lee's Hell

Apol | yon spread out his legs to straddle the full breadth of the way. "Prepare
thyself to die; for I swear by ny infernal den, that thou shall go no further
here will | spill thy soul."

Wth that the nonster threw a flanmng dart at Brother Paul's breast. But Brother
Paul had a shield, round and coppery like a great coin (had it been there a
nmonent ago?) and intercepted the mssile.

He drew his sword—but Apollyon was already hurling nore darts at him Brother
Paul tried to block themoff, but they cone |like hail, magically nultiplied. One
flewdirectly at his face; he threw up his sword to fend it off, not daring to
rai se the shield and expose his legs, and it wounded his hand. Brother Paul gave
a cry of pain and shook it | oose; the wound was superficial, but it stung |ike
fire. But then another dart speared his left foot, making himdance about in
agony. What was on those barbs—essence of red ant, hornet, and scorpion? H's
shield dropped | ow—and a third dart caught himin the head, just above the
hairline on the right.

Brot her Paul fell back. He was bei ng destroyed! He had sonehow t hought he was
invul nerable to attack by mythical nonsters since he was only passing through
Fal se notion! The Animations could and did kill; he had known that fromthe
outset. Apollyon nmight be a creature of the inmagination of John Bunyan, but this
was the real mof imagination, and the nonster was bei ng played by another rea
person. If Pilgrims Progress decreed the death of this character, Brother Paul
was in trouble. Unless he could shift stories again, get into a surviving rol e—
He tried to concentrate on that, but could not. The dreadful darts were stil
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coming at him and his head, hand, and foot still hurt. A trickle of blood was
dribbling into his right eye. Apollyon was striding forward to match Brother
Paul's retreat; any attention diverted to other literature could be inmediately
fatal here

No help for it: he would have to fight right here and now. He obviously could
not win by playing the nonster's ganme; he would have to convert it to his own
style. That style, of course, was judo; |let himget his bare hands on Apollyon,
and—-

But that hadn't worked too well against the dragon Tenptati on back in the Seven
Cups. Judo was geared primarily to handling nmen, not nonsters. So maybe it was
best to save that for a last resort and use his sword nmeanwhil e.

Br ot her Paul stood and fought, sw nging his sword back and forth, forth and back
in flashing arcs. It was a good weapon, beautifully bal anced, and its edge was
magi cal |y sharp, and this was a heroic fantasy Anination. Apollyon retreated,
fearing this new inperative. Brother Paul advanced, trying to cut the nonster in
hal f.

But the sword was al so heavy. H's armwas tiring. If he didn't cut down the
eneny soon, he would wear hinself out, and then be vul nerable. So he doubl ed his
effort, trying to finish it now

Apol | yon stepped in close. Brother Paul dropped his shield and swung a

two- handed bl ow at the nonster's head to cleave himin two | engthw se. And
hesitated in nid-stroke: it was Apollyon he ained at—but would it be Therion he
killed?

In that nonent Apollyon dodged to the side, turned about, caught Brother Paul's
arnms in his own, enitted a stunning screamKI I AAlll!—-and executed a perfect

i ppon seoi nage shoul der throw. Brother Paul, fool that he was, had wal ked ri ght
into it! These throws had been designed to handle warriors in arnor and to

di sarm armed attackers. He had been beaten at his own gane.

The fall was bruising. Brother Paul's sword flew out of his hand, and the wi nd
was knocked out of him Half conscious, he felt the nonster dropping down
expertly to put himin a hol ddown. It was Kanmi shiho gatane, the upper four
quarter hold, one of the nost effective in the judo arsenal. The nonster was
bearing down, putting the weight of his torso on Brother Paul's head, pinning
it, forcing himto turn his face to the side in order to prevent suffocation
The fish scales of Apollyon's body stank in Brother Paul's nostrils and rasped
agai nst his cheek. He tried to struggle to throw the nonster off, but the hold
was cruelly tight. Apollyon really knew his business! No man could break this
hol d!

This was no judo match, however. The nobnster was not about to let himup in
thirty seconds in polite victory. "I amsure of thee now, " Apollyon said,
pressi ng down harder. The wei ght of his body increased magically, beconing nore
than the mere position could possibly account for. Brother Paul thought his
skul | was going to crack open. His eyeballs were being squeezed; they seened
about to pop out of his head. He was in a vice, and the invisible handl e was
bei ng cranked tighter..

Then he saw the sword. It had not flown far; it was within a meter, lying flat
on the ground. Had he turned his head the other way, he would not have been able
to see it. Pure luck! Desperately he flung out his | eft hand—and caught the
handl e.

"Rej oi ce not against nme, O mne eneny," he gasped. "Wien | fall | shall arise."
Then he nmade a | eft-handed stab at the nonster's side. It was not a really

ef fective stroke because Brother Paul had poor vision and poorer |everage, but
the good sword gouged out a patch of scales and | aid open the dark inner flesh
Apol I yon gave a cry of agony. H's hold | oosened, and Brother Paul heaved him
off. Brother Paul rolled to his hands and knees, shaking his aching head, and
saw brown ichor |eaking fromthe nonster's side. Brother Paul raised hinself to
hi s knees, gripped the sword again in both hands, and raised it high. "Nay," he
cried. "In all these things we are nore than conquerors through H mthat |oved
us." And he brought the sword down in a concl usive snash.

But Apol I yon, defeated, scuttled back, escaping the blow "Spare ne, great
Hero!" he cried. "I will rmake it worth your nercy!"
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Brot her Paul hesitated. Was this in the script? Could he trust the nonster—er
the man who played it? Well, he still had the good sword and could use it the
monent Apol |l yon nade a fal se nove. The nonster seened to be out of darts anyway.
"What do you offer, O fiend?"

"Information!" Apollyon cried eagerly. "I know these realns as you do not. | can
direct you to anything you seek. Riches, weapons, pretty nynphs—

Hm "I am | ooking for soneone in Hell."

The nonster spread his wings, nonentarily startled. "I could have sent you there

ere now, had you not thwarted ne."

"l don't want to be sent to Hell—+ want to rescue soneone who nay be there.
Locate himfor ne, and you can go free."

Apol I yon fluttered his wings again in a gesture very like a shrug. "I see you
know little of Hell, Onortal! If it took you such a tussle to overcone ne (and
then only because | neglected to kick your blade aside), who amthe | east of
fiends, you would survive only seconds in the infernal region. You would need to
have a thorough conprehension of the history and psychol ogy of Hell before you
coul d even guess where your friend mght be, for it is larger than all the
world, and then you still durst not venture there yourself."

Br ot her Paul considered. The nonster was naking sense! "Very well—tell ne that
hi story and psychol ogy. "

A snort of fire issued fromthe |eonine nostrils. "Mrtal, that would require a
lifetime!"

"Abridge it," Brother Paul suggested, lifting his sword.

Apol | yon sighed smokily. "I will try. | believe John MIlton said it best—
"You are famliar with the works of MIton?" Brother Paul asked with surprise.
"Naturally. He and Bunyan were contenporaries, the two great figures of the
Puritan Interlude of seventeenth century British literature. The one wote the
great allegory, the other the great epic. Sone scholars (bastards!) choose to
i gnore Bunyan in favor of MIton, but—

"Yes, all right, okay," Brother Paul said. "Tell nme about Mlton's Hell, k"
"Well, if I may quote from Paradi se Lost—=

"Not the whole epic!" Brother Paul protested.

"I will edit the selection,” Apollyon assured him though he evidently had had
no intention of doing that before. Then the nonster set hinmself up, spread his
bear feet |ike an actor on a stage, and decl ai ned:

The infernal serpent; he it was whose guile..

Had cast himout from heaven, with all his host

O rebel angels, by whose aid aspiring

To set hinself in glory above his peers,

He trusted to have equal ed the nobst high,

If he opposed; and with anbitious aim

Agai nst the throne and nonarchy of God

Rai sed i nperious war in heaven and battle proud

Wth vain attenpt. Hmthe alm ghty power

Hurl ed headl ong flam ng fromthe ethereal sky,

Wth hideous ruin and conbustion down

To bottom ess perdition, there to dwell

I n adamanti ne chains and penal fire,

Who durst defy the omipotent to arns.

"Fine," Brother Paul said. "I appreciate the grandeur of M Iton—but what about
Hel | 2"

"I"'mgetting to it," Apollyon said, annoyed. "Satan picks hinmself up in the
net her chaos and says:

... What though the field be lost?

Al is not lost; the unconquerable wll

And study of revenge, immortal hate,

And courage never to submit or yield:

And what is else not to be overcone?

That glory never shall his wath or m ght

Extort fromnme. To bow and sue for grace
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...that were | ow indeed

So spake the apostate angel, though in pain
Vaunting al oud, but racked with deep despair..
Forthwi th upright he rears fromoff the pool..

Then with expanded wi ngs he steers his flight
...till on dry land he |ights..

Is this the region, this the soil, the clineg,

Said then the | ost archangel, this the seat

That we rmust change for heaven, this nmournful gl oom

For that celestial light? Be it so..
...Farewel |, happy fields,
Where joy for ever dwells: hail, horrors, hai

Infernal world, and thou, profoundest hel
Recei ve thy new possessor: one who brings
A mnd not to be changed by place or tine.
The mind is its own place, and in itself
Can make a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven
...Here at least we shall be free;..

Here we nmy reign secure:..

Better to reign in hell, than serve in heaven

Br ot her Paul nodded his head, inpressed. "Yes, | can appreciate Satan's
determination. He didn't give up at all; he had a fighting heart. So he
fashioned Hell into a place of his liking—=

"Precisely," Apollyon said. "Now how can you expect to descend into this Hell
to the infernal city of Pandenonium and gain any power over the fallen
Archangel ? He defied God Hi nself; only if your power rivals that of God can you
hope to extract any soul fromHell. Frankly, you don't neasure up."

"Well, 1'll just have to find a way," Brother Paul said.

Now Apol | yon spread his dragon's wings and lofted hinself into the air. He sped
away, and in a nmonent he was lost in the distance.

What now? It would be foolish to venture directly into Hell; Apollyon had shown
himthat. Yet he could not in conscience give up his mssion. Was there any
alternative?

He snapped his fingers. "Dante!" he exclained. "He went to Hell —en a gui ded
tour. He had a guide, the Roman poet Virgil. If | had a sinilar guide—

But Dante had not sought the extract anyone from Hel|l -+east of all a prisoner of
the status of Jesus. Virgil would probably not have assisted himin such an
attenpt, and it would have voided his visitor's visa

Brot her Paul would be better off taking his chances alone. |If he could sneak
in—

No! That woul d be di shonest. The end did not justify the neans. Jesus hinself
woul d not accept rescue by questionable nmeans. If he could not do it

legitimtely, he could not do it at all. So—=
So he would go to the top—to Satan Hinself if need be—and ask perm ssion. This
was, after all, a special situation

You're crazy! a voice inside himcried. Was it his conscience—er his diabolic
self? Satan will grab you and put YOU in Hell!

Un yes. So he would have to be extremely careful. But still he had to nmake the
attenpt. He concentrated. "Lord of Hell! Prince of Darkness! | crave
audi ence. .. "

And the Sphere of Fire manifested about him There was light Iike a blazing
river, coursing through its w nding channel, throw ng out bright sparks that
glowed like rubies. If this were the River Styx—er, rather, the R ver
Acheron—then Hell was a nuch prettier place than he had i magi ned.

Wel |, maybe his inmagination had been fantasy! He had heeded the propaganda of
the Angelic side and pictured Hell as ugly; no doubt the souls in Hell were told
Heaven was ugly too. Black is white, white is black, doubl espeak, m ndthink,
what ever. Wi ch was beside the point. Now all he had to do was | ocate the
Denoni ¢ headquart ers—

As he watched, the radiant river changed course and formed into a spiral, a
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vortex, whose center shone like the sun so brilliantly that he was unable to
|l ook directly at it. The outer | oops becane patterned, each swirl resenbling a
fresh flower—yet these flowers were wi nged creatures. Satan's host of denons?

Strange; even though he knew them for what they were, they still | ooked
beauti f ul

One detached itself and flewto him It was a female spirit, |lovely beyond
anyt hi ng he had supposed possible for Hell, seem ng absolutely chaste. "Paul,"

she call ed, as she cane to rest beside him He stood, he realized, on the top of
a mountain, facing the glowing white rose of figures as though before a

whirl pool in the sky, and she had cone fromthat celestial inmage

She was famliar. Amaranth, of course, the chronic tenptress. Naturally she
would turn up in Hell! Yet her face shone with its own pure radi ance, and she
was beautiful in a special way, nore |ike an angel than—=

"Where is this?" he denmanded abruptly. "Wwo are you?"

She smled graciously. "This is the Enphyrean, the Tenth Heaven—and | am Mary."
"Tent h what?" he asked stupidly. "Mary who?"

"The Tenth Heaven of Paradiso," she replied with another gentle smle. "Mary,
nmot her of Jesus."

Sonet hi ng had gone wong. "lI—thought | was in Hell."

She | ooked at himw th tol erant wonder. "You gaze upon the Court of God—and
confuse it with Hell?"

"Precession," he nuttered. Then, trying to reorient: "I neant to seek out Satan
to—to nake a plea. |—-have no business in Heaven. |—Aust have stunbl ed through
the wong door."

"Cannot the Lord of Heaven serve as well?" Mary inquired. She |ooked famliar in

a hauntingly evocative way, not at all like the person who portrayed her. Maybe
she had been patterned after a painting.
Brot her Paul considered. "I, uh, had not intended to bother God, uh, at this

time." He was here in Aninmation to judge whether the God of Tarot was genui ne;
why did he hesitate now that he had a chance for a direct interview? Was it
because he was unprepared (and who was ever really prepared for that

encount er?) —er because he feared that beyond that unearthly radiance in the
center of the rose of |light was an answer like that he had found within his
glowing Grail? All he was sure of was that he did not want to interview God
ri ght now

"Perhaps if you informed ne of the nature of your quest...,
conpassi onatel y.

He clutched at that with grateful speed. "Uh, yes. It—-he—+—that is, your son
Jesus—he neant to— He could not continue. This was | udicrous!

"Jesus is absent at present,"” Mary said. "He has a mission with the living, and
we have not had recent news of him | amconcerned, as a nother nust be."

"He's in Hell," Brother Paul blurted. "He—+ was slated to go there, but because
of our friendship he went in ny stead, and now | want to get himout."

She contenplated himw th angelic solemity. "You wi sh to exchange places with
hi n®"

"No! | don't want either one of us in Hell! | feel his gesture was m staken
because | amnot destined for Hell. Not for the reason he thought anyway. So
want to persuade himof that and take himout—f | can find him"

She considered. "This would be nobst irregular. Hell cannot hold himwthout his
consent. Yet, as his nmother, | amgrieved to have himsuffer. | know he is
willful; | renenber when he ran away as a child of twelve and picked an argunent
with Tenpl e priests—he never was too keen on sone of the activities of the
Tenpl e, the noneychangers, you know..." She trailed off, her eyes unfocused

rem ni scently.

"If 1 could just talk to him" Brother Paul said.

Mary nmade a sudden decision. "I think God woul d not object if you nade a little
survey of the spirit regions. There is such a constant influx of personnel, we
tend to | ose track. Are you apt at counting?"

"l don't care how nmany spirits there are in— He stopped, seeing her silent
reproach. He brought out his calculator. "Yes, | can count," he said.

Mary suggest ed
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"But you woul d have to be circunmspect," she cautioned. "God does not like to
have di sturbances. |f anyone becane suspi ci ous—

"That's the point! I don't want to sneak in, | just want to go and speak to—
"You will go openly," she said. "If you wait for a pass from Satan you may wait
forever. Bureaucratic delay is one of the specialties of Hell. But as a

surveyor, you can begin inmedi ately. God understands."

In short, this was a nethod of cutting red tape. He would have to do it. "Uh—s
there a map? | wouldn't want to get |ost—=

"You will need no map," she assured him "There are ten Heavens in Paradi se,
each indicated by a planet or star, for the Angels, Saints, Ri ghteous Rulers,
Warrior Spirits, Theol ogians, Lovers, and such. You have nerely to descend past
themin order, nmaking your notations. You will then be atop the nountain that is
Purgatorio with its seven levels for the Lustful, d uttonous, Avaricious,

Sl ot hful, Angry, Envious, and Proud. Then, inside the Earth, you nust pass

around Satan and enter the deepest ring of Hell: the icy realmof the traitors.
After that you have nerely to ascend to each of the other rings. There are nine
inall, and in one of themyou will find him" She | ooked at himw th disturbing

intensity. "Take care, Paul."

"I will," he agreed. What was there about her? Not that she was the nother of
Christ; he had seen her weeping at the base of the Cross, there at the Place of
Skull's, and there had been no nagic. Something nore personal -He cut off the
specul ation. He had a job to do. He | ooked about—-and Mary was gone. She had
rej oi ned the Heavenly Throng.

Very well: he would take a census of Dante's Paradi se. Except—-how could he count
these sparkling nyriads, let alone record then? Al the souls of all the people
who had ever existed! But as he | ooked at his cal cul ator, he saw nunbers
appearing, changing. It was totaling themitself, filing themin its little
menory. Al he had to do was | ook.

He started down the slope. He seened to be nmade of spirit stuff hinself so that
he nmore or less floated with no danger of falling. The great circles of the
Heavenly Host receded, |ooking like the stars of the MIky Way, and now he
became aware of their nusic: "Goria in Excelsis..."

Rapi dly he traversed the regions of the Fixed Stars, Saturn, Jupiter, Mars, the
Sun, Venus, Mercury, and the Moon and arrived at the boundary of Purgatorio. He
really would have liked to interview sonme of the souls in these Heavens, but
feared that any delay would inperil his other nission. He did not want Jesus to
burn in Hell any |onger than necessary.

Purgatori o, however, was much nore solid and sonber. The atnosphere was gray,
the shadows deep; gnarly trees reached high in nocturnal silhouette. He felt the
wei ght of physical nmass settle about his own being. No angelic choirs here!
This was the Seventh Level, the top of the grimnountain, the habitat of Lust.
He had no need to tarry here any |onger than needed to record the spirits. He
al ready knew the mischief blind lust could | ead to.

Then he saw a wagon or chariot, set by a tree. Fromthe sky a great eagle
swooped, diving to attack, once, twice, but it sheered off at the |ast nonent,
and feathers floated over the vehicle. A crack opened in the ground, and a
dragon strove to clinb out of its depths. The nonster's tail swung up and
smashed the chariot, stirring up the feathers and | eaving the bottom knocked
out.

But | o! the chariot regenerated. Each broken part of it sprouted aninal flesh
grot esque nonsters, w nged, horned, serpentine bodied, ferocious. And upon this
hal f-1iving platform appeared a worman, busty, brassy, bol d-eyed, |ooking about
acquisitively. Her eye caught Brother Paul's, and she gave hima wanton
come-hither signal, patting the chariot beside her. A prostitute, surely, played
by the one who played all such roles: for this was the Crcle of Lust.

Brot her Paul was not tenpted this tine. But even as she gestured to him a huge
man appeared by her side, a veritable giant. He began to kiss the harlot, and
she net him eagerly—yet sinmultaneously kept an eye on Brother Paul. The giant
foll owed her gaze, saw Brother Paul, and scow ed, now resenbling the nonster
Apol I yon. He seened about to junp down fromthe chariot and attack his supposed
rival, but Brother Paul quickly retreated. He was wasting time here anyway. Then
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the giant took a whip to the nonster portion of the chariot and drove it sone

di stance away. As soon as the animals were under way, he turned his whip on his
par anour, scourgi ng her savagely. Brother Paul noved on. Once he was done with
this mssion, he would have to read the Conedy and di scover who these people
were and what their little act neant.

He crossed the river Lethe, wading through the shall owest section he could find,
careful not to drink even one drop. The |ast thing he needed now was to forget
his m ssion! He passed on down through the gl oony w | derness, nmaking sure his
cal culator was recording all the souls there. This was certainly a contrast to
Par adi se! There were not too nany overt tortures, apart froma group of naked
peopl e wal king through a fire, but there was a great deal of msery. The

Q@ uttonous of the Sixth Circle were being starved; the Avaricious were w thout
creature conforts; the Slothful stood perpetually idl e—and bored. The Proud,
down in the first Crcle, were bearing heavy stones up a hill

If this were only Purgatorio, what was Inferno |ike? He was about to find out!
Brot her Paul cane to the place where Satan's huge | egs projected fromthe
ground. But it was only a statue; the living Devil was evidently off duty at the
monent. O on business el sewhere; the Evil One was never off duty! Between those
| egs and the ground was a narrow space; this was the entry to Inferno: Hell as
Dante conceived it.

Brot her Paul nade his clinmb. At first it was down, but soon his weight shifted,
and he had to turn about and proceed headfirst. He was passing through the
center of the world right at Satan's col ossal genital! Now he was cli nbing
up—+nto Hell.

It grew cold. Wien he energed into an open chanber, he was about chest high on
the Devil-statue and in a frozen |lake. Dante's Inferno, ironically, was | ocked
inice.

Shivering fromnore than the cold, Brother Paul noved out across the | ake. The
ice was so frigid it was not slippery; it mght as well have been rock. He
paused to | ook back—and for the first tinme he saw Satan in perspective. Hugely
spreadi ng bat's wi ngs—and three faces, one white, one crinson, one black. The

bl ack face was | ooking right at Brother Paul. One eye wi nked, deliberately.

This was no statue. This was Satan Hinsel f!

Al'l Brother Paul could think of at this nonent was: suppose Satan had had
flatulence at the tinme Brother Paul was traversing the nadir? He woul d have been
bl owmn to Ki ngdom cone!

Brot her Paul turned about and ran. There was no pursuit. And why should there
be? The only escape fromHell was back the way he had cone—and Satan woul d be
there, corking the bottle.

Toward the edge of the | ake, he discovered bodies. They were frozen in the ice,
face up, staring—yet not quite unconscious. These were the Traitors to their
Benef act or s.

Brot her Paul hurried on, letting the calculator make its own tally. It hardly
seened that Satan had been fool ed, but so |long as Brother Paul renmined free, he
woul d act. Maybe this would turn out to be his own Hell: the tabul ations for
each section would be fouled up so that he would have to do them over, and over
and over, touring Hell perpetually.

The edge of the pit that contained the | ake was ringed by gi ants—ot as huge as
three-faced (not two-faced?) Satan, but six tinmes the height of a normal man.
Each had a beard sonme two neters long, covering his hairy chest, so that it was
hard to tell where the beard left off and chest began

Br ot her Paul approached the nearest. "I'mdoing a survey," he called, show ng
his calculator. He was not sure the giant could either see it or hear him "If
you will assist ne to the Eighth Crcle..."

To his surprise, the giant bent and extended one hand. Brother Paul clinbed
aboard and was quickly lifted to the top of the cliff. "Thank you," he sai d—but
the giant turned his back, ignoring him

He noved on, passing people who had their arns, |egs or even heads cut off—yet
they renmi ned conscious and in pain. Falsifiers of sone sort. Wuld Lee be anong
t hese because he had acted the role of Jesus? What was the definition of
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falsification? Surely not this!

Where woul d Lee be? Apollyon had been right: there were so nmany categories of
evil in Hell and so many souls in each that he night search of the rest of his
natural (or even his imortal) life and not find his man. Maybe that was what
Satan had in mnd. Brother Paul had to get smart and narrow it down,
drastically. Carnal Sin? No, not Lee! Mser? No, probably not. Wath? Wl
maybe. .

Br ot her Paul paused, struck by the obvious that had not been obvious until this
monent. It was not Lee and not Jesus he should be orienting on, but the

conbi nation. What part of Hell would this pair be in? Surely not anobng the
Heretics, though after what he had seen of the Church Jesus' name had spawned—
Suddenly he had it. "The Schismatics!" he exclainmed. "Those who separated from
the Mother Church." That would fit both Lee and Jesus—for Lee was a Mrnon,
certainly a schismatic sect, and Jesus hinself could no | onger accept w thout
reservation the church that had tortured and even killed in his nane.

The Schisnmatics were right here in the Eighth Crcle along with the Seducers,
Sorcerors, Thieves, Hypocrites, Liars, Evil Counselors, and other Frauds.

Brot her Paul did not agree with Dante's classifications, but had to work within
the framework that obtained here. After all, the Romans had crucified Jesus

bet ween two thieves. Wien in Rone, when in Hell...

He closed in on the Schismatic region, searching for Jesus/Lee's face. It seened
to be norning here—tine varied magically in Hell —and a nunber of souls were
rising fromtheir unconfortable slunbers on the rocks and ground. They seened to
be queuing up to pass around a certain big rock. Breakfast, maybe?

Why shoul d anyone need to sleep or eat in Hell? They were all spirits! Wll
neither literature nor religion had ever felt the need to nake sense!

Brot her Paul wal ked parallel to the line, his calculator tabulating nerrily. The
men were naked, so he could not tell from observation what schismthey were
associ ated with. He wondered where the wonen were; didn't any ferales belong to
the sects Dante frowned on? Dante had been fairly open-m nded for his tines, but
circa 1300 was not a liberal period in Europe, as they had seen

He circled the rock in the other direction fromthat taken by the |line of souls.
He cane upon activity at the far side—

God, no! he cried internally. But it was so: a denon was w el ding a great sword,
striking at the people coning through. Not randomy, but with malicious

preci sion. On one subject he | opped off the ears and nose; on another he laid
open the chest; the next he disenboweled with a terrible vertical slash from
neck to crotch.

The souls suffered these injuries wthout resistance, evasion, or even

conpl aint. Gasping with agony, they clutched thensel ves and staggered on,

bl eeding. One had his entrails | ooping out through the wound in his stomach,
dangling al nost to the ground—yet he continued noving.

Brot her Paul stepped out to intercept him for the man | ooked fanmiliar. "Sir,
let ne help you!" Yet he was not sure what he could do in the face of this
horror.

"There is no help," the man responded. "This punishment is eternal for nme. Help
he who follows nme; he is new here, not yet injured.”

"Who are you?" Brother Paul asked, recognizing the actor now. Therion

"I am Mahonet, founder of the Mslem Schism"

"Mohammed! But you're not even a Christian! You have no business in a Christian
Hel I !'"

The man made a wy snile, forgetting his agony for an instant. "You rmay know

that, | may know it. But Allah seens to have another opinion." He paused to suck
in some of his gut. "OF course, Dante is in MuslimHell, as befits an Infidel

So per haps—

"Paul "

Brot her Paul whirled around at the sound of his name. "Jesus!"

Jesus was a horrible sight. The denobn had sl ashed himin the pattern of a cross,
exposi ng his pulsating lungs, heart, liver, spleen, and part of a kidney. Yet he
lived and noved. "Wat are you doing here, Paul? | thought |I had exonerated
you. "
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Brot her Paul's shock at the sight of these gruesone wounds translated into
basel ess anger. "Nobody can exonerate ne but ne! | don't consider nyself a
sinner in the way you suppose—and if | did, 1'd damm well| suffer the puni shnent
nmysel f! No one el se can be ny surrogate!"”

Jesus was silent. "Perhaps | can nediate," Mhonet suggested. "I have no direct
interest in your quarrel."

"Who are you?" Jesus inquired.

"I am Mahonet, Prophet of Allah."

"l don't believe | know of you."

Mahoret smil ed—a sonmewhat grisly effort since he was still holding in his guts.
"Naturally not, Prophet. | canme six hundred years after your tine."

" "Prophet'? | don't understand—

"I call you that because that is how | regard you. There have been many prophets
in the history of nmen, and you were—-are—a great one. But the final prophecy to
date is mne."

"Uh, perhaps a change of subject— Brother Paul interjected.

"No, this man interests ne," Jesus said. "There is nothing |ike a good

phi | osophi cal discussion to take a man's mnd from his physical problens. Please
tell me about yourself, Prophet Mhonet."

Brot her Paul shut up. What these nen needed nobst at the nmonent was relief from
their physical agony—and nmaybe while they tal ked he would be able to think of a
nor e persuasive argunent to get Jesus out of here

"d adly, Prophet Jesus! | was born in the city of Mecca—you nmay know of it as
Mekkeh or some other variant-570 years after your own birth. That's approxi mate
because of changes and errors in the calendar. My father died before ny birth,
and ny not her passed on six years later, so | was raised by relatives."

"You had no father?" Jesus inquired.

"I'n a manner of speaking," Mhonet agreed. "Allah may be the ultimate sire of us
all, but a man requires hunman paternity too—a man to protect himand show him
right fromwong."

"Yes!" Jesus agreed. "That he may not be nocked."

"That he nay pass fromthe space of tine in the wonb when his life is a blank,
and be shown how to seek refuge in the God of nen, fromthe mischief of the
slinking pronpter who whispers in the hearts of nen."

"The m schief of Satan," Jesus agreed. "You speak well, Prophet."

Mahonet started to shrug, winced as his guts shifted, and aborted the notion. "I
speak only to guide men to the straight path, the path Allah favors."

"Did you—narry? How did you die?"

"I married as a young nan of 25," Mahonet said. "She was a rich w dow fifteen
years ny senior, but a good woman, and she put her commercial affairs in ny
hands. | was grieved when she died when | was 49."

"But how could a Prophet share his |love of God with a nmere woman?" Jesus asked.
"How could he fail to do so? Was not your blessed nother a wonan, bel oved of
God?"

Jesus was not wholly satisfied. "Wat do you know of ny nother?" And Brother
Paul , who had net the lady in Paradi se, wondered al so.

"She left her people and went out east alone," Mahonet said. "God sent his
spirit to her in the guise of a handsone man. Wen she saw hi m she was al ar ned,
fearing mschief. 'May the Merciful protect nme! If you fear God, |eave ne

alone!' she cried. But he replied 'I amthe nessenger of your God, and have cone
to give you a holy son.' And she, still alarmed, asked 'How shall | bear a child
when | ama virgin, untouched by nman?' But he sai d—=

"Uh, I'mnot sure— Brother Paul broke in, renenbering the manner Therion had
Ani mat ed questions of sex before.

"But he said, 'Such is the will of your God', " Mahonet continued firmy. "

"Your son shall be a sign to mankind, a blessing fromM. This is My decree.

Ther eupon she conceived you, and the rest followed. Mary was bl essed above al
worren—and bl essed was the man Joseph who married her and gave the child of God a
hone. | woul d have had no shane to dwell in the house of Joseph the Carpenter,
rather than in the house of an uncle."
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"Yes," Jesus agreed, and it was evident what an inpact these kind words from
this unexpected source were having on him "How did you cone to serve directly,
Pr ophet ?"

"I was troubled by the iniquities | perceived about ne," Mhonet said. "God had
revealed His WIIl to the Jews and the Christians through chosen apostles. But
the Jews corrupted the Scriptures, and the Christians perpetrated atrocities in
t he name of Jesus—

"Yes!" Jesus echoed fervently.

"One day when | was forty, in a vision the Angel Gabriel cane to nme. 'Recite!’
he charged me, and when | did not understand he repeated it three tines, and
said 'Recite in the nane of God, who created nman fromclots of blood.' Then I
understood that | nust recite God's words, and so | spoke them and wote them
down and called that book The Recital or the Koran. Actually it was put together
fromnmy witings after ny tinme, by idiots who sinply arranged the pieces in
order fromthe | ongest to the shortest, but still it serves."

"The Bible's organization is little better," Jesus murnured. "Accounts of ny
life and sayings were witten a century after ny tinme and ascribed to ny

Di sciples and call ed Gospel. The major portion of ny life and mnistry was
omitted. But | know now that matters little, for the people who call thenselves
Christians do not pay attention even to the fragnments that were recorded. They
do not |l ove their neighbors.” He grimaced. "And so you became a worker of
mracles, a Son of God? Wre you crucified al so?"

"I never had the power to work miracles, and I was not the Son of God—and i ndeed
I condemm the Christians for worshiping you as the Son of God."

" But —

"I did not say you were not the Son of God. You were and are—

"We all are," Brother Paul put in.

"But God comanded the people to worship Hm and none but Hm Wen they
started worshi ping you and all the Saints, they were perverting Hs directive.
Because they had gone astray, the Angel Gabriel cane to nme and directed ne to
bring themback to the true religion as preached by Abraham to absolute
submission to Hs WII."

"Yes," Jesus agreed a trifle doubtfully. "And yet—

"Yet the Christians have confined ne in their Hell," Mhonet finished with a
grimsmle. "Because the true heretics are not those who schisnmed fromthe main
mass of Christianity in order to worship God nore properly. The true heretics
are in charge of the Christian Church —and the Jew sh Church. And—

"And the Msl em Church?" Jesus inquired gently.

"And the Moslem Church," Mahonmet agreed. "Do they think | do not see their hate,
their alcoholic drinking, their sins? And those heretics of all churches condemn
to Hell all who seek to expose their iniquity. God is nmerciful; the rulers of

t hese Churches are not."

"And so you were killed?"

"No, | died naturally when | was no | onger needed on Earth."

Jesus nade a decision. "Prophet, | like your attitude. Your beliefs are not m ne
in all ways, but | believe you are qualified to settle the differences between
Br ot her Paul and ne."

"I will be happy to try," Mhonet said. "So long as it does not require much
physi cal exertion. Qur wounds will not heal until the night—and then each
nmor ni ng we nust wal k past the denon again. At the nmonent | cannot do nore than
tal k. "

They turned to Brother Paul. Well, why not? If this were a possible route to the
rel ease of his friend fromthis place... "It is this," Brother Paul said. "I am
of m xed descent. | have sone, uh, Nubian blood. He feels this dams ne, so for

the sake of friendship, he endures my punishnent. But | feel there is no crine
in heredity, except perhaps in Oiginal Sin, which taints all nen equally. Is
bl ack bl ood a sin?"

"There is no crime in heredity," Mahonet said. "Any person who practices right
belief and action is welconme to the house of Allah, the Conpassionate, the
Merciful. | regret that many who profess to follow nmy own prophecy do not seem
to believe this, but it is so." He turned to Jesus, gesturing toward Brother
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Paul . "Is this such a man? One who honors God in his heart as well as with his
|ips?"

"Yes," Jesus said. "But—

"l seek God," Brother Paul said. "I do not claimto have found H mor to be
wort hy of —=

"But if he were in sonme way flawed," Mahomet continued, "I woul d neither send
himto Hell nor go in his place. | would forgive him"

"Forgive him.." Jesus said, as though this were a phenonenal revelation. "As

God forgave man..."

"Therefore," Brother Paul said quickly, "having done that, there is no need for
you to suffer the tortures of Hell. Let's get out of here."

Jesus al nost agreed. But then he bal ked. "You are forgiven—but who is to forgive
ne! "

"You? You are bl anel ess!"

"Jesus is blanel ess, except perhaps for a matter of a fig tree. But the one who
pl ays the role—and plays it inperfectly—that is another matter."

Brother Paul felt a prenonition of disaster. He fought it off. "Let's get out of
here. Then we can discuss it at leisure."

"No," Lee said with growing conviction. "I see nowthat | deceived nyself and
you. It was for ny owmn crines | cane here. | ama Mrnon, and—

"What has that to do with it?" Brother Paul denanded desperately. "You have
honored your creed."

"That has not been proven," Lee insisted. "I
"Then let's put it on trial," Mahonet said. "W shall have the proof soon
enough. "

A femal e denpbn appeared. In lieu of clothes she wore bright paint: rainbow rings
around her breasts and a clown's nouth at her nether bifurcation. Another prine
role for Amaranth! "Jesus Christ nmay |leave Hell," she said. "H s host nay not,
for his heritage is tainted."

"Ah, but is it?" Mahonet denmanded. "Wat do you hold against himor his
religion?"

"l passed through Utah once,"” the denpness said. "I saw a handsome man. 'Wo is
that?' | inquired. 'That is Brigham Young, |eader of the Mdrrnons,' ny conpanion
informed ne. 'He has twenty seven wives.' 'Wiy, he ought to be hung!' | cried.

My conpanion snmiled. 'Lady, he is!'" he replied." The denpness pointed to Lee.
"H's Church is pol yganous!"

"But that is no sin," Mahonet protested. "Every nman should have four w ves, or
nore, dependi ng on circunstances."”

"Score one for the defense," Brother Paul murnmured, hiding a smle. No, the
Mohamedans woul d not condemm pol ygany!

"Well, try this on for sizel" the denpness said angrily. She whirled, nade an
obscene gesture with her bare posterier—and fromit a cloud of snobke issued. The
cl oud devel oped col or and character, and becane a picture of a wagon train of
the nineteenth century, wending its way through western America. "It is short of
supplies," the denpbness said frombehind the picture. "The | ocal inhabitants,
intimdated by the Mornons, refused to see to it. They believed the train
carried a shipnent of gold, and they wanted that wealth.” In the noving picture,
I ndians attacked. It seenmed they woul d overwhel mthe wagon train, but the nen,
worren and chil dren fought back desperately, and finally drove the Indians off.
The scene shifted. Now the | eaders of the wagon train were talking with the

Mor nons. " The Mornons were on good ternms with the Indians,” the denpness
expl ai ned. "They prom sed to guide the train safely through the hostile
territory if the travelers surrendered their weapons so as not to seemto
threaten the Indians." The picture showed the turnover of weapons and the
resunption of travel

"No!" Lee cried in the throes of an agony that seened worse than that of his
wounds.

"Yes!" the lady denon insisted gleefully. "It was a trap. The guide led the
train into an exposed place. Indians attacked it again, and the guide joined the
Indians, and this tine massacred the defenseless travelers. The attack was | ed
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by Mrnmons, whose | eader was John Doyl e Lee."

"My nanesake!" Lee said brokenly. "Betrayer and nurderer! That nanme was passed
along to ne with such pride—=

Brot her Paul wi nced. No wonder Lee was hurting! "But the fact that your nanesake
Lee may have been guilty of such a crinme does not make the whol e Mornmon Church
guilty," he protested. "Did the Mdrnons defend Lee's action?"

"No," Lee adnitted. "He was tried and condemmed. But—

"And you can not be blanmed for sonething that happened | ong before your birth,"
Br ot her Paul continued. "Can he, Mahonet?"

"I would not accept this version of original sin," Mhonet agreed.

"I'"'mnot finished!" the |ady denon said, reappearing. "This man is a nenber of a
pl agi ari zed faith."

"Plagiarized faith!" Lee exclaimed. "That's a hellish liel"

"Say you so? Watch this," she cried, doing her bit with the snoke again. This
time the scene was of a man witing a manuscript. "This is Sol onon Spaul di ng, a
Congregationalist mnister and woul d-be author, witing a novel in 1810," she
announced. "He wote several novels, but never had them published. His interest
was in the origin of the American |ndians—the Amerinds, and he liked to

conj ecture about their possible connections with the people across the Atlantic
Ccean. He died in 1816."

"That has nothing to do with me or ny religion!" Lee protested.

The scene shifted. Now it was a bl anket stretched across a cabin. "This is
Joseph Smith, founder of the Myrnon Church," the denpness said. "He hides

hi nsel f so that his ananuensi s can not perceive himplagiarizing from

Spaul ding's novel, and the King Janmes Bible, and other sources to fashion The
Book of Mornon."

"No!" Lee cried. "The Book of Mdrnon is a divine revelation!"

"And when it becane too cunbersone dictating these divine revelations to the
scribe, Smith sinply used sheets from Spaul ding's original manuscript. 'First
Nephi' is an exanple."

"No!" But the cry sounded like that of a man with his neck in the guillotine.
"Then you explain the origin of The Book of Mrmon," she chall enged.

"I't was witten by nenbers of the Nephite Nation, the [ ast of whom was Moroni
who conceal ed the records at the place |later called Cunorah, New York State.
There these engraved plates of gold remained fromA. D. 400 until A D. 1827
when the resurrected Moroni gave themto Joseph Smith for translation and
publication. This translation is The Book of Mornon."

"The prosecution rests," the denpbness said. "Do you still believe that noronic
| egend?" And Lee was silent.

"That is a problem" Mhonet said. "If your entire religion is based on a |ie—=
"No!" Brother Paul cried. "Maybe the origins of the Murnons are suspect, or
maybe it is all a great libel. It doesn't matter! What matters is what the

religion is today. Many worthy religions have foundered when their adherents
forgot their original principles—but here is a religion that becane greater than
its origin! The Mdrnons today constitute one of the nost powerful forces for
good on Earth. Their uprightness stands in stark contrast to the hypocrisy of so
many of the nore conventional religions. Therefore, there is no crine in this
man who has faithfully honored the fine principles of his faith. Let us crucify
no nore people for being than we are!"

Lee seened stunned. The denpness, a | ook of sheer fury on her pretty face, faded
away. Mahonet shook his head thoughtfully. "Yes, Brother, | believe you are
correct. W& nust judge what is, not what was. On that basis—

"To hell with what was!" Brother Paul cried. "This man is as nuch |ike Jesus
Christ as a contenporary man can be. He bel ongs anong the living."

"What is," Lee repeated. "I have been haunted by what was." Then his face
glowed—+titerally. "W have no further business in Hell," Jesus said. "Hel

itself has no business existing. Prophets |ike Mahonet and good nen |ike Brother
Paul —what the Hell are they doing in Hell! | never preached hellfire; | preached
forgi veness—for nmen and for institutions." He stood straight, and his horrible
wounds cl osed and heal ed i n seconds. He gestured to Mahomet —and the Prophet's
guts fol ded back into his body cavity, and the skin seal ed snoothly around them

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%202%20-%20Vison%200f%20Tarot.txt (109 of 120) [1/19/03 8:31:38 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%202%20- %20V ison%200f %20T arot. txt
"Cone, friends—we nust abolish this atrocity." And he strode back toward the
rock where the denon was still hacking hel pl ess souls apart. Al along the way
he gestured at the wounded: "Rise, take up your bodies, and follow ne!" And they
were restored.
The denon gl anced up as Jesus approached. "Wat, heal ed already?" it exclai med.
"Il split youin tw!" And it struck hard.
The sword bounced off Jesus's flesh and broke into two fragments. The denobn
stared, then backed away. Then, as Jesus continued advanci ng, the denon screaned
interror and fl ed.
The heal ed soul s gathered around. "W are saved!" they cried joyfully. They
cl osed ranks and narched behind like a swelling army. They sang hyms of
victory. Before themall the | egions of denbns were seized with terror and
scranbl ed out of the way. Hell was in revolt.
Down they marched into the frozen Ninth Crcle—-and the ice cracked and shattered
as the souls buried within it cane to life to join the throng. Even the giants
ringing this circle nerged with the marchers, and the sheer cliff crunbled to
forma gently sloping ranp.
They came in sight of nobnstrous Satan Hinself. Jesus paused. "O Thou Prince of
Destruction,”" he cried indignantly, "the scorn of God's angels, |oathed by al
ri ght eous persons! Wiy didst thou venture w thout either reason or justice to
bring to this region a person innocent and righteous? Suffer now the penalty
of =
"No, wait!" Brother Paul cried, putting a restraining hand on Jesus' rising arm
"Even Satan has only been doing Hi s job. You nust forgive H malso!"
"Forgi ve Satan?" Jesus was amazed, and so were Mahonet and all the nultitude of
regenerate souls.
"Besides," Brother Paul continued, renenbering. "I haven't finished ny survey of
souls." And he showed his calculator still zipping through the nunbers. "It
woul d be false pretenses to start a survey and then incite ariot."
Jesus paused, gl ancing at Mahonet. Then, as one, they burst out | aughing.
Suddenly all Hell was |aughing, even the denpons. A mad tangle of bodies forned
as | aughing souls coll apsed upon each other. And, overriding it deafeningly,
canme the | aughter of Satan Hi nmsel f: "HO HO HO HO HO "
Hel | dissolved into chaos. Like snmoke it lifted, leaving themstanding in a
val | ey, | aughi ng uncontroll ably.

X

Transfer: 19

There is a story about a man who wi shed to reward three of his faithfu

enpl oyees. To each he offered the choice between a lunp of gold worth a snall
fortune—and a Bible. The first enployee considered both, but he was not a
religious man, and so he took the gold. The second enpl oyee westled with his
consci ence for sone tine, but finally, apologetically, explained that he had a
famly with sick children and many debts and had to take the gold. The third,

t hough obviously tenpted by the gold, finally settled on the Bible. Wen he
opened it, bills of high denonmination fell out from between the pages. In their
aggregate, they anounted to nmuch nore than the value of the gold had been.

The obvious noral of this story is that by seeking faith instead of worldly
riches, a person may acquire nore riches than he woul d ot herwi se have done. The
problemis that this justifies the Bible not for itself, but for the profit that
may be in it. That is a perversion of the Bible's nmeaning. Wen people use the
Bi ble as a nmeans to pronote the acquisition of wealth, the noneychangers have
surely taken over the Tenple, and Christianity has becone nerely another

busi ness.

In the distance the two outside watchers stood. "This tine let's make sure we
have the child," Brother Paul said as his |aughter subsided.

But it was all right, for Amaranth and a smaller figure were wal king toward
them This tinme all of themwere energing! "The child!'" Ms. Ellend exclai ned as
the parties joined. "You found her!"

"You all have emerged," Pastor Runford said darkly. "But are you all sane? You
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were |laughing crazily when the mst lifted."

"W are all sane," Brother Paul said. "But it wasn't easy."

"Not easy at all!" Lee agreed shakily, running one hand cautiously over his
chest.

"You nust rest," Ms. Ellend said. "Tonorrow we shall hear your report."
"I"'mnot sure we're ready to make a full report," Brother Paul said, glancing at
Lee.

"You make ne very curious what occurs within those Animations," Ms. Ellend
said. "W perceive only the fringe effects. Wien you went in this tinme, there
seenmed to be a | andscape with a river and a tree, but then a storm obscured the
tree. When it cleared we saw t he Sphinx."

"And the Great Pyrami d," Pastor Runford put in gruffly. "The Bible in Stone.
Anal ysis of its neasurenents reveals the com ng of Arnageddon. Jehovah inspired
Pharaoh to build it according to a secret key—

"But the Pyramid is Matter," Ms. Ellend protested. "The realmof the real is
Spiritual, not Material. Matter is an error of statement. Al disease is
illusion; Jesus established this fundanental fact when he cast out devils and
made people well."

"Jesus was a good man," Lee murnured, his eyes closed. "W would do well to pay
better heed to his values today."

"At any rate, after a tinme the Sphinx faded, replaced by what seened to be an
Earthly airline terminal," Ms. Ellend continued. "Then it became opaque unti
just now when there seened to be giants noving in flanmes. Could that have been
soneone' s concept of the Infernal Region?"

"There is no Infernal Region!" the Pastor exclained. "The concept is a

m stransl ati on of the Hebrew word Sheol, meaning the grave."

"There is Hell," Ms. Ellend said. "It exists inlife. It is error, hatred,

| ust, sickness, and sin."

"Yes!" Lee agreed. "Nothing in the Afterlife can match the tortures we inflict
upon ourselves in this life."

"Ch, | don't know about that," Therion began. "Satan has resources—

"Pl ease, can we go hone?" the child asked plaintively. "I"mvery tired."

"OfF course, child," Ms. Ellend said, softening. "Your father will be happy to
see you— She broke off.

"Condi ti on unchanged?" Lee inquired guardedly.

Ms. Ellend nodded gravely. "I shall try to talk to him perhaps | can nmake him
understand that his nmalady is illusory. But perhaps— She turned to Amaranth.
"Perhaps this child could stay with you tonight. You have shared much

experi ence—

"What's the matter with ny father?" Carol yn demanded. She was a brown-haired
girl of about twelve, sonewhat dark conpl exioned in contrast to the rather fair
girl of the Animation. Her dress was runpled and soiled by her long stay in the
wi | derness, and her | ocks were tangl ed.

"The Swami is unconscious," Pastor Runford said. "He sought you during the I|ast
rift in Aninmation and suffered hinself."

Br ot her Paul was chagrined. "The Swam —her natural father?"

"He was opposed to this experinent," Pastor Runford said. "As nmany of us were. |
differ with himon many things, but on this he was reasonable. But since we were
overruled by the najority, he felt a representative of our view should be within
the Aninmation area. Hi s daughter agreed to be a Watcher. Wen all energed safely
except her, he must have been distracted. He has already suffered grievously
fromthe things of this planet."

"Bigfoot killed nmy mother," the girl said. Brother Paul still thought of her as
Car ol yn.
"This is horrible!" Brother Paul exclainmed. "I never suspected—

"Per haps we should have infornmed you of these things," Ms. Ellend said soberly.
"But under the Covenant —
"Come honme with nme," Amaranth told Carol yn.

"No! | want to go with Brother Paul," she cried.
Surprised and flattered, Brother Paul put out his hand to her. "I am staying
with the Reverend Siltz. |I'mnot sure he would approve."
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"Go with him" Lee said. "W can nmake other arrangenents as necessary."

Carolyn flashed Lee a grateful smile. "Thank you, sir."

"The group of you appear to have devel oped an unusual rapport,” Ms. Ellend
observed. "My fermale curiosity wars with nmy scientific detachnent. | wonder

whet her the entire colony would benefit fromimersion in Ani mati on?"

"Appal ling!" Pastor Runford excl ai ned.

"W have undergone phenonenal nutual experience," Therion said. "But | doubt the
full colony would survive it, let alone profit by it."

Now t hey reached the village and separated. Brother Paul took Carolyn to Siltz's
house. The Reverend was not there—but Jeanette was. The dimnutive suitor of the
Conmuni st's son sat with her back against the door, weaving a basket from
flexible strips of wood. "I amlurking for the Reverend," she announced. "I want
to know what he thinks of trial narriage."

Reverend Siltz woul d expl ode! But this was not properly Brother Paul's business.
"I think it would be all right to wait inside," he said. "I am his house guest,
and if you could hel p— He indicated the bedraggl ed Carol yn.

"What is the Swami's child doing with you?" Jeanette demanded.

"She is tired froma long ordeal in Animation, and her father is ill," Brother
Paul expl ained. That was an oversinplification, but it would have to do.

"OF course I'Il help," Jeanette said, deciding in a flash. "Conme on in, child;
we'll get you cleaned in a jiffy." She took the girl by the arm guiding her

The woman was barely taller than the child, but there was no confusing the two:
Carolyn was thin and somewhat awkward, while Jeanette was full-bodi ed and
decisive. In noments they were busy in the wash area, and Brother Paul sank into
a wooden chair, relieved

Soon they joined him Carolyn was now clean, and her hair was neatly brushed.
"You're awful nice," she told Jeanette. "Since ny nother died, | never—

"No need to dwell on that," Jeanette said.

"l have to," Carolyn said. "Wien | get tired | get scared, and |'mawful tired,
and | have to tell sonmeone or | can't sleep."

Jeanette's brow furrowed. "Wat are you afraid of ?"

"Bi gfoot. He prowl s around, and he killed ny nother, and now he's prowing for
me. | hear himcomng, and | scream—

"I woul d have thought that was a foolish fear," Brother Paul said. "But | net

Bi gf oot when we were searching for you. He went after Amaranth—

"Who?" Jeanette asked.

"The woman of |.A O ," Brother Paul explained. "I don't know her real nane, but
she watches the amaranth field, so—~
"She does look a little like nmy nother,’
confused. "

"I tried to stop Bigfoot," Brother Paul continued. "But it was stronger. |If the
Breaker hadn't come—

Carol yn said. "Bigfoot probably got

"I know," Carolyn said. "I was com ng out, but then | saw Bigfoot, and | had to
run back into ny fantasy city."
"Bigfoot ran into the Animation too," Brother Paul said. "I'mglad he didn't

catch you." Understatenent of the day!

"I made a big river, and he couldn't get across," she said, smling. "Wien | was
alone, | could control the effect sone. Bigfoot stornmed and ranted, but it
couldn't get nme. But oh, it scared ne!" Her shoul ders shook

Brot her Paul got up and put his arm around her shoul ders, hol ding her close.
"You father the Swam can surely protect you."

"Bi gf oot only cones when he's away!" she cried. "That's how Bi gf oot got ny

nmot her! It waited until ny father was away, and—

Jeanette frowned. "Bigfoot does prowl around a lot. | thought it was just a

nui sance fromwhen the stornms bring the Animation fringe. But with your father
out of circulation— She glanced up. "Wy is Bigfoot after you? Wiy did it kil
your not her?"

"I don't know'! Carolyn cried. "It hates ny father, and—

Br ot her Paul squeezed her shoulders reassuringly. "It is a conprehensible, if
not defensible syndronme. The Swam knows nartial art and has very strong psychic
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force. Bigfoot may resent him but be unable to overconme himdirectly, so it
tries to hurt himthrough those close to him Hs famly."

Carol yn put her face against his chest and cried. "That's why | wanted to be
with you," she sobbed. "I"'mnot close to ny father, really; we're of different
religions. | thought sonehow-you' re so strong and patient, you' d nake such a
good father— thought we could just get on an airplane and go away sonewhere
where they never heard of Aninmation, where Bigfoot couldn't ever find nme—eh, |I'm
sorry!”

"So it was your Aninmation, rather than mine," Brother Paul said, anazed. "I

t hought | had energed from Ani mati on—

Carolyn tore herself away from hi mbut Jeanette caught her and hel d her instead.
"Dear child! There's nothing wong in wanting a real famly. That's worth
fighting for! That's what |'mfighting for. The only thing wong is to give up
your dream "

"But it didn't work!" Carolyn sobbed. "W had such a wonderful tinme for a while,
visiting his old school, but then | started being afraid he

woul d—aoul d—sonet hing terri ble woul d happen to him Because of ne. And then it
all went wong, and we got on the wong plane and lost in the station, and it
was all ny fault—=

"I't wasn't your fault!" Brother Paul cried. "It wasn't your Aninmation, either
You nay have started it, but |-—=

"So | sneaked away, so as not to be a burden to hi manynore—

"You nearly destroyed ne!" Brother Paul cried. "I was afraid you woul d get
abducted or run over—

"No, | just got in another Animation, |ike the other one, when | played the
Buddha—

"You played Buddha?" Brother Paul demanded. Yet her size and appearance ji bed.
Change the hair—easily done in Animation!—and she could resenble a little man,
sitting under the Bo Tree. He had found her w thout knowing it!

"Yes. | know about Indian history because of ny religion, so it was easy to—
"What is your religion?"

"I worship the Nine Unknown Men. My nother taught ne. My father didn't like it
too much, but since it relates sone to his religion, he let it be."

"l don't know that religion," Brother Paul said. "Tell nme about it."

Carol yn di sengaged from Jeanette. "I'mokay now, | think. It—+'Il have to start
at the beginning, if it doesn't bother you. After what | did to you—=

Brot her Paul | ooked her in the eyes. "One thing we nust get straight. You did

nothing to ne. Nothing bad, | nean. You showed ne somethi ng about nyself | never
suspected before. | want a fanmily too! | want a daughter |ike you."

She brightened. "You do?"

"I was confused at first in that Animation. | thought | was back in—n the
mundane world, as | said. | knew | didn't have a daughter, so it took ne sone
time to acclimtize. But when | did— He spread his hands. "I took over that

sequence and carried it forward the way | wanted it to go. Now | can't get used
to the notion of not having a daughter |ike you."
"Daughters are good too," Jeanette agreed. "Sons and daughters."

"But you are the child of another man," Brother Paul said to Carolyn. "I am here
for a few days; then | will be gone. | cannot take anyone with nme; Earth spent
nmore energy than it |liked sending me here, and that's the linmt. The Swam is
your real father. | would not contribute to the alienation of = He had to stop

Wiy coul dn't she have been his child? He would so gladly have taken her away
fromall this, back to Earth and—=

He cane up abruptly against reality. And what? Even if Earth were to allow

anot her person to mattermit, there was no life he could provide for her back on
Earth! In the Aninmation he had been married with a home to take her back to. In
real life his home was the Holy Order of Vision. A fine institution, but no
substitute for a personal famly. "Explain your religion," he concl uded.

"Well, it started with Asoka," she said. "The Enperor Asoka of |ndia who was
born in 273 B.C. He was the grandson of Chandra-gupta who unified India. But
there was still some land to add. So Asoka conquered Kalinga. His arny killed a
hundred t housand nmen in battle. Wen he saw all that gore he was horrified at
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such nmassacre. He renounced that kind of conquest and declared that the only
true conquest was to win nen's hearts. By being kind and dutiful and pious, and
letting all creatures be free to live as they pleased. So he converted to
Buddhi sm—=

"Beautiful!" Jeanette nurnured.

"He was such a good Buddhist that a | ot of other people joined too. Buddhi sm
spread through India and Ceyl on and | ndon—+ndon—

"I ndonesi a," Brother Paul supplied.

"Yes. | can't renenber all those otherworld names as well as ny nother coul d.
But Asoka respected all religions; he didn't nmake anybody turn Buddhist, and he
didn't prosecute—s that right?"

" 'Persecute'," Brother Paul said.

"You sure woul d make a good Daddy! He let each religion do its own thing, a
little like the way it is here, only without all the screamng. He was a
vegetarian, and he wouldn't touch alcohol. | think he was the best nonarch
ever!™

"Hi story agrees," Brother Paul said. "Asoka was one of the finest."

"But he knew he wouldn't rule forever. He wanted to stop nen fromusing their

m nds for evil. So he founded the wonderful secret society to do this. That's
the Nine Unknown Men."

"But that was thousands of years ago,

Jeanette protested. "Wiat happened after

t hey di ed?"
"They trained new nen, each generation. So there have always been nine, right up
till today, and each one is the wisest man there is. They have a secret

| anguage, and each one wites a book on his science. One knows psychol ogy.

Anot her knows fizz—=

"Physi ol ogy," Brother Paul said.

"Yes. He knows so nuch about it that he can kill a man just by touching him
Sone of his secrets | eaked once, and now they are used in judo."

"Judo!" Brother Paul exclainmed.

"That's a way of fighting," she said hel pfully.

"Uh, yes, | understand. That strikes nme as an excellent religion. But how do you
know the identities of these Nine Men?"

"l don't. Nobody does. Except thenselves. But | worship what they do because
they are working to save us all. They are around sonewhere, and— She paused
shyly. "Well, | think naybe—+ don't know-ny father the Swami Kundalini m ght be
one. He knows so nuch—

Br ot her Paul | ooked past her—and there stood the Reverend Siltz in the doorway.

Brot her Paul junped up. "I didn't see you, Reverend!" he cried. "W were just—
"l have been here for sone tine," Siltz said. "I did not wish to interrupt the
child."

Jeanette turned. "Reverend, | cane to— She |ooked at Carolyn, not wanting to
bring up such a subject in the hearing of the child. "It doesn't matter now.
I"I'l go."

Siltz pointed a finger at her. "The first grandson. Al so the first

gr anddaught er. Conmuni st. "

Jeanette's eyes wi dened. "You proffer conprom se?"

"Granddaughters are good too," Siltz said defensively. "Sonetines even better
than grandsons."

"I will not bargain for religion!" Jeanette said. "Anything else, not that. Al
will be Scientologist."

"Now who's the pighead?" Siltz demanded. "My son is outside.
"That's dirty fighting!" she cried.

"All's fair in love and war," Siltz said. "I amnot certain which one this is or
whether it is both. The first two children—even if both are female. My fina

of fer!™

"I will not speak to you!" Jeanette flounced out. It was an inpressive exit.
Siltz | ooked after her. He smled grimy. "Two granddaughters |ike her. Church
of Communi sm They woul d convert the whole planet!”

"I did not realize your son was back," Brother Paul said. "I—=
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"You want a daughter. So do |," Siltz said. "Do not be concerned. There is room
My son will not sleep here tonight."

"Ch, | would not think of—

"I do not know where lvan will sleep or what he will do," Siltz continued
sternly. "But tonorrowwe shall see who is ready to conprom se."

Brot her Paul thought of Jeanette, vibrant in her ire, encountering the young man
outside. The man she | oved and wanted to marry. "She's right. You are fighting
dirty."

Siltz nodded with deep satisfaction.

"I't's like the Dozens," Carolyn said, smling. "You have to turn the other
person's thrust on hinself."

"A dozen what?" Siltz asked

"Never mind that!" Brother Paul snapped nore to her than to him From whose mind
had conme those sickening insults of the Dozens in that scene? He squeezed out
that conjecture and oriented on Siltz. "I have a problem As you nay have
overheard, we had consi derabl e adventures in Aninmation—but | cannot say we found
God. | amnot sure it is possible to find God this way. Yet | hate to di sappoint
the col ony."

Siltz considered. "I have only inmperfect know edge of your experience in

Ani mation. But fromwhat | overheard, you found the greatest neaning in the
personal visions, not those of religion. Could it be you are |looking in the
wrong pl ace?"

"But nmy missionis to find God, not to anuse nyself!"

"You seened closer to God when you put your arm about this child and conforted
her, than when you talked religion." Siltz glanced at Carolyn who was in a
chair. "She sleeps.”

Just like that! One nonment she was ready to discuss the Dozens; the next she had
clicked out. Adults tended to |ose that ability, which nmade them safer drivers
but also | ess endearing. "She had a |ong, hard haul," Brother Paul agreed. "How
can | find God by catering to ny wish for a child?"

"You nade the obvious plain to ne, a better way to heat ny house—by not heating
it. Perhaps you could find God better—by finding yourself. You nust believe you
are worthy to judge God."

"I''"l'l never believe that! I'mnot worthy to judge God! | have seen depths of
depravity in nme that make nme unfit to judge anyone! |— Brother Paul stopped.
"That's why | can't conplete this mssion. | know |I'm not—=

"Then what are you worthy to find?"

"Satan," Brother Paul said norosely. "W had a snall vision of Hell just before
we energed from Animation. | seek God—but | fear ny affinities are closer to the

Devil ."
"I's not Satan also a God?"
Brot her Paul stared at him "You nean—+ should search for Satan?"

"l cannot answer that. | only know that when | |ooked well at the little devi
who pursued ny son, | found a certain affinity for her. | saw how gentle she was
with the child. So in exam ning the devil, | discovered instead an angel. | do

not believe in your Satan—but is it possible he too would have nerits? Perhaps
he only seens evil because we do not understand himwell enough."

Br ot her Paul paced about the small room "Sonehow I am rem nded of the
Tenperance card of Tarot. A wonan pouring water fromone jug into another, as if
oxygenating it, renewing its life. Pouring a soul fromone vessel to another,
transferring the essence of a person fromone life to another. Maybe from Earth

to Hell. And you—you are transferring my thrust fromone direction to another
Maybe, with precession, it would work."
"We nust all |ook where we nust |ook," Siltz agreed, "and do what we nust do.

Some orient on gold, others on the Bible—but who is to say who is right and who
w ong—er whether there are such things as right and wong? It is obvious that
Heaven has nore nerit than Hel |l —yet what is obvious is not necessarily true."

Br ot her Paul nodded thoughtfully. He was thinking of the way huge Satan in
Dante's Inferno had winked at him Surely that was a shall ow concept of Satan,
one that could be |Iaughed of f—and i ndeed they had done just that. But what woul d
happen if he now went to interview the real Satan? He had been nore or less a
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spectator in a framework designed for Lee's torture. This tinme the torture would
be attuned to Paul hinself.

Yet as he pondered, it seened increasingly necessary. He had tried to exam ne
the Gods of others from an objective standpoint and fail ed because he did not
know enough about them He had tried to examine his own Christian religion and
failed again. The answer, ultimately, had to lie within hinself—and to know

hi nsel f, he would have to put hinself to the test. Only then would be able to
prove his own fitness to judge God. As Lee had put hinself to the test in his
Hel | —-and found, after suffering and doubt, vindication

The surest test of Brother Paul hinmself would be found in his own, persona
Hel | .

Appendi x: ANl MATI ON TAROT

The Ani mati on Tarot deck of concepts as recreated by Brother Paul of the Holy
Order of Vision consists of thirty Triunphs roughly equivalent to the twenty-two
Trunps of contenporary conventional Tarot decks, together with five variously
tilted suits roughly equivalent to the four conventional suits plus Aura. Each
suit is nunbered fromone through ten, with the addition of four "Court" cards.
The thirty Triunphs are represented by the table of contents of this novel, and
keys to their conplex nmeanings and derivations are to be found within the
appl i cabl e chapters. For conveni ence the Triunphs are presented bel ow, followed
by a tabular representation of the suits, with their nmeanings or sets of

meani ngs (for upright and reversed fall of the cards); the synbols are described
by the italicized words. Since the suits are nore than nere collections of
concepts, five essays relating to their fundanental nature follow the chart.

No Ani mation Tarot deck exists in published format present. Brother Paul used a
pack of three-by-five-inch file cards to represent the one hundred concepts,
simply witing the neani ngs on each card and sketching the synbols hinself,
together with any other notes he found pertinent. These were not as pretty or
conveni ent as published cards, but were satisfactory for divination, study,
entertai nnent, business and nmeditation as required. A full discussion of each
card and the special conventions relating to the Aninmation deck woul d be too
conplicated to cover here, but those who wish to make up their own decks and use
them shoul d di scover revelations of their own. According to Brother Paul's
vision of the future, this deck will eventually be published, perhaps in both
archai ¢ (Wal dens) and future (Cluster) forms, utilizing in the first case

medi eval inmages and in the second case i mages drawn fromthe nyriad cul tures of
the Galactic Custer, circa 4500 A.D. It hardly seens worthwhile for interested
persons to wait for that.

SUI' T CARDS

NATURESC! ENCEFAI THTRADEART
1DoThi nkFeel HaveBe

Scept er Swor dCupCoi nLemni scat e
2Anbi t i onHeal t hQuest | ncl usi onSou

Dri veSi cknessDr eanExcl usi onSel f

Tor chScal pel Grai | Ri ngAur a
3G owl ntel | i genceBount yGai nPer specti ve

ShrinkCuri osityW ndf al | LossExperi ence

Tr eeHazeCor nucopi aWeel Hol ogr aph
4Lever ageDeci si onJoyl nvest ment | nf or mati on

Travel Commi t ment Sorrow nheritanceliteracy

LevertenPandora's BoxGear sBook
51 nnovat i onEqui |l i bri unBSecuri t yPer manenceBal ance
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Suspi ci onSt asi sConf i nenent EvanescenceJudgnent

Band of d oryKitelLockPentacl eScal es
6AdvanceFr eedomlenpt ati onG ft Change

Retreat Restrai nt Gui | t Theft St agnati on

Bri dgeBal | oonBot t | ePackageMbi us Strip
7Ef f ort PeacePr oni seDef enseBeaut y

Error War Thr eat Vul nerabi I i tyUgl i ness

Ladder Pl owshi pShi el dFace
8Power Vi ct orySati sfacti onSuccessConsci ence

I mpot enceDef eat Di sappoi nt ment Fai | ur eRut hl essness

Rocket Fl agM rror Cr ownYi n- Yang
9Acconpl i shnent Tr ut hLoveWeal t hLi ght

Conservat i onErr or Hat ePover t yDar k

Tr ophyKeyKl ei n Bott| eMoneyLanp
10Hunger Sur vi val Repr oducti onDi gni t yl nage

Phal | usSeedWonbEggConpost

ENERGYGASLI QUI DSOLI DPLASNVA

COURT CARDS
NATURESCI ENCEFAI THTRADEART
PAGEChi | d of FireChild of AirChild of WaterChild of EarthChild of Aura
KNI GHTYout h of WorkYouth of Troubl eYouth of LoveYouth of MpneyYout h of
Spirit
QUEENLady of ActivitylLady of ConflictLady of EnotionLady of StatuslLady of
Expressi on
KI NGvan of NatureMan of ScienceMan of FaithMan of TradeMan of Art
ENERGYGASL| QUI DSOLI DPLASNVA

TRI UMPHS

0 —Folly (Fool)

1 —sSkill (Magician)

2 —Menory (H gh Priestess)
&#8734; — Unknown (CGhost)
—Action (Enpress)

— Power ( Enper or)
—Intuition (H erophant)
— Choi ce (Lovers)
—Precession (Chariot)
—Enotion (Desire)

—Di scipline (Strength)
10 —Nature (Famly)

11 —Chance (\Weel of Fortune)
12 —Time (Sphi nx)

13 —Reflection (Past)

14 —WII (Future)

15 —Honor (Justice)

16 —Sacrifice (Hanged Man)
17 —Change (Deat h)

18 —Vision (I magi nation)

©oo~NO Ok~ W
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19 —Transfer (Tenperance)

20 —Viol ence (Devil)

21 —Revel ation (Lightning-Struck Tower)
22 —Hope/ Fear (Star)

23 —Deception (Moon)

24 —Triunph (Sun)

25 —Reason (Thought)

26 —Deci sion (Judgnent)

27 —W sdom ( Savant)

28 —Conpl etion (Universe)

NATURE

The Goddess of Fertility was popular in spring. Prinmitive peoples believed in
sympat hetic magi c: that the exanples of nen affect the processes of nature—that
human sexual ity makes the plants nmore fruitful. To make sure nature got the
message, they set up the Tree of Life, which was a giant phallus, tw ce the

hei ght of a man, pointing stiffly into the sky. Nubile young wonen capered about
it, singing and wapping it with bright ribbons. This celebration settled on the
first day of May, and so was called May Day, and the phallus was called the
Maypol e. The nodern pronotion of My Day by Comuni st countries has led to its
decline in the Western world, but its underlying principle remains strong. The
Maypol e is the same Tree of Life found in the Garden of Eden, and is represented
in the Tarot deck of cards as the synmbol for the Suit of Nature: an upright rod
fornmed of living, often sprouting wood. This suit is variously titled Wands,
Staffs, Scepters, Batons, or, in conventional cards, Cubs. Life permeates it;

it is the male principle, always ready to grow and plant its seed. It also
relates to the classic "elenent” of Fire, and associates with all manner of
firearnms, rockets, and explosives. In religion, this rod becomes the scepter or
crozier, and it can al so be considered the neasuring rod of faith, the "canon."

FAlI TH

The true source of the nmultiple |legends of the Grail is unknown. Perhaps this
famous chalice was originally a femal e synbol used in pagan fertility rites, a
counterpart to the phallic Maypole. But it is best known in Christian mythol ogy
as the goblet forned froma single |arge enerald, fromwhich Jesus Christ drank
at the Last Supper. It was stolen by a servant of Pontius Pilate, who washed his
hands fromit when the case of the presunptuous King of the Jews cane before
him Wen Christ was crucified, a rich Jew, who had been afraid before to
confess his belief, used this cup to catch sone of the blood that flowed from
Jesus's wounds. This man Joseph deposited Jesus's body in his own tonb, from

whi ch Jesus was resurrected a few days later. But Joseph hinself was punished;
he was inprisoned for years without proper care. He received food, drink and
spiritual sustenance fromthe Gail, which he retained, so that he survived
When he was rel eased, he took the Grail to England, where he settled in 63 A D.
He began the conversion of that region to Christianity. The Gail was handed to
his successors fromgeneration to generation until it came at last to Sir

Gal ahad of King Arthur's Round Table. Only the chaste were able even to perceive
it. The Grail may also relate to the Cornucopia, or Horn of Plenty, the ancient
synbol of the bounty of growing things. It is the cup of love and faith and
fruitful ness, the container of the classic "elenent"” of water, and the synbol of
the essential fenmale nature (i.e., the wonb) represented in the Suit of Cups of
the Tarot.

TRADE

It is intriguing to conjecture which of the human instincts is strongest. Many
peopl e assune it is sex, the reproductive urge—but an interesting experinent
seens to refute that. A group of volunteers including several nmarried couples
was systematically starved. As hunger intensified, the pin-up pictures of girls
were replaced by pictures of food. The sex inmpul se decreased, and sone couples
broke up. Food domi nated the conversation. This suggests that hunger is stronger
than sex. Similarly, survival—the instinct of self preservati on—seens stronger
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than hunger, for a starving person will not eat food he knows is poisoned, or
drink salt water when dehydrating on a raft in the ocean. This hierarchy of
instincts seens reasonable, for any species nust secure its survival before it
can successfully reproduce its kind. Yet there may be an even nore fundanental
instinct than these. Wen the Jews were confined brutally in Nazi concentration
deat h- canps, they cooperated with each other as well as they could, sharing
their bel ongi ngs and scraps of food in a civilized manner. There, the last thing
to go was personal dignity. The Nazis did their utnost to destroy the dignity of
the captives, for people who retained their pride had not been truly conquered.
Thus dignity, or status, or the perception of self-worth, may be the strongest
human instinct. It is represented in the Tarot as the Suit of Disks, or
Pentacl es, or Coins, and associates with the "element"” Earth, and w th noney
(the ignorant person's status), and business or trade. Probably the origina
synbol was the blank disk of the Sun (gold) or Mon (silver).

MAG C

In the Garden of Eden, Adam and Eve were tenpted by the Serpent to eat of the
fruit of the Tree of Know edge of Good and Evil. The fruit is unidentified;
popularly it is said to be the apple (i.e., breast), but was nore probably the
banana (i.e., phallus). Qbviously the forbi dden know edge was sexual. There was
a second special Tree in the Garden: the Tree of Life, which seens to have been
rel ated. Since the human couple's acquisition of sexual know edge and shame
caused themto be expelled fromEden and subject to the nortality of Earthly
exi stence, they had to be provided an alternate neans to preserve their kind.
This was procreation—+inked punitively to their sexual transgression. Thus the
fruit of "know edge" led to the fruit of "life," forever tainted by the Oigina
Sin.

Naturally the couple woul d have escaped this fate if they coul d, by sneaking
back into Eden. To prevent re-entry to the Garden, God set a flaming sword in
the way. This was perhaps the origin of the synbol of the Suit of Swords of the
Tarot, representing the "element” of air. The Sword associates with viol ence
(war), and with science (scalpel) and intellect (intangible): God' s manifest
masculinity. Yet this vengeful if versatile weapon was transformed in Christian
tradition into the synbol of Salvation: the Crucifix, in turn transformed by the
bending of its extremties into the Nazi Swastika. And so as man proceeds from
the ancient faith of Magic to the nodern specul ati on of Science, the Sword
proceeds inevitably fromthe Garden of Eden... to Hell

ART

Man is frightened and fascinated by the unknown. He seeks in diverse ways to
fat hom what he does not conprehend, and when it is beyond his power to do this,
he invents sone rationale to serve in lieu of the truth. Perhaps the religious
urge can be accounted for in this way, and al so man's progress into
civilization: man's insatiable curiosity driving himto the ultinmate reaches of
experience. Yet there remain secrets: the origin of the universe, the small est
unit of matter, the nature of God, and a nunber of odd phenonena. Do psychics
really comune with the dead? How does water dowsing work? Is tel epathy
possi bl e? What about faith healing? Casting out denons? Love at first contact?
Di vi nati on? Ghosts?

Many of these inexplicable phenonena becone explicable through the concept of
aura. If the spirit or soul of man is a patterned force perneating the body and
extending out fromit with dimnishing intensity, the proximty of two or nore
peopl e woul d cause their surrounding auras to interpenetrate. They could thus
becone aware of each other on nore than a physical basis. They m ght pick up
each other's thoughts or feelings, much as an el ectronic receiver picks up
broadcasts or the coil of a nagnetic transformer picks up power. A dowser m ght
feel his aura interacting with water deep in the ground, and so know the water's
| ocation. A person with a strong aura m ght touch one who was ill, and the
strong aura could recharge the weak one and help the ill person recover the wll
to live. A nman and a wormman mght find they had highly conpatible auras, and be
strongly attracted to each other. An evil aura mght inpinge on a person, and

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%202%20-%20Vison%200f%20Tarot.txt (119 of 120) [1/19/03 8:31:39 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%202%20- %20V ison%200f %20T arot. txt

have to be exorcised. And after the physical death of the body, or host, an aura
mght float free, a spirit or ghost, able to conmunicate only with specially
receptive individuals, or mediuns.

In short, the concept of aura or spirit can nake nuch of the supernatural becone
natural. It is represented in the Aninmation Tarot deck as the Suit of Aura,
synbolized in nedieval tines by a lanp and in nodern tinmes by a | etmi scate
(infinity symbol: &#8734; ), and enbracing a fifth major human instinct or drive: art,
or expression. Only man, of all the living creatures on Earth, cares about the
esthetic nature of things. Only nan appreciates painting, and scul pture, and
musi ¢, and dancing, and literature, and mathenatical harnonies, and ethica
proprieties, and all the other fornms and variants of artistic expression. Were
man exi sts, these things exi st—and when man passes on, these thing remain as

evi dence of his unique nature. Man's soul, synbolized as art, distinguishes him
fromthe aninals.

Copyright © 1980 by Piers Anthony.
Cover illustration by Rowena Morill.
| SBN: 0-425-08097-8
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