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ToMary Brice.

May She Rest in Peace.

Never has amother been more deeply loved.
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LAWS OF SYMMETRY, PARITY, AND POLARITY
TENTH OBSERVATION OF SHOSHUNRI

"ThelLaw of Parity requiresthat some energies, when Inverted, remain symmetrically
unchanged. Others, however, change sign. It isincumbent upon the Incar nate to assessthis
property correctly for each energy dealt with."

-SECOND OBSERVATION OF SHOSHUNRI

" Polarization isthe Law of Naturewhich revealsthe essence of Completion, for asthe positive
pole gener ates the negative, or asvictory gener ates defeat, and the profane generatesthe
sacred, or the group generatesthe individual, so doesidentity, the sum of many generations,
generateitsown adversary, and so doesthe Observed generate the Observer. Destroy one
pole, and

the remaining one will regenerateits opposite, to complete itself.”
THIRD OBSERVATION OF SHOSHUNRI

"TheLawsof Natureare.symmetric around a central axisof reflection. Hewho travelsthat
axisreaches Completion.”

From: Purpose and Method by: Shoshunri, Observing Priest of Aliom
JNDIGARSOLIAT
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FUNCTIONS OF OLIAT OFFICES

Inreach: holdsthe pattern of intengities of the linkages.

Protector: resonatesto dl factors baancing an ecology and understands the protective strategies
appropriate in a particular environment and uses them to protect the Oliat.

Formulator: perceivesthe underlying patterns that connect the balanced forces; can extrapol ate results
of animbaance. Relates data to formulate patterns and find meaning.

Emulator: graspstheinwardness of aspecies or system while the Protector deals with the
outwardnesses. The Emulator can bring a species salf-perception inside the Oliat so that understanding
ison an unconscious level.

Receptor: reactsto incoming signals, thus causing the whole Oliat to respond to changesin the balances
around them.

Outreach: the output portd for the Oliat asawhole or for the Center. The Outreach isthe only Officer
able to speak aoud.

The Outreach may speak for the whole Oliat asif it were one mind, or for the Center done.

Center: syntheszesdl datainto aclear picture of the environment, theindividuds, and dl the
relationships between them. It isthe Center's respongbility to bring the Officers of the Oliat closer to
Completion through the exercise of accurate observation.

ONE
Wedding Trial

The Aliom Templewas dready set up for the weddings. Jindigar, at nearly seven thousand years of age,
had been married at dl four of his previous Renewals. But even so, atense awe and shivering anticipation
were settling over him, asif hed never known awoman's urgent touch.

But he was remarrying hisfirst wife, the most deeply satisfying. He should be serene and confident,
leading the others, aswas expected of a Priest of Aliom.

Restless, he paced the length of the Temple hdl, keenly aware of the smell from the freshly polished
wood panding. The gleaming walls reflected the ceremonid firein the circular hearth at the end of the
room near the entry.

The door was open on this early Soring morning, mixing , the dien scent of the reviving world with the
strange perfumes of native wood smoke, bt little light filtered around the interlocking, curved walls of the
entry tunndl.

At the opposite end of the windowless hdl, on what the humans called a staircase that went nowhere,
four hooded marriage flames danced in their smoked-glass containers amid the symbols of Aliom,
displayed on the steps one above the other. At midnight Jindigar had kindled the wedding flame for
Darllanyu just as the three other men had for their mates. And she, with the other women, had concedled
the flame. That had been his moment of commitment to the remarriage. Why was he so0 agitated now?



He paused at the edge of the marriage circle, below the skylight. Therays of the morning sun were
focused by the danted panes above him to sat the crushed white gravel of the marriage circle to glowing
visually, even for Dushau eyes, s0ill adjusted to thisworld's sun.

But to his other senses, from below the crushed white gravel, from deep in the center of the planet, a
fountain of pure white energy, the energy of the planet itsalf, erupted upward, flowing out through the
skylight and dissipating in the air above the Temple. The marriage circle waslaid over the worldcircle, at
the point where the energy of sun and planet met, the condition necessary to createlife.

At noon he would reved the marriage flame and carry it into that circle, where Darllanyu would extinguish
it. If the nonvisble light from the worldcircle increased, it would show that they were close enoughin
harmony, in shdeiliu, to transform physicd light to spiritud light, and they would be married. He knew it
would happen. Just gazing into the circle made him eager to get it over with.

But before he dared think of success at his marriagetria, he had to Dissolve his Oliat, releasing the seven
of them from the psychic bonds linking them into one mind and enabling them to interpret the complex
ecology of thisworld.

To bring them safely through Dissolution, he must remain unmoved even though the gonads at the base of
his neck throbbed insstently at any thought of Darllanyu. Hetold himself sternly that he wasn't near being
fertileyet. Hisfingerswere il nailless, and the nail beds didn't eveniitch.

But when I'mfertile and an Active Priest again, the Historians will stop trying to lure me away
from Aliom. Jindigar discarded that thought instantly. His Priesthood was intact. He had no reason to
fear temptation. They couldn't force him to become a Historian. He wouldn't court Renewa and sacrifice
his Oliat to avoid confrontations.

He paced around the circle. Am | running from my personal problems by Dissolving my Oliat now?
The colony till needed an Oliat's ecologica advice, but things were stable now. They'd manage until he
could train anew group. His Oliat, however, had been trembling on the brink of Renewa al winter. To
continue would be irrespongble.

An agtonishing sense of relief washed through him as he reaffirmed that decison. But it was quickly
replaced by needles of anxiety as he resolved to surrender to Renewad, and suddenly everythingin him
wanted to clutch at the Oliat. Maybe it'sjust that if | quit now, I'll have failed at Center? HisOliat
had never achieved a precision balance.

If hewas running from his persona problems, he didn't know which way to run. But such strident panic
was a primary symptom of Renewal onset, which made him very dangerous as Oliat Center, an Office
requiring precision judgment. The only way to bring it under control wasto marry Darllanyu and raise
children. And that settled it.

The sound of adoor opening startled him. He turned to seefive of his Oliat's Officers enter the Temple
from the temporary living quartersthe Oliat shared off to one Side of the Temple. They camein, men
circling one way and women the other. They wore the Aliom ceremonid vestments woven from native
fibers, bleached and dyed to symbalize the brightness of lightning, the Oliat signature. Jindigar, as Center
of the Oliat, wore white, symbol of origins and endings, for white light was composed of al waveengths.

A warmth stole through him. These people had become his zunre—closer than blood relatives—for they
had shared the Oliat bond. They saw with each other's eyes, heard with each others ears, knew with
each others hearts. Dissolution would leave them separate but could not sever that bond.

His gaze was drawn to Darllanyu as she led the other two women to seat cushions around the fire. She



glided asif carried on air. The floor reflected her costume, so she seemed to float at thetip of aflame,
Jndigar feasted on therich indigo of her skin coloring. She seemed like a creature out of legend, an
gpparition passng through the world but not of it. How could | merit such a wife?

But he needed her. He dared not dwell on how much he needed her. Then he saw that she wore the gold
arm band he had once given her. His heart swelled with aflutter both familiar and strange until he had to
look away.

When they had dl settled around the hearth, Darllanyu strummed random chords on the whule she hed
made from native woods. He joined them. His own whule, left to him by histeacher, Lelwatha, was on
his seet, next to Darllanyu. He cradled it in hislap, the fed of the satiny finish of the antique urwood
sending thrillsup hisarms

Struggling to subdue his hypersengtivity, Jndigar fought to ignore Darllanyu'sfaintly suggestive aromaand
not to think about the activities that would be theirslater today. With the inward communication of the
Oliat, Jndigar assured her, //Krinatawill be herein amoment. Then we can begin the Dissolution.//

His Oliat wasn't fully convened—for the past year Jindigar had kept the seven of them divided into two
duosand atrio for training. But the linkages were well enough activated that they al recelved the
conversation. //Y ou know | don't want her at our wedding. It's bad enough that none of our former mates
are hereto officiate—//

Something of Jindigar's hurt must have reached her. She broke off, curbed a soothing gesture, and
explained, //What she doesto you frightens me. She's an ephemerd. | don't want to get any closer to her.
Weé're so vulnerable now!//

Feding her fear for him through thelink, Jindigar knew she couldn't bear to see him hurt any more than he
could bear her pain. And she had good reason to fear. At hislast Renewad he had taken an ephemera
woman, Ontarrah, into his home, and on four occasions even into his bed, because he could not bear to
part from her. Hiswife and their children had accepted Ontarrah—even loved her—and had grieved
deeply at her death, taking disabling mental scars. For that he had been exiled from Dushaun until this
Renewa—and now he could not go home.

//Dar, because Krinatais Ontarrah reincarnated, we are both determined not to repeat that mistake.//

At that moment Krinata Zavaronne waked through the front entry. She was wearing the same
lightning-flash vestment the otherswore but cut to fit the human femae form, somehow making her
diminutive frame seem statuesque. Overdl, she projected theimpression of the Lady Zavaronne attending
Prince Jindigar'swedding. If any of them noticed, though, she'd be deeply offended. The Allegiancy
Empire was dead, and with it Krinata had buried her title—but try as she might, she had not been ableto
bury her heritage.

Shetook her seat opposite Jindigar. Her black eyes, danced in the firdight. Her short black hair hid the
human ear paps, and she sat facing him so he couldn't see the jutting profile of her chest. If it weren't for
her hair and pinkish-white skin, she could almost pass for Dushau.

/I plan,// she said, unableto hide her hurt in the silent medium, //to leave right after the Dissolution. | do
have my own wedding to prepare for, and Cy will be anxious./

Cyrus Benwilliam Lord Kulain had been courting Krinata circumspectly sncethey'd met. Asa
professond Oliat Outrider, he" knew hisjob wasto protect the Oliat, which meant to protect Krinata
from any hint of sexud arousd. Unfortunately, with humansin love, that wasn't possible. Cyrussfedings
and Krinata's unsuppressi bte responses had been amgor factor in destabilizing Jndigar's Oliat.



/ICustom,// argued Zannesu, Jindigar's Inreach, //isfor marriage to be witnessed by one's zunre. You are
zunreto us, Krinata// He wasto marry Eithlarin, Jindigar's Protector, and the most sengitive of his
officers

Y et Eithlarin was not aweak person. She challenged Darllanyu. //Perhaps Zannesu and | will marry first,
S0 we may enjoy the company of our zunre.//

/Il understand Darllanyu's fedings// Krinataput in quickly. /I'd welcome you al & my wedding, but it
wouldn't be healthy for you. If | were Dushau, | wouldn't associate with ephem-

erds, either. So I'll leave as soon as | can.// Her words were brave, but her heart wastorn.

//Ephemerals grieve too,// commented Jindigar, needing to tdll her he knew how shefdt. /It hurtsthem
just asmuch asit does us, to lose afriend.// That Smilarity was one reason Dushau feared association
with ephemerals—especidly during the openness of Renewa onset when new friendships went so deep
they could lagt alifetime. But ephemerdsrarely lived ahundredth of alifetime. No Dushau could survive
such ahigh frequency of lossand remain sane.

Hefdt her reaching for him through the link, asif trying to console him while facing her own bereavement.
For thefirst timein nearly two years, sheld face the world stripped of the Oliat's global avareness. Sheld
fed naked, done, cold—shattered to her core. But she didn't flinch. She added, levelly, //Cy will be
waiting with the medics, in case | need trestment for Dissolution shock. Trinarvil isoutsde with the other
wedding guests. Shelll escort me to the gate—afterward. So let's get on with it.//

Trinarvil, Dushaun's Ambassador to the Allegiancy, had turned out to be their most proficient medic.
Jndigar knew he could trust her to treat Krinataif necessary. And he aso knew that humans preferred

swift partings.

He nodded human-fashion and activated the duo linkage that unified himself and Krinata, preparing to
convenethe Oliat for Dissolution. But he stole amoment of privacy in their duo, to tell her, /I would have
stayed with you the rest of your life—if | could have. But none of us can be trusted anymore. If we don't
Dissolve now—//

[11 know. Y ou explained how were aready deep into the safety margin. Y ou must go to Renewal
seclusion now. | want you to go. Ephemerals have done you enough harm. But that doesn't make it any
easer to say good-bye.//

Inthe intimacy of the duo, Jndigar saw himsalf through her eyes and her emotions. Hisindigo-napped
skin shonein the suddenly bright light, for human eyes were so much more sengtivein the yellow band.
Hiswhite garments sparkled, making him seem huge and otherworldly. She hardly noted the lack of
externd earson his skull but dwelled instead on his seven-fingered hands, seeing asensuanessin the
musician's srength.

He drew back, suddenly realizing that she wanted to fed his napped skin stroking her face, and there
was nothing” innocent init. That strange attraction had aways been there between them, but it was only
lately, snce Dar had stirred him so deeply, that he was physically aware of it—and vaguely repelled. But
Krinatawas the most beautiful, courageous, and compassionate person he had ever known. He could
not hurt her, so hedidn't et her see that he'd noticed.

/IY ou have Cy. Hell make agood life with you.// By the time he could once again tolerate ephemerd
company without the danger of close emotiond attachments, he would be dedling with their
grandchildren—or perhaps another reincarnation of Krinata.



/N can'timagine life without Cy. But he's not you. Y ou once told me Renewa can be a harsh judge of
souls. | hopeit will bekind to you....//

In Renewadl, the Dushau body was restored to youthful heath while the soul assmilated recent lessons.
/Mhe emotiond ingtability will subsdein afew years. Raising children can bean immensdy vitdizing
experience. | recommend you try it. | know Cy wantsto./

N expect wewill try it.//
IIReady?l/

IIY es—just—remember me, just as| am now.//

//Count on it.// And he gentled her into the Office of Out reach for the entire Oliat, the only one of them
who could spesak aloud when they were convened. //Outreach,// he called her formally, then opened the
full saven-way Qliat linkage, caling each of hisofficersto function.

He braced himsdlf, expecting the usual discord asthe haf-trained officers struggled to work with the
larger group. In spite of the woefully inadequate performance of his Oliat, he was about to achieve the
rank of Retired Center, to become an Observing Priest with Active status.

And then he noticed that the linkages had settled into place with neat precison. Just when there's no
time left, they finally get it! Hiseyesmet Dar's, and on hissignd, they fingered the subsuming chord, a
musica andogue to the soundless vibration of the carrier wave of the universe, which should be a
congtant background to Oliat awareness. But he had dways had to use the music to approximate a
balance.

Now he used the whule sound to adjust the tensons of the linkages, asif he were tuning whule strings.
For thefirgt time he felt each of his officers actively reaching out toward one another, hungrily seeking the
full precison awareness. The harmonics grew stronger than they had ever experienced. Frustrated, he
knew that if they had another year, they might make ared Oliat out of the haf-trained pentad that had
grudgingly accepted Krinataand himsdf to form this shaky heptad cadling itsdlf an Oliat.

Asthe whule sound died off, the soundless subsuming chord remained and grew to permeste their
awareness. It was the firgt time that had happened for his Oliat, and Jindigar marveled at the new
sensations claming him. His Oliat wasin perfect harmony with the universd carrier wave, and in that first,
very precious, moment he experienced the very definition of shaeiliu: not jut congruent or harmonious,
but a precision attune-ment to life itsdlf.

His eyes met Krinatas, and they shared amemory: the day he had struggled for hoursto define shaeiliu
for her and had finally reminded her of the time she had questioned him about the purpose of life, the
nature of death, the spiritua and materia structure of redlity, the origin and end of existence, and his
identity within that structure and process, and he had responded by showing her ahologram of alightning
flash accompanied by the whule chord. "That sound isthe shaeiliu hum and expressesthe relaionship
among al those concepts.

It isthe sound lightning makes when it propagates through air. It isthe carrier wave that indicates that the
universeis constantly being created and sustained.” He had told her, but she hadn't grasped it.

Now tears of joy stung her eyes as she discovered what he had meant. He had served in many Oliats, so
the chord was familiar to him, but from Center it wasfar moreintense, for only the Center was aware of
al theforcesthey observed and how each was a perfect harmonic of the shaleiliu hum.



Fully possessng hisOliat at last, feding very much closer to Completion, he let his awareness spreed.
Outsde the Aliom Temple, many Dushau waited for the sgnd for the weddings. They occupied a
grassed areawithin acircle of saplingsthat separated the Historians Temple from their own. The crude
log buildings had survived the winter admirably, but they planned to build more permanent stone
structures as soon as possible.

Beyond the temple square, spread the Dushau compound. Close by was housing for those not in
Renewa and an embryonic business and manufacturing digtrict. Off to one sde an interior wall protected
the Renewa compound where housing was dready being built with children, schools, and atendant
servicesin mind. The entire Dushau areawas now enclosed by a paisade of logs overhung by tall shade
trees.

On the other side of the Aliom Temple, a the far north corner of the Dushau compound, was the inner
gate, and beyond it, the enclosed areawhere they traded With ephemerds. From the outer gate of the
trade areq, .two graveled pathsled to the houses where the other four species of the colony dwelled.
Farther to the north were the fields, barns, and corrals. Today, smoke rose from the kiln as pottery was
fired, and the moisture-laden air carried the scent of the tannery from acrosstheriver.

The Oliat's perspective showed them al this at once, while they were peripheraly aware of the cliff rising
over the colony's west side and the river winding by at the eastern border. The river came so near the
Dushau back gate that they could hear itsrain-swollen current aswell astheraging waterfal that
cascaded over the cliff nearby, turning their one eectrical generator, then feeding theriver.

Beyond the northwest edge of the colony, an area at the base of the cliff was packed with the skeletons
of flying fortresses and spaceships, their only technologica support.

Nearer the colony, high up on the dliff face, a cave had been enlarged by the Holot, the heavily pelted,
sx-limbed species who seemed mammdian but didn't suckle their young. They used the cave for making
food for ther infants.

Far to the southwest, the Oliat awareness picked up a storm brewing. On the plain above the cliff, shrubs
bloomed, filling the air with agticky, irritating pollen that clogged everything, coating al exposed surfaces
with gum.

Jndigar drank in the experience of his Oliat's full globa awareness, something he had lived millenniaonly
imagining. Now, at the very moment when held grasped the fringes of its possibilities, he must relinquish
it. He could, for the first time, fully appreciate the reason a Center's Oliat career ended with his Oliat.
One could easily become addicted to this and become unable to survive asan individud.

Hefdt the others savoring the beauty of thisfina union, comparing it to how they'd striven and suffered
beforeto garner just afraction of the information now flowing through their multiconsciousness. Now that
they'd tasted it, they yearned to refine their focus, to know every microbe in the Cassrians hatching
pond, every denizen of theriver, every disease destroying the fish hatchery, every parasite attacking the
gprouting fields—how all thesefit into the single ecology they were building out of disparate imports and
native lifeforms,

But he had to curb their eagernessto explore this new awareness. He tuned the linkages closer to the
shaeiliu chord, letting them vibrate, soaking up the energy of the unheard sound. The Dissolution that he
had been so afraid of would not be at al difficult, now that he had them balanced. He worked those
linkages, one a atime, and then in pairs, tedioudy tuning and retuning, until he felt the wavering, deso-

lidifying shimmer that Sgnified impending Dissolution of the linkages.



A gtray thought surfaced. Now Trinarvil would not servein his Oliat—as she had predicted she would
oneday. Thiswhole year, everyone had regarded Krinataasjust holding Trinarvil's place until she was
well enough to work Oliat. Trinarvil's prophetic gift had never failed before.

And then it happened.

A screeching, clattering wave of tiny bodies blackened the sky, coming into their sphere of awareness
from the northeast. Swiftly, the animals poured info the side of the cliff north of the settlement, into the
Holot's cave. Two Holot females emerged from the cave mouth, clicking flyersdiving at their eyesand
throats. One of the women went down, sprawling at the edge of the cave mouth near the ladder.
Ingtantly, she was covered with ablack blanket of crawling animas yammering in sudden triumph.

Jndigar abandoned the Dissolution and | et the clarity of the linkages resume. //That's a hive-svarm.
Weve got to stop them—or there won't be aHolot infant | eft dive.// He tore out the door, Krinatajust
ahead of him, the othersfollowing, their personal concernsforgotten.

The searing sunlight blinded them through Krinatal's human sengitivity, but they kept running, gradudly
forming around Jindigar in the Oliat pattern, Krinataas Outreach in the lead. Seeing this, the Dushau
waiting outside for the weddings to begin parted to let them pass. Some Dushau quadified to act as
Outridersfell in around them asthey caught up to acrowd of Dushau heading for the north gate.

The sky was aswarm with the flowing mosaic of tiny bodies moving asif commanded by one brain.
Above the rush of wings and the clicking, twittering, and clattering sound of the animds, they heard
screams of anguish, shouts of former military commandersralying adefense, and findly, the searing
crack of wesponsfire.

No! the Oliat protested as one mind, and Jindigar half heard Krinatal's echoing of that. The blinding pain
of burned animals plummeting out of the sky was added to the panic of the colonists on the defensive,
The Oliat shuddered.

Jndigar held them firm, not daring to reduce their sengtivity. As one, they pounded around the curved
ends of interlinked walls that formed the inner gate and emerged into the walled courtyard outside the
gae. Ther ephemerd Outriders, led by the Lehiroh, Storm, and the human Cyrus Benwilliam Lord
Kulain, half dressed in hiswedding finery, fdl into step around the Oliat, replacing the Dushau guards.
Jndigar didn't even break stride but headed around the curved ends of the outer gate and onto the trall
leading northwest, toward the cliff face.

Asthey ran, the wegpon fireincreased. A section of the invading swarm peedled off and attacked their
attackers. A few animals penetrated the shidld of fire and flew, claws extended, beaks dashing, at the
heads of the colonists behind the weapons.

The colonigts vaiant effort did not distract the swarm from its main target, though. Above them, in the
mouth of the cave, another Holot woman went down under aliving blanket of the small beasts, her fur
torn away, her eyes pecked out. Below, the Holot men raged, aiming futile barrages of fireinto the
swarm that stretched in an arched cone dl the way to the eastern horizon.

Jndigar detected an animd intelligence in that swarm— cohesive but not truly coherent—guiding this
warrior vanguard to seize ahaven for the new hive. All of this planet's higher life forms were organized
into hives, and spring was atime of swarming.

Heincreased his pace, closng with Krinataand Cy. After ayear of harsh pioneering life, they wereadl in
good condition, but the humans were tiring fast. He chose a spot and | eft the path, forging out toward the
cliff and the cave—trying to get some distance between them and the franticdly firing defenders. Then he



brought the Oliat up short. Without pausing to let them catch their breath, he set the linkages wide-open
again— hoping their increased balance was il histo command.

It was. The shaeiliu hum was till with them. Within two heartbests, Venlagar, as Receptor for the Oliat,
had steadied into a better focus than he had ever achieved before. Theroiling ferment of life forces
flowing around them resolved, and Jndigar bresthed asigh of praiseto Venlaga—his strongest officer.

Without reasoning it through, Jndigar smply Received that this swarm of clicking quasi-rodents was here
because, months ago, the colony had—on the advice of a subform of the Oliat— discouraged severa
other hives from settling near the colony. They had accidentally crested an ecologica vacuum—and the
Holot had topped it off by sending out an irresistible reek of food on the winds. Thusthe hive entity
perceived thisastheir rightful dwelling place.

Krinatawhimpered deep in her throat and sagged against Cyrus, who threw Jindigar a piercing look.
Jndigar ignored both touch and glance, and reset the linkages, muting the information flow to Krinata
She could not modulate for hersdlf. During her first encounter with full Oliat awareness, she had nearly
lost her sanity. She wasthe Oliat's weakest officer.

"/ICy JI" said the Oliat through Krinata, "//the Guard Commander must order ceasefire. They're making it
worse//

Sublimindly, Jndigar realized he'd chosen to send Cyrus as much to separate him from Krinataasto
convey the message. But he concentrated the Oliat awareness now on the living black wave undulating
above them in sunningly beautiful patterns.

Jndigar turned the maintenance of thelinkage leve of the Oliat over to Zannesu, hisnreach, then pulled
his Emulator forth. //Llistyien, we must become as the swarm above; full resonance.//

Llistyien had let herself become part of that perceived beauty, one with the life-dancing surging
rhythmically above them. She Emulated that rhythm for them, making it part of the Oliat self-perception,
and the subtle magic of the Oliat took over. An Oliat was an observer—perceiving only, never acting on
the environment.

To the entire Oliat Jndigar announced, //Shoshunri's Second Observation!// Everyone but Krinata knew
he intended to use the Law of Nature, which decreed that no observer |eft the observed unaffected. He
brought the Oliat's attention onto the swarm and carefully noticed how out of place they were. The Holot
cave would not yield food, the locals were hostile and would no doubt raid for eggs, and there just wasn't
enough room.

Long, long besats of time passed as the defenders continued to fire. Part of the pattern the Oliat now
observed was the argument between Cy and the Guard Commander, a Cassrian who didn't believein the
Oliat's powers and who had never trusted Jindigar. Findly, the Commander leveled hiswegpon at the
unarmed Outrider and spat, ™Y ou're interfering with our operations. | told you to move!™

"Hasthe Oliat ever let you down?' Cy did not flinch but merely returned the Cassrian's gaze levelly.

"That's not the point—those things are killing people! " whistled the Commander in areedy but trained
voice.

"The point isto stop them. Firing at them is obvioudy not doing any good. May aswell fire at asmoke
cloud."

The Cassrian waved a claw-hand, then clicked it againgt his carapacein frugtration. "What e seisthereto



do?'

Cy drew himsdf up to his considerable height, somehow looking authoritative despite hisformally
decorated shirt flapping over hiswork trousers. "'If you can't trust the Oliat, then trust me. | will take full
responsbility, and if necessary, | will dedl with Terab.”

Cy had no true officid standing in the eected hierarchy of the colony, but he had been head Outrider to
the Oliat that had preceded Jndigar's. He was known and respected among the earliest settlers, but this
Cassrian was one of the later comers.

Nevertheess, Cyrus Benwilliam Lord Kulain had been raised to both military and civilian command.

The Cassrian was no stranger to dedling with humans. 1t took only momentsfor him to redize that hedd
been outclassed. He raised his weapon and signaled the ceasefire.

Jndigar and the Oliat felt Krinatal's glow of admiration, which quickly threatened to make Cyrus ahero.
That sent a discomforting prickle through Jindigar, and he distracted them back to the job.

Enraged by their dead dropping al around them, the flyers suddenly discovered that their opponents had
become defensdess. As one, they bent to furious destruction.

//How can we atract their attention?/ Darllanyu, in the Office of Formulator, had the answer. He opened
to her and let her create within their field of observation an image that was both there and not there. It
was not illusion, for it had been there, and had been real, ayear ago and was il part of the colony's
identity, an image lurking in the back of everyones mind.

Over their perception of the colony, Darllanyu Formulated the dome of agiant hive, adome of gray
blocks, the dwelling of the dominant intelligence of this plane! they called Phanphihy. Eithlarin, Jndigar's
Protector, added her strength to that projection—for the hive's dome was its means of protection, and
thisimage had been agift of the Nativesto be the colony's protection.

Gradually, the fury of the swarm's attack abated, and one section at atime, the flying wave broke off and
swept around in acircle, their ingincts confused. Their primitive vison showed nothing changed. Scent
and sound showed nothing changed. Y et somehow the group mind controlling them findly sensed a
wrongness. Their speciesdid not coexist with the dominating intelligence.

The formation swept around and around, clicking loudly, their wings dapping thewind. They formed a
vertical conewith its point right over Jindigar's head. He shifted now, to bring Venlagar's Reception into

play.

Venlagar Received the bloodied corpses and the fierce rage of the offworlder warriors. A clickerhive did
not belong here. Life here would mean destruction.

Jndigar reflected that only on Phanphihy, aplanet that was virtualy an Oliat itsalf, could hisamateurish
Oliat closethe circuit between observer and observed without Inverting the Oliat function. Here even the
lowest of beasts could read other species perceptions.

Seeking another cave suitable to the clickerhive, Jindigar, directed Venlagar's attention north aong the
cliff face. At the extreme edge of their range of perception, agood three days walk to the north, they
found a deep cave high up on the dliff. Jindigar observed that cave asif they were being tested for an
Aliom Degree, dretching their newly enlarged range to the utmost.

Heforgot their problemswith impending Renewad, forgot the awkwardness of using ahuman Outreach,
forgot the pre.-carious condition of the colony, brushed aside the very concept of self-defense, paid no



attention to how this messwas his responsibility, and observed that cave's perfection asaclickerhive
home.

None of them noticed theintensifying of the noon sun beating down on them, none of them shivered when
the cliff shadow engulfed them, and none of them felt the chill spring rain duicing down at sunset. Around
them, Storm and Cy kept everyone away as the colony resumed cautious movement, tending the
wounded, collecting the dead from under the shadow of the circling cone of desth, and retiring under
their roofs to watch from their windows.

Thelast daylight was fading when the cone of hive warriorsflattened, then lifted and began floating
northward, filling the sky with their patterned dance, |etting ingtinct draw them toward a suitable home.

Just beginning to fed the strain himsdlf, Jndigar redized that Eithlarin and the others, less conditioned to
thiskind of work, were beginning to waver. Determined, he held the Oliat perception steedy until the
leaders of the swarm arrived at the designated cave. Only when Venlagar Received the warriors
possessing the cave did Jindigar reach for Zannesu's grip on. the linkages. The Inreach was shaking with
fatigue, and Jindigar had to pry loose the youngster's grip—reminding himself that despite the polished
performance they'd turned in today, thiswas gill acollection of untrained beginnerswishing they werea
red Olid.

Finaly in command of the levelsagain, Jindigar brought his Oliat down from the intense awvareness focus,
letting the individudities emerge as much as possible, short of adjourning his Oliat.

Breathing easer, he dlowed the sense of triumph to surface at last. They had finally worked afull
function.

He coughed. Hefelt drained and wegk, and suddenly awhirling blackness billowed up from nowhere,
enveloping his Oliat. Disoriented, he just had timeto realize thet it was Krinata's mind surrendering to
unconsciousness and to fed Storm catch him ashefell. That was a mistake. | should have adjourned
us.

TWO
Krinata's Fever

Hiding in a huge hollow log, rotted out to a thin shell. Outside, the giant anthropoid covered with
tufts of stringy gray hair prowled hungrily, sniffing and nudging at the log. All of them— the
surviving Outriders included—quivered with shameless fear. Vistral was a shattered planet, the
ecology hopelessly upset. Everything was ragingly hungry, no longer selective about diet.

They had seen three Cassriansin their scouting party eaten alive, their exoskel etons cracked open
at the thorax and their organs sucked out by the gray giants. A similar fate awaited themall, if
anyone so much as moved while the predator lurked outside. Rescue had been too long in coming.

Someone sneezed—-

A convulsvewave of terror engulfed them, throwing them up out of the nightmare, the sound of the
sneeze il ringing through Oliat consciousness—hut which Oliat?

Jndigar awoke, sitting doubled over, the aftermath of the sneeze smarting through hisair passages.
Coughing, heredlized he was still Centering his Oliat, with one of hisofficersreliving an episode from a
previous Oliat. He groped to control the linkages again.

/1t was Eithlarin!// Zannesu recovered first and scrambled out of bed to her side. //The Vidtra



nightmare//

They werein their quarters adjacent to the Aliom Temple hall. They must have been carried here and put
snugly to bed. Thelarge room, built to accommodate the seven of them, was compartmentalized by thin
vellsof indoor shrubbery lit by the skylight and the windows high up thewalls. While Jindigar couldn't see
al hisofficers, he sensed their disorientation astheir awarenesses swept the room.

Inthe great fireplace at the far end of the room, anew firelicked at atree-trunk-sized log. A pot of hot
cerea steamed on the warmer hearth next to the tegpot, which filled the room with the aroma of anative
herb. To one side of thefire therewasaholein thewall that would be adoor to their new indoor
plumbing facilities. It was covered over with arough-woven tarpaulin. Fingers of chill spring wind swirled
amid the overhested air from thefireplace.

Jndigar sneezed again, redizing his body was fighting amicrobe invasion alowed to take hold during
their long exposure. In an hour or so hedd befine.

Asthey al began to ir, Stting up, wrapping blankets around themselves, it occurred to him that it had
been more than a day since they'd eaten anything. They had gone to the Dissolution on the usud fast.
Small wonder Eithlarin's having one of her episodes.

He dragged himself to hisfeet and went to knedl beside Zannesu, who was comforting the Protector as
best he could.

II'm sorry,// Eithlarin apologized, still shaking.

/Nt isn't your fault,// assured Zannesu. //Well work through this as soon as we're married. It won't take
much once were through Renewa onset. Next time you work Oliat, you won't be like this//

She glanced at Jndigar. //It's unprofessiond to inflict such things on the other officers.//

He'd known from the start that she had no businessworking Oliat with the scarsfrom her previous Oliat
experience un-heded, but he admired her courage in coming to Phanphihy to be acolonist after
witnessing the destruction of a colony that had disrupted its planet's ecology. And she had known there
was no thergpy facility here. But then, it wouldn't have been much better on Dushaun.

She had been the only survivor from Vigtra, Of the three officers who had been lifted off the planet, one
had gone episodic, retreating into his farthest memories and totaly losing touch with current time. The
other had died in the aftermath of Dissolution shock brought on when the predator had touched an Oliat
Officer and thus broken into the psychic linkages, flooding them with predator's ferocity.

Eithlarin done had been tough enough to survive with nothing more than occasiona nightmares. But they
made her athreat to Jindigar's Oliat. No Dushau could resst the arousal of such atavistic terrors, for their
species was evolved prey, scavengers who had learned to run rather than light predators, and to glean
the predator's leavings. Eithlarin's unhealed terrors made the whole Oliat unusualy sensitiveto bregk-in
trauma.

No one blamed Eithlarin except, perhaps— Jindigar whipped around, searching Krinatas bed. Everyone
elsewas sitting up, doing waking exercises. But Krinatalay swathed to the eye brows in blankets, tossing
feverishly. Very little came to him aong the Outreach linkage.

Rising stiffly, he glanced at Dar, who seemed aswdll asthe rest. He and Krinatawere the only ones
suffering fever. He sent his gladness dong the linkage to Dar but went to Krinata. Darllanyu stifled an
irrationd hurt, telling him, when she knew held felt it, /I1t's Renewd. | can't contral it. | don't want the



Oliat— her—to dlam you now://

/I Renewd has affected the linkages too, // Jndigar told them dl. //We shouldn't be getting this much
emotiond texture acrossinterfaces.// lie kndl besde Krinata. Her pae skin was flushed pink—human
blood was red, not purple. Dilated blood vesselstrying to cool her? Her skin did fed warmer than it
should, though damp.

Krinata squirmed away from Jindigar's touch on her forehead, and ingtantly her dizziness swept through
the Oliat. //She should have amedic's attention.//

Here was yet another reason it was insane to use ahuman as an Oliat Officer, even temporarily. The
Dushauimmune

systemn had never met anything it couldn't handle quickly and permanently. Jndigar resolved to take much
better care of Krinatain the future—but was afraid he wouldn't be able to. He hadn't deliberately abused
her thistime. Y et their lives were dependent on her beeting this disease.

He tucked the blanket around her, reflecting that humans were evolved predators. She didn't seem so
fearsome now, but he knew she could be deadly. How many times had her aggression saved hislife?
How many times had she risked her life and honor to save his? He supposed he would count them
someday, but he would aso have to count the times her best efforts had sent them to the brink of
destruction. There was no other individua in the cosmos whom he admired more, and none whom he
feared more.

HIndigar!//

Darllanyu's plea pierced him. They had dl followed the gist of hisfedings, though not histhoughts. But
none of them had lived through what he and Krinata had. He glanced &t the high windows where spring
lightning danced across the rain-darkened sky. Moving Krinata through that would only make meatters
worse. //Don't worry,/l he assured them. /I wouldn't think of bringing ahuman medic in here. 1t would
destroy theworldcircle, and | don't think any of us can tolerate an invasive touch.// After that nightmare,
even Trinarvil would jeopardize them.

He coughed again. //Very likely whatever has attacked Krinatais amutation of what I'm fighting.// They'd
brought the microlife of their interstellar civilization with them, and it had long since devel oped the knack
of mutating to live in new metabolisms. Throughout the galaxy, standard practice was to use Dushau
blood to make antibodies effective for other species.

I think Krinata can be brought sufficiently close to consciousness so we can adjourn fully, // he decided.
[I\Were straining her system even now. Dissolution would be better for her,

but we'd need her active cooperation. So I'll go to the lab and have serum made for her.//

They argued, but there was redly no choice. Darllanyu stayed out of it, disqualifying hersdf because of
her feelings. As Eithlarin applied cold towelsto Krinata's face and neck, and Jindigar gathered up the
linkagesto work the adjournment, Darllanyu finally commented, //The wedding flames have burned out.
WEIl haveto start over now.//

Nt will beawnhile until Krinatas well enough,// cautioned Jndigar, feding her anguish aswell ashisown
cold emptiness. Darllanyu was the degpest into Renewd onset, the most ungtable. Everythingin him
yearned to surrender to her, to let her systemstrigger hisown. //We mustn't let thisloose among us now.
Come, it will help alittleto be adjourned./



Hislink to Krinatawas dull and wispy, though her eyes were open acrack and he could fed her mind
struggling to orient. He shut down all the linkages to match that one, then summoned the image of
gpaceship pressure hatches closing across each corridor that stretched between them.

It was Krinatas visudization of adjournment. They had adopted it for this Oliat because none of their
symbolsworked for her. As hefinished dogging the hatches, each of them returned to individua
awareness with only sublimina assurance that the others existed. But any trauma one of them suffered
would blow the hatches wide-open. Even separated, they shared holistic awareness, aresidua that made
linear, voca speech very difficult. They could speak with close associates and zunre who could be
trusted to grasp their meaning, but speech with strangers would remain difficult.

Y anking on some clothes, Jndigar took arain dicker with adegp hood and plunged out into the torrential
downpour. He met no one. The graveled walks were awash in spots, and before he reached the north
gate, he was soaked and chilled again. He came out into the walled courtyard and surveyed the place.

Around the enclosing palisade, warehouses and offices had been built where ephemera s traded with
Dushau who were not in Renewal. Business was suspended today while the community cleaned up from
the battle with the clickerhive.

To hisleft, agang the west palisade, along building was divided into sSingle rooms, each with its own
outside door and smoking chimney. It housed the seven Oliat Outriders when they were on duty.

Rain poured off the roof that danted down over the rough wood porch. Bentwood chairs were scattered
againg thewadll out of theworst of the wet, and in one of them sat Cyrus Benwilliam, feeding shreds of
clickerbeast meat to ayoung pet piol.

The parent piols had come with them across the galaxy, adopting Jndigar and caring for him with greet
propriety. Here, they had settled beside the fish-farming pond and proceeded to try to populate the
planet with piols. It seemed the species goal wasto provide apersond pet piol for every sapient in the

galaxy.

AsJindigar doshed to the porch and paused to scrape mud off his boots on therail provided, Cyrus
looked up. Hisfirst reaction at the sight of Jindigar was fear—that Krinata was deed, the Oliat shattered.
Jndigar's manner dispdlled that, but the human sensed that something waswrong. As he searched
Jndigar for aclue, the piol snatched the remaining meat and ran off to roll merrily in apuddie and pretend
that hisprizewas afish.

The human was too professional to speak to Jndigar until spoken to. Jindigar wanted to reassure him,
but the words wouldn't come. He hadn't reglized how much harder it would be adjourning from Center
than from any other Office. Before they'd balanced, it hadn't been this hard.

Grasping the difficulty, Cy called over his shoulder, "Storm! Jindigar's here—I think they've adjourned.”

The end door opened, sending a shaft of light out into the gloomy morning. Storm, one of Jindigar's
closest ephemerd friends, his most trusted Outrider, squinted out at Jindigar, then turned and shouted, "It
isJdndigar!" He stepped aside to admit the Center. His professionalism was unimpeachable, yet Jndigar
had to set hiswill not to turn and retreat. How am | ever going to do this?

He shed hisdicker into waiting hands, telling himsdlf it would be easier once he brokethat initial barrier.
Thiswas yet another reason no one dared serve at Center twice. It could becomeimpossibleto rgoin
norma society.

The room was cozy, afire going and food steaming. To the left, a door opened into the adjacent room,



and beyond, Jindigar glimpsed other doors open down the row of rooms, the other Outriders gathering
quickly. The four Lehiroh men were co-husbands whose wife had died when Jindigar's ship had crashed
on thisworld. Cyrus and two other human men, trainees, completed the complement of Outriders.

Jndigar understood that Storm and his co-hushands had an agreement with a L ehiroh woman who had
just borne them a son, conceived before it had been decided to train the full Oliat, and before Storm's
crew had come back to work, tabling their persond life. The decision to Dissolve had freed them to
resume relations with the woman and to dare the joy in the care of their child. All four of the men had
well-developed breasts from nursing, and Jindigar knew that the baby had to be here somewhere unless
the woman had him today.

The human trainees were the last to come in and were quickly taken aside by the other Lehiroh as Storm
maneuvered Jindigar to the fireplace, his back to the near strangers.

Thisisfor Krinata, Jndigar told himsdf. She's done more than this for me. He rehearsed the wordsin
his mind, then forced them out a Storm. "We adjourned.”

Comprehension and a bit of relief flushed his humanoid festures. When not lactating, the Lehiroh males
could easly be confused with humans. Jindigar rested both his hands on Storm's shoulders and said,
"Krinatahasfever."

"No! | was afraid of that. | should have put a coat on her even—"
"No. Could have destroyed our focus—destroyed this colony! Storm—I go to the lab.”

"For ablood specimen?’ He grinned but politely kept his predator's teeth behind hislips. " Cy, get your
coat. Well go dong and explain to them for Jndigar.”

Minuteslater, they trudged down the path that skirted the cluster of ephemera dwellings. Each species
was building inits own pattern. Several hundred people till lived in huge common units, for winter had
interrupted the projects,

On both sides of the path, foundations had been laid for buildings that would house their rebuilt
technology. The Dushau Historians had aready resurrected dozens of basic crafts and manufacturing
processes from the depths of memory. The ephemerals were versatile and talented enough to learn many
such ills. By their most optimigtic timetable, the Historians figured it might only take athousand yearsto
attain space travel again. But, with setbacks such as the clickerhive moving in on them, it could take twice
that long.

They passed the houses and skirted the livestock corrals and barns, which showed little activity except
for the waspish Cassrians at necessary chores. They enjoyed therain but hated the chill, and called
complaints back and forth in their multi-pitched, whistling voices.

No one worked the fields. They were too marshy even for the light step of the Cassrians. Jindigar
ressted theimpulseto bring the Oliat to focus on the life in those fields. Phanphihy had avigorous
microlife, and he knew mutant forms were dready finding the offworld crops very tasty. If they'd made
an error in estimating that process as they had in banishing the minor vermin only to thus attract the killer
clickerhive...

"Storm—the Dissolution. We can't do it now."
"Not until Krinataswell. We understand."

"No—the Holot infants."



"True—they are dready very hungry. But nobody expects you to—everyone knows you can't go on.”
"We must—only without experienced Outriders...."

Cyrus had paced aong behind Jndigar, knowing that his straggleto revive his speech faculty would be
ead er with someone he'd known longer. Now Cyrus put in, "1 won't quit until Krinata can.”

Jindigar was pleased with himself when he was able to turn and acknowledge that. To Storm he added,
"Y our child needsyou. | will accept other Outridersyou may train.”

"No," said Storm. "One carel ess step by an Outrider and you might dl die. There are otherswilling to
nurse the baby. Well see thisthrough.”

Jndigar knew the others who would take the baby were not of Storm'srdligion, and it would pain him to
givethe child up. But Storm generaly spoke for his co-husbands, as Jindigar did for the Oliat. Jndigar
added, "It should only be aday or two until we find afood for the Holot infants that won't attract another
clickerhive”

They had come to the spaceship graveyard, and to the bottom of the ramp leading into the ship they had
powered with salvaged parts. Asthey climbed that ramp, Jindigar turned to survey the colony. More than
two thousand had survived the winter. Dushau had brought them to Phanphihy to fulfill the grand vison of
Raichmat's Oliat—thefirgt offworldersto explore this planet.

Jndigar had been Raichmat's Outreach, hisfirst exploring Oliat Office. Finding the Native hive-dwellers
building acivilization from their multigpecies hives and knowing how the hives psychic gift would be
exploited by the fledgling Empire, Raichmat's had decided that, to protect them, they must establish a
Dushau colony on Phanphihy. From that idea had grown the vision of the Dushau-dominant multicolony.
Though the multispecies colony form had been successful on many worlds, if one specieswas present in
larger numbers, Dushaun had never colonized. Here, however, it was gpparent that the multicolony was
the only form that could work. And it was time for Dushaun to establish acolony.

But of the seven Raichmat's Officers who had pledged to come here, only Jndigar, the youngest of them,
had madeit.

No point dwelling on that. Ducking into the open hatch, Jndigar led the way to the medical lab. The
room was divided by a counter behind which lab benches were strewn with equipment. He would have
preferred to do the specimen processing himself, but there were severa competent Cassrians and
Lehiroh at work. Storm explained their mission to a white-smocked Cassrian whose carapace
decorations showed hismilitary service rank.

The Cassrian's face, though immobile, revedled much to Jindigar's awareness. There was awefor the
Oliat and ameasure of fear of Cyrus, who had faced down the Cassrian Guard Commander.
Nevertheless, the technician extracted a specimen of Jndigar's blood expertly, without the dightest
squeamish-ness at handling an endoskeletal arm, then vanished into an adjacent |ab to processthe
specimen for human use.

Jndigar wasfedling fine now, so hisantibodies for this disease were high enough that there would be no
mistake, even though they had no Sentient computer to oversee the process. Waiting in the clean,
mechanized environment, Jindigar felt apeculiar relaxation stealing over him, arush of nostagiastrong
enough to take his breath away.

Onset' instability again! But he admitted that the rustic life had aready begun to wear on him. He
wanted to go home. Very soon now this lab would be gone, and for centuriesto come, they would have



nothing likeit. Thisiswhat it meant to be a colonist—not just exile, but exile from the very roots of being.

He shook himsalf and paced, ignoring the concerned glances of his Outriders as he worked to suppress
the Renewal-based dienation. It was the main reason Dushau had no colonies. Degpest consciousness
rejected any world but Dushaun itself during Renewad.

After atime, the Cassrian returned with an injector loaded with avia of colorlessfluid, "Thisshould do it
if shesfighting any relative of whatever you picked up.”

"It'sagood guess," assured Storm. "Krinata has spent most of her time with Jindigar.”

The Cassrian supplied them with a human-care kit, one of thefew left. "If she doesn't rdly, try this.
But—"

"Weknow," said Cyrus. "There aren't many kits|left."

After the off world supplies were gone, they would have to rely on what they'd learned to gather and
process from the countryside. They had quite a sophiticated pharmacopoeia aready, but without an
Oliat to develop native medicines, the death rate would soar.

Thetrip back to the Dushau compound was made in an increasing downpour. Asthey passed through
the outer gate, they found aHolot wrapped in aformless dicker pacing back and forth on the porch of
the Outriders quarters. The Holot « was reared up on the hindmost pair of limbs, the upper pair clutching
the drenched dicker tight about the head, the middle pair fagtidioudy hidden beneath the cape.

"Ah, thereyou are!" caled the Holot, and Jndigar recognized her voice—the chief executive of the
colony's ephemerd government.

"Terab!" cdled Storm, preceding them.

By the time Jindigar and Cyrus reached the porch, Storm had briefed her. She pushed her dicker asde
with her two middle limbs. The steamy odor of her wet fur around her barrel body ledthem dl. The
damp bothered the Holot, but the day would seem warm enough to her. "There's ameeting this afternoon
in the big barn—and the committees want the Oliat to attend.”

Terab was nomindly head of the colony's government, but power was spread through committees
elected by each species. In designing the structure they had blended ideasfrom al five specieswhile
trying to avoid the dead Empire's mistakes. The result, Jndigar felt sure, would not last long—but it didn't
bother ephemerasthat thingsthey built didn't last.

"The Outreach isvery sick," answered Cyrusfor Jndigar. "The Oliat isadjourned, but | redly—"
Jndigar stayed him with ahand. "We cannot attend.”

Terab made the Hol ot grimace that bespoke satisfaction. Her snouted face was mobile and expressively
beautiful for those who could read it. "I told them as much, but they inssted | come—"

"I'm glad." Jndigar summoned the effort—Iless now than it had been—to tell her, "1 cannot spesk to
them, but afterward—we mugt talk."

* "Theresto be an investigation—why the clickerhive picked on us—why we were caught
unprepared—what we can do to prevent it happening again—and most of dl, what we can do now to
feed our children. Therewill be more births soon. And Jndigar, haf the colony is having nightmares
again—of the atack by dl the animals of the plains. They wanted meto ask the Oliat if Chinchee and that



hivebinder of his are about anywhere, putting ideas in our heads. People have been seeing that ugly gray
dome over us."

"Chincheeisnot near—" answered Jndigar, wanting to clam full responshility. They had re-evoked the
hive-dome image. But even with Terab, an old and trusted friend, he could not summon the words.

Storm interrupted. "Y ou'll have to wait for their report on the clickerhive until Krinatacan ddliver it. "

Asif it only now penetrated, Terab asked, "What's wrong with Krinata?' They had fought then- way
across a continent together, bandaging each other's hurts, calming each other'sterrors. Terab wasas
much Krinatasfriend as Jndigar's.

Storm launched into an explanation, shouting alittle against the sound of another downpour. Cyrus
handed Jindigar the medica kit, saying, "Go—well be here when you want us— unless aflood washes
usaway."

Inthe Aliom Temple, the fire was till burning in the hearth by the door. Jndigar hung hisdicker to dry
and cut across toward the door of the Oliat quarters before he noticed Darllanyu, wearing rough-worn
fidd clothes, standing at the edge of the marriage circle, her indigo skin like ablack shadow against the
white gravel. Shetossed gravel back into the circle and dusted off her hands. Jindigar paused, suspended
between the urgency of Krinata'sillness and the aching hurt tearing at his mate.

Darllanyu turned, and her eyes drew him forward.
"Dar—no. Not now." Suddenly he hated the Priest's disciplines that gave him the strength to deny her.
"Y ou must Dissolve—or Dismiss me, at |least. Perhaps Trinarvil can take my place. | can't do it, Jndigar.”

Shewas closer to the critica point than he. He had counted on that to pull him into active Renewal
quickly, the swift rush of hormones forcing them both over the threshold into acceptance of thisdien
world. But—"Trinarvil istill tooill. If I let anyone go, it's Dissol ution—and the Hol ot children will
darve”

"Zannesu convinced us of that—after you left. | thought— | thought | could—but—I can't. Wisdom isto
know your limits. I'm adanger—to dl of us."

| can't, wasn't usudly in Darllanyu's vocabulary. He recaled how sheéd looked when they'd found her
outside the hive up on the plateau. She and Cyrus had been the only survivors of Avelor's Oliat. Sheld
been emaciated, too weak to walk, but she had recovered her spirits before her strength. Within afew
weeks she had joined another Oliat, of Jindigar's fabrication—and lost two of her fellow officersto
death-trauma during the battle against the Imperial troops who had chased him and Krinatato thisworld.
And then the pentad remaining had accepted Jindigar and Krinatato become Jndigar's Oliat. Darllanyu
had endured more than anyone could expect, and that had catapulted her into Renewd. If she said she
couldn't, she couldntt.

Jndigar tore his eyesfrom the white circle and gestured his acceptance of her evauation. He had to go
on, with or without an Oliat. He could not reach Completion if he abandoned his respongbilities. So she
would have to find another mate—thistime. "I want you, Dar, more than I've ever wanted anyone. But
I'll arangeaDismisA."

The loss heavy in him, he turned to the Oliat room where Krinatalay. Zannesu was wiping Krinata's face
with acold towel while Eithlarin massaged her feet to stimulate her naturd disease defenses.

"She'sworse. Did you get it?" asked Zannesu.



Jndigar produced the injector and the medica kit and let Eithlarin administer theinjection. "Dar is
resgning.”
That created astir. The barricades Jindigar had erected to partition the Oliat were holding—amost too

well. Venlagar wilted onto hisbed. Of them all, he was the farthest from active Renewal, which was why
Jndigar had placed him as Receptor. "Then we can't go on,” sighed Venlagar.

"Not asan Oliat," replied Jndigar.

"You going to try to hold ahexad?' asked Llistyien, her incredulity lesking through the barriersto
Jndigar.

"It does sound absurd,” agreed Jindigar.

"How long can a Center work so unbalanced?" asked Venlagar.

"Ordinarily, quiteawhile," supplied Zannesu. "But not under these circumstances.”

Jndigar watched him but didn't ask if that meant held not stay with a Center who wastrying it.

Venlagar asked, "Can we find aHolot infant food that won't attract clickersvarms fast enough so you
canrgoin Dar?’

"| doubt it. A hexad in't asfast asan Oliat."

From the doorway Darllanyu spoke, lips compressed. "Using pensone, | can make it—-at least to find
them some food."

Jndigar let the shock wash through him, hardly daring to let himsalf shudder. Pensone would suppress
Renewal, and they did have some. But the side effects—Dar might be rendered permanently Sterile.
Sheldd surely have trouble concelving or carrying to term this Renewal, for pensone would leave her less
ableto absorb nutrients and could cut centuries off her lifespan, if she survived the withdrawd of the
drug. Psychotic or suicida behavior was not unusua when going off pensone. And those were the mild
effects. "That stuff ispoison!" Somebody whose life was Complete might dareit, but... Jndigar admitted
to himsdlf that held waited six thousand yearsfor achild of hers—he could wait another thousand if he
had to, but the idea of losing the chance atogether hurt too much.

Venlagar intervened in aleve tone, knowing, asthey dl did, why Jindigar was not reacting as a Center.
"Naturdly Jndigar fedsthreatened by your suggestion, Dar." Heturned to Jndigar. "But | think wedl
know that thismessis our respongbility. It isn't asdifficult for meto say thisasfor the rest of you—so Il
say itfirst. Solong as| can hold so much asaduad, I'll continue.

Zannesu looked into Eithlarin’s eyes over Krinatas flushed, freckled face. But Eithlarin spoke for them.
"What if we continue to make mistakes?"

"We probably will." Jndigar told them everything Terab had said, finishing with the nightmares resurfacing
among the ephemerals. "With the fine balance you gave me yesterday, | should have known that would
happen, and | should have found another way. This Oliat at its best is not trustworthy. Trying to rectify
the error that brought the clickerhive may only make mattersworse." He wondered what Terab would
say when he reported that the Oliat was the source of their trouble. He doubted if any ephemerd hail
ever heard of an untrustworthy Oliat.

Krinata's eyes drifted open and focused. Disoriented by the adjournment, feverish, she accepted the cup
Eithlarin held for her but asked vagudy, "What happened?



Jndigar Sghed asthey al launched into different explanations. In the end, it would be up to Krinata. After
atagte of what Oliat balance had done to her hedth, she might not be able to faceit again. But if she
withdraws—Dar won't have any reason to destroy herself with pensone.

THREE
A Simple Job

The Holot infant was fretting miserably with hunger, her six limbsthrashing againgt her mother's body
despite the blanket muffling her downy form.

Jndigar had assembled his Oliat in the Holot cave for this operation. The vats for making the durry of
curdled herbivore milk to feed the Holot infants were clean now; al the putrefaction caused by
clickerhive beast droppings had been steam-cleaned away.

Under no circumstances would the committees of the other species alow the Holot to continue making
their baby food. Jindigar had reported, through Krinata, just how and why the clickerhive had descended
on them. They had accepted that the Holot food had lured the animd's, but they discounted the Oliat's
rolein theorigind error. Ephemeralsregarded such fdlibility asanorm, refusng to teakeit asasign that
the Oliat had gone asfar asit could.

"Jndigar," Terab had said, "people resent the Oliat for quitting just when you're needed most. They're
beginning to distrust Dushau dtogether.”

Terab had recounted the acrimonious interspeciesrivary at the joint committee meeting, declaring thet if
the Oliat couldn't find a solution to the Holot problem, the colony would surely split. She was Holot, and
emotiondly involved, but even so, Jndigar believed her. He had brought his Oliat into the field once
more, knowing this would only convince some ephem-eralsthat they were quitting by choice, but dso
knowing that,

asKrinatahad ingsted, "If the colony fals gpart, we may aswell not bother to survive
Dissol ution—because wewon't live long."

Terab came over to Krinata and addressed the now-reconvened Oliat through her. "Everything is ready
asJindigar's requested.”

Cyrus maintained hisvigilance beside Krinata, having seen that she was wrapped in an extracloak for
work in the chilly cave. Jndigar felt the human mae's protectiveness and barriered himsdlf againgt the
sexua overtones Cyrus couldn't suppress.

Surveying the cave one last time, Jndigar used Oliat perceptions, not vision, for the only lighting wasa
ydllow flame. The committees representatives were clustered around the sun-bright cave
mouth—upper-class Cassrians with cargpaces engraved and inlaid with precious gems and afew

L ehiroh, humans, and Holot who might once have been aristocrats or tradesmen.

Apart from them stood a group of Dushau who had volunteered to interact with the colony's government.
Trinarvil, their head of medical services, was not among them. Her hedlth wastoo fragilefor her to
becomeinvolved. But Threntisn, their chief Archivist, was there recording the event into the great
memory pattern passed from Historian to Historian down the ages from the dawn of Dushau history.
Jndigar himsdlf had carried that particular Archive, sealed and entrusted to Jndigar a death by Grisnilter.
The sed had broken, but Jndigar had delivered the Archive intact to Threntisn, who wastrained to
handleit safdly.

Threntisn and the other non-Oliat Dushau wore photo-multiplier filtersto see by firdight. Jndigar felt the



Historian's recording gaze settle upon him as he responded to Terab's report through his Outreach.
"/[Thank you, Terab. Cy, you may close access now.//"

They had dl seenthe Qliat or its subformsworking in the settlement. They knew that during this
operation there could be no information exchange with the Oliat. The Outriders would see that the
officers remained undisturbed.

Cyrussignaed, and the other Outriders came to attention. Before reconvening and balancing, Jindigar
had explained to the Outriders that they were now more vulnerable to distractions. He had not told them
of Eithlarin's episode or that Darllanyu had wanted to use pensone on hersdf while Krinata had flatly
refused to be aparty to it. The others had supported their human zunre, saying that if Darllanyu felt she
couldn't do this undrugged, then they'd better Dissolve.

Astheintensity of her current hormona surge had abated, Darllanyu had agreed to work drugless, but
Jndigar had resolved to keep his attention away from Krinata as much as possible while timing this
operation for the naturd trough in Dar's cycle. They had al agreed, knowing therisks, for he had
explained it, tdling them plainly, "If we ever reestablish contact with Dushaun, I'll be brought up on
chargesfor dlowing this™

So Jndigar was not surprised when the Oliat trembled nervoudy in his grasp, balance among them and
attunement with the world around them euding him. He fdt Krinatas heart |eap with gpprehenson and
shut down the open channd to her awareness lest it upset everyone else. Krinata turned to him, darmed.
/lJindigar- don't. | candoit./

lIRelax,/l advised Jindigar. //Only the Outreach can do thisfirst part of the operation. But let me set it up
for you.// He focused on Zannesu, his Inrecach, whosejob it was to hold the balance among the linkages
once Jndigar had set it. /Do you want to try to reinforce Center's pattern?/

Zannesu had never done this maneuver before, but he tackled it with acalm professonaism. Jndigar felt
his strength supporting his own and gradually devel oping the pattern they had chosen, wide-open to
Krinata and the Receptor, Venlagar, but closed to the others, protecting their most vulnerable officers.
Jndigar was prepared to proceed without seeking the shaleiliu hum, but it came as he and Zannesu
worked together.

He wasted not amoment basking in it but, rather, turned directly to Krinata.

With the link to her wide-open, Jindigar caught her oddly human conception of the linkages—transparent
tubes that connected the officersto Jindigar and among themsalves. The tubes carried colored fluid from
oneto the other, representing the information flow. Sometimes the fluids glowed brightly in wide tubes,
and sometimes the tubes were congtricted, the fluids diffuse or bubbling with turbulence. At the moment,
the links from Center to Inreach, and through Inreach to Outreach, aswell as the Center-Receptor link,
glowed bright rainbows, while the others were dulled.

In Krinata's mind, she was now on another plane of existence, asin adream, holding on to her link while
high pressure fluid spewed out, battering her mercilesdy. She hung on with dl her courage, unableto
absorb even the rdatively small amount of data she was getting from the Receptor. Jindigar wanted to cut
down the amplitude to her, but knew he could help only by making this brief. The Oliat operationswhich
lost touch with contiguous redlity often turned to nightmare for her, for she did not yet grasp where the
Oliat existed and worked.

With them barely stabilized, hetold her, //All right, Krinata, go.//

Sheturned, Cyrusat her right, and went to the Holot mother, hands out to take the infant. Jndigar



braced to soak up the shock for Eithlarin, reminding her, /Protector, thisis not abreak-in. We need to
read the child./

/N know!// she snapped, then apologized, adding, //The poor littlething is starving.//

//Don't think about it/ advised Jindigar, //focus on how well Holot protect themsalves// He turned to
Llistyien for her Emulation of Holot characterigtics. Grasping the essence of Holot motherhood, Jndigar
did his best to bring those eements up in Krinata, despite her lack of Emulator's experience. Handling the
Holot infant, whose sharp claws and teeth could rend human flesh and whose xenophobiawasiirritated
by hunger, Krinata now welcomed every clue Jindigar could give her.

Shetouched theinfant in just the right places, soothed with the right strokes, reassured with the right
sounds, ignoring the raw throat the gutturals gave her. Lacking a second pair of arms, she did her best to
cradle the small body againgt her. Soon the infant quieted.

Now came the dangerous part, for through Krinata's nurturing touch, the awareness of infant, amdl
sriving potentid of life, was throbbing through the Oliat. Definitely not the operation to hand an Oliat
on the brink of Renewal. Swallowing the taste of his own fear, Jndigar prompted Krinata, /Now
Venlagar must touch her too.//

Venlagar shivered—even Venlagar, the farthest from Renewal. But they couldn't afford to stop now.
/1Y ou must open to her, Receptor.//

Venlagar's deep indigo eyes searched Jindigar while his Receptor's sense examined the Oliat's balance,
but a Receptor didn't judge the Oliat'sinterna condition. It was his businessto keep the Oliat sensitive to
the environment.

Venlagar cupped hisarms around the squirming, fretting form in Krinatals embrace. Thefed of four
supporting arms calmed the infant even as the Receptor focused on the voracious hunger within.

Krinatakept her own grip firm, having no trouble now concentrating on the baby. Jndigar got the distinct
impression that thiswas thefirst time she'd ever held such ayoung child, and for her, the enhancing
Emulation of motherhood was ajourney of self-discovery. For Darllanyu it was no first. Her arms ached
to hold the young thing, and memories fought to claim her attention. /Steady, Dar. I'll make thisquick.//

Jndigar let Venlagar's Reception of the infant'sincessant hunger flood through them. Her needs, her
burgeoning growth, her striving for life became a part of them. Through the baby's senses her mother's
love and growing fright for her child'slife dso became a part of them. The pressure of thelife force,

binding them al, surged through the open Receptor and possessed the Oliat.
Jndigar Sgnded Zannesu. //Now—to Llistyien.//

Together they reorganized the pattern of energy flows so Llistyien was as wide-open achannel as
Venlagar, and Krinatawas again isolated from the full power of Oliat multiawareness. Jndigar Solea
second to reassure Krinata, //Well donel// and Darllanyu: //I'm not trying for precision. It won't be much
longer now.//

Then he caught up the linkages from Zannesu and turned the Oliat out, toward the world of Phanphihy,
seeking the shdeiliu between the Holot hunger and the world's abundance.

It wasthe smplest of Oliat exercises. Out there, the life forces surged with determination equd to that of
the Holot. The spring had brought renewal to thisworld, but the Holot were not of a piece withiit.



The Oliat subforms, strive asthey had throughout the winter, had not brought the offworld settlement into
tune with this ecology. The colonists and Phanphihy had only one thing in common—the propagation of
new life, the raw enthusiasm for surviva, the upsurge of the cycle of renewd.

Reaching for the point of shalelliu, Jndigar traced that commonality, absorbed now in a Center'stask and
momentarily obliviousto the dangers, gratefully accepting one last gratification before Renewd forced
him to reorder his priorities. He surrendered to the infant's hunger and frantic need for the safety of

home, casting about for the fulfillment of that need.

All a once Darllanyu echoed that need, her concentration disrupted by aburst of Renewal hormones.
Shelogt attunement with Phanphihy, alien and unred. Reflexivedy, she raked the Oliat linkages for the one
secure anchor, thewdlspring of life, the core energies of Dushaun itsdlf, home. Jindigar, tied to her at
depths beyond fathoming, was swept dong, his perceptions shifting. The spring lifetide of Phanphihy akin
to home, but yet dien, became alooming menace.

He could not separate his perception from Darllanyu's.

Through him, her convulsive rgection of thisworld suffused the Oliat. In awhirl they dl lost the
attunement with Phanphihy, the shaeiliu hum deserted them, and the Oliat balance disintegrated.

Fighting panic, Jindigar forced his eyes open but saw only darkness fraught with sinister gleams of dark
red againgt black— rocks, vats, beings—alien beings. The Oliat multiawareness brought him insane
fragments of images through his officers eyes and an overwhelming sense of revulsion.

Old, basic drillstaking hold, Jindigar sought his Outreach's linkage and opened to it, reinforcing his Oliat's
basdine. Her human vision showed the cave walls, gray with glints of white and blue. The vats shone
bronze. Thefire spread aradiance by which he could see Venlagar holding the Holot baby—and he
could fed Krinatas arms cradling the infant's warm softness, her innermost being melting into anearly
orgasmic yearning for achild of her own, something she had never been interested in before.

Venlagar, under the confusing ondaught of the disintegrated bal ance, staggered backward. Krinata
caught the baby up from Venlagar's grip and whirled to Stare at Jndigar, eyes glittering, mouth open
showing pae white teeth and blazing fury, asif held violated her most sacred being. //How dare you! Get
out of my head!//

Around them, officers redled, sagging to the ground, caught by their Outriders, whose touch would not
befdt astoo intrusve. Darllanyu, gravitating toward the child, got her hands onto the infant, blasting the
linkages with a Formulator's perception of the baby's need. Krinata pulled back possessively. Jindigar, all
his being wanting only to touch the worldcircle energies of Dushaun, nevertheess drove himsdf toward
the infant, wondering briefly if he was Center enough to save them from this.

Krinatawrenched the baby from Darllanyu's grasp, heedless of the infant's dashing claws, but she pulled
too hard. She staggered back, stepped on Cyrussfoot, overcorrected, and lunged forward into Jindigar.
Clutching the baby to her to protect itsfragile body, she twisted asde asthey dl fdl, toppling Storm with
them.

Despite Cyrusseffort, Krinatas head hit the floor. The human vision dimmed, asif Krinatawerelosing
consciousness. Then everything went wild.

Fighting panic, Jndigar found himsdlf isolated outsde the Oliat linkages, detached asif surveying hisown
Oliat from some astrd vantage, connected to them only by adim thread. And Krinatawas at their Center
NOW.



His officers, thrashing in panic themsdlves, clutched & the artificial Center asif she were their own.

She knew little of that. Her whole attention was on Jindigar floating bodilesdy in some other dimension.
Therewas an urgein her to snap that tenuouslink to Jndigar and send him to Incompletion-death. As|
once sent Takora.

Will paralyzed by that thought, he was unable to plead with her. In al of hisdedingswith

Ontarrah/K rinata he dways ended up a her mercy, helpless, serioudy wondering if he had . earned
Incompletion-degth by virtue of stupidity. All hisfear of thisentity burgeoned upward, and it seemed an
insanely rationd fear.

Then, with amind-wrenching twist, without timeto think that thiswas degth, hefdl into the familiar Office
of Outreach. In that moment the shaleiliu hum surged through the Oliat— Krinata's Oliat—uwith abrash
new power, zooming their avarenessin on the single point of harmony between Phanphihy and the
Holot's hunger, restoring ashaky attunement to the planet.

Thelocus was on the plain above the cliff—ahive of pollen-gatherers whose main staple was the sticky
pollen now being produced by the abundant grasses. From this, a certain tree sap, and their own saliva,
they made a syrupy suspension of nutrientsfor their own use—and as agift to make dlies. The Gifter
hive, dive with spring'sfurious activities, was bound, asal Phanphihy hives, through a sengtive group
CONSCiOUS-

ness. Asthe Oliat browsed over their identity, the hive paused— asif on one held bresth.

Inthat ingtant of precise clarity the Oliat found the syrup compatible with the Hol ot infant's needs—but
without Jindigar at Center to judge the matter.

Krinataswill drove them, her bottomless compassion for the baby, her nurturing impul se that would not
let anything or anyone go hungry, her emotions, wakened by Emulation, and fueled by her human
metabolism's eternd state of quasi-Renewd. The Oliat's response reverberated. The young must be
cared for. The purpose of lifeis within the young.

Dimly, Jndigar noticed the committee onlookers near the cave mouth murmuring among themselves,
nerving themsdves to intervene while the Dushau there hastened to restrain them.

Then the soundless tone that bound Krinata's Oliat dopplered away, the Oliat's balance wobbling in
Krinata's grip before she could finish the evauation. Worse, shelost the distinct identity of each of the
Offices, the discreet links connecting them swelling and blurring, dmost asif about to Dissolve, but
ingtead leaving them aswim in amiasmaof wild energies.

But it was Jndigar's Oliat. Summoning al hiswill, he opened aclear, firm link to Zannesu, assgning him
to Inreach again and, by that act, taking Center. //Zannesu, can you tolerate the link to Krinata at
Outreach?//

A surge of horror came back through the link, but Zannesu replied, //Since | must, | can.//

Jndigar turned his attention to his other officers, and one by one, called them. //Outreach. Inreach.
Receptor. Emulator. Protector. Formulator.// Shaping and holding the balance, relying on the vague
attunement to Phanphihy that Krinata had brought them, he told them, //We have ajob to finish. We must
tell the Holot about the Gifter hive and negotiate with the Gifters for the colony.//

Krinatas touch on the Outreach link came in strong, commanding, competent—the touch that had held
them with atowering strength from Center. As Jndigar set their goa before them, human perceptions



faded back into the Oliat awareness, and dl the surprising strength disintegrated. Suddenly helpless, she
cried out, rolled away from Jindigar, and curled around the now-struggling baby. Cyrus scrambled
around in front of her.

Not daring to think how close they had come to annihilation, Jindigar shut down the linkagesto the
merest whisper. He was afraid to attempt an adjournment when they al needed the stability of the open
links

Turning into Cyruss embrace, Krinata buried hersdf asif scrabbling for protection. Cyrus pried the
frantic infant from Krinatas grip, ignoring the bloody gashesit inflicted on both of them, and roseto
return her to her mother'sarms. Theingtant the baby was out of touch with the Oliat, everything shifted.
Krinata, overloaded beyond tolerance, could only clutch at Cyrus and sob uncontrollably.

Torn between duty and compassion, Cyrus emitted alow groan and enfolded her in hisarms, knowing he
couldn't protect her from what assailed her, but unable to withhold that small comfort. He stroked her
head with trembling fingers

Jndigar, oddly bereft at Krinata's turning from him, could not blame the Outrider for being human. And
somehow Cyrusstouch came to them through Krinata as bam for raw nerves, which soothed Jindigar's
sense of loss Mindful of Eithlarin'sirrationa sengtivity to bregk-ins, and feding Darllanyu's response as
he reacted to Krinata, he explained, 111 must recapture Krinata's attention, or we are all lost.// Even an
Outrider'svdid touch could be disruptive. And with his mate warm in hisarms, how long could Cyrus
remain only comforting?

1IGo ahead,// Darllanyu told him tightly.

Jndigar widened the link to Krinata, demanding her attention, trying not to fed judtified iniit. //Krinatal
Listen! You didn't do that. Takoradid./

[I?72l] Sheturned to him, eyes widening.
Her sobs quieted, and he added the only reassurance he had.

/1Y ou haven't the skill to grab Center like that—and then do— what you did. Tekoradid. Shewasa
Center. If sheld balanced with another Oliat, she wouldn't be able to do anything else but grab for Center
at thefirgt chance//

For amoment Jndigar thought he was getting through to her, for she muttered, "//Takora... /" Then,
more strongly, //What do | have to do to proveto you | was Takoral// Her eyeswent out of focus, her
face went dack, and an unnatural gtillness settled over her.

Jndigar sat back on hishedsin shock. She still believes she was Takora? But Dushau smply did not
reincarnate. He and Krinata had put the Takora personality to rest ayear ago. She had seemed to accept
al her Dushau-like manifestations, from playing the whuleto functioning in Oliat subforms, as part of the
Takoramemory-nexus sheld absorbed from his mind by accident. She hadn't manifested anything but the
most rudimentary Outreach skills snce then.

But when they'd first landed on Phanphihy, Krinata had been carrying amemory-loop seared into her
mind at the insanity-crazed death of Desdinda. To Krinata it had been like being possessed by adevil
bent on killing Jindigar. Desdinda had been laid to rest permanently, but Krinata.didn't have the strength
to face anything likethat again.

And now, inamoment of paralyzing panic, Takora had taken total control of Krinata—asif she were



more than just an acquired memory-nexus and would have to be excised.

Jndigar squatted down next to Krinata and touched her cheek. //It's not like Desdinda.. Y ou only have
some of my memories of Takorafrom when | was her Protector.// Jndigar had broken Aliom law when
he had Inverted Takoras Oliat, to Dissolveit. But he'd done that because Takorawas aready at the
verge of death and was too weak to Dissolve her own Oliat. She would have taken them al with her to
Incompletion-death had Jindigar not acted. But that one act had branded him Invert for life, and many
Aliom practitioners had not forgiven him, even though as Center he had kept his pledge not to Invert this
Oliat. //Krinata—it'sdl right now,// he pleaded, hoping it was so, trying not to think of the feding hed
had as held floated above his Oliat, watching her at Center with the power to send him to oblivion. But
shedidn't.

AsKrinata stared fixedly off into space the rest of his officers began to collect themsdves. Zannesu
hunkered down opposite Jindigar and passed ahand in front of Krinata's eyes. The entire Oliat should
have felt her avoidance reflex, but there was nothing. Zannesu met Jindigar's eyes, seeing only by Oliat
awareness. //She's—not there.//

But the link was ill there. //Shelsdivel//

Zannesu came around and pulled Jindigar to hisfeet. //Thisisjust another reason we shouldn't have taken
her as Outreach, Jindigar. No human—//

Darllanyu interrupted. //We can't blame her. | should have taken pensone. | told you | couldn't do
without it/

//But wevedl survived, and we learned alot about oursalves and about humans we'd never have
experienced otherwise// noted Eithlarin. //Which makes us dl that much closer to Completion.//

Venlagar rose with the help of his Outrider and did what Jindigar had not dared. With both hands on
Krinata's shoulders, he coaxed her awvay from Cyrus and brought her back into the group. //Whatever
we may do next, Krinatais part of us now. | admit she gave me the horrors—but we knew she'd be our
weak point. Considering that, she's done remarkably well. Were dl dive, aren't we? And that's because
she, as a human, was able to attune to this planet when we weren't./

That should have been Jndigar's speech, but he was pulling himsalf away from another dread. Suppose |
can't capture enough of her attention to Dissolve? If her mind had snapped, they could dl die,
sucked into her madness.

Just then, the stirring and muttering among the onlookers at the front of the cave gave way to acry of
aarm voiced by some human or Lehiroh man, and suddenly the cave wasfilled with the strident buzz of

myriads of tiny wings.

Venlagar, Receiving, gave them the picture. High up on the plateau above them, the overmind of the hive
Krinata had contacted had—in true Phanphihy fashion—adopted the pseudo-hive below and decided to
feed the neighboring young. The hive workers were now transporting—bead by tiny bead— aquantity of
their syrup to the stores of the pseudo-hive.

The hive consciousness was aware of huge lumbering creatures just within the cave mouth, thrashing
about and flailing at the stream of laden transportersit had sent. It commanded the warriors and workers
to avoid the dow creatures. Before long, the huge animal s had lumbered out of the cave, fleeing asif
afraid of attack. Strange.

Indeed, as had come to the hive's awareness, the food cells were empty—the young must be starving.



Thiswould be atrue aliance, good for the hive, for these creatures could spread and nurture the seeds of
the pollen plants.

Thiswas an Emulation level dangerous even for afully balanced and secure Oliat. Jndigar pulled them
back from being immersed in the hive mentality of the insectoids. The committee representativeswere
shouting at each other asthey fled.

The Oliat wasisolated without an Outreach. But they had done their day's work. The Holot would be
fed—if he could only find away of telling them so.

He scooped Krinatastiny body up in hisarms and felt amoment of fear as Cyrus blocked hisway,
locking eyes with him, his ungpoken fear for Krinatalike awdl between them. But then Storm
intervened, taking Cyrus by the shoulders and turning him away. "Listen to me! Y ou can't help Krinata.
She's one of them now. They don't dare let a human medic touch her. Jindigar will know what to do."

Jndigar was aware of the bunching of Cyruss muscles against Storm's Lehiroh strength, but it wasthe
fierce conflict of friendswith adeep caring that was, initsway, so puredly male, it bridged the species gap
and united them. At last Cyrusyielded and turned his face away while Jindigar carried Krinata out of the
cave, the other Outriders closing around the moving Oliat, ignoring the flight of insects overhead because
the Oliat did.

Outside, daylight was waning in a cloud-speckled sky, but there was enough light to see the path down
the diff face. Ruff, Storm's co-hushand, insisted on edging past Jndigar and taking the path firt, clearing
off every hit of gravel Jndigar might dip on.

The Outriders|eft them at the outer court of the Dushau compound, and Jindigar forged through the inner
gate and on down the residentia streetsto the central plaza. The plazawas defined by the Aliom Temple,
the Historians Temple, the administration building and the medical services center. All about, people
paused among the saplings and new grassto gaze after the Oliat with grave concern or total lack of
surprise that it was the human who had collapsed.

Jndigar carried Krinata on through the hospita and right into Trinarvil's office where helaid his Outreach
on abench and turned to peer up a Trinarvil, who was standing in the middle of the floor between the
bench and her desk.

Trinarvil had always seemed old to Jindigar, but in these past months, she had become worn and haggard
aswell. Catapulted into premature Renewd, her body was rejecting most of the nutrients of thisworld,
regardless of what native foods she ate, a common result of loss of attunement. Her deep was fraught
with nightmares, her days haunted with a sickness only those who had known exile from Dushaun could
guess at.

Shewas muchtooill, yet the Oliat needed her, needed an Outreach they could trust—if only for avery
short while. And Trinarvil was an experienced Oliat Officer. If she could only accept thisworld—even if
just as superficialy asthe rest of them had—they could use her for the brief while it would take to
Dissolve.

Kneding beside Krinata, who smply stared catatonicaly at the ceiling, Jndigar looked up at Trinarvil,
knowing she would understand his plea.

And she did. But she only shook her head, the sadnessin the etched linesin her face growing to ableak
hopel essness as she gazed upon Krinata. Then she went to the door, weaving her way through Jindigar's
other officers, and called some ordersto those outside.



Blankets and hot water were brought for Krinata. Trinarvil let them know implicitly by her movements
rather than by attempting speech, that she wanted Llistyien to Emulate Krinatainto the Oliat—to evoke
within the Oliat the closed menta loop the human was trapped in.

Jndigar'sfirst impulse wasto regject that utterly, but then he saw what she was pulling out of astorage
cabinet behind her desk. Trundling the heavy battery pack behind it, she deployed the only vibration
therapy machine till fully operating. It was along, silvery box with four tal polesthat telescoped out of it
invarious directions. Two of them were color projectors and two were sound projectors.

Jndigar had no idea how ahuman might respond to such a standard -hedlth-adjusting procedure. But
could it redly be harmful ? Especidly in link with six Dushau? Y et what € se could they try? Before long,
the committee people would have the army up at that cave, spraying it with fire or smoketorid it of the
insectstrying to help them.

Trinarvil's people brought in cots for the other six Oliat Officers and strapped them down so they
wouldn't hurt themsdlves,

Jndigar sgnaled Zannesu, and they opened the linkagesjust enough to let Llistyien atuneto Krinataand
Emulate. It took her three triesto overcome the fear of the darkness possessing Krinatals mind, Jndigar
ingsting that what was happening to Krinata didn't resemble the Dushau maady of being lost in the
episodes of memory. Then Jindigar, with al his Oliat, went down into Krinata's darkness, a depth of
gtillness where thought locked againgt thought and paralyzed the mind.

Jndigar never knew what happened. They told him later that it had taken nearly an hour for themto
comeout of it.

But it seemed to him like the very next thing he knew, the room came svimming into focus, and resdud
scraps of thought evaporating from the edges of consciousness seemed cast in the piquant human
symbolism whereby Oliat linkages became tubes, information camein colors, and dmost anything could
have phalicimport or monetary vaue.

Strength was pouring into him like atangible fluid, and he was glad to be strapped down, for everything
whirled crazily. He gpplied himsdlf to baancing the linkages, vanquishing every shred of Krinatas private
memoriesthat might have leaked into his memory, and synthesizing the multiawarenessinto coherent
meaning. He'd never noticed how much mental effort it took to do that. But as he grew stronger herolled
his head over and found Krinata's eyes staring into his own.

FOUR
Trap

Krinatas eyes were human, with three concentric circles, the center one being asingle pupil contracted to
amere point againg the searingly bright Dushauni lumps. Theirises were black, shot through with
structures that had no relationship to vision. And the whites were newly bloodshot, showing strain and
illnessthat tore at Jndigar's heart.

Bandages spotted her arms, chest, and neck, where the baby Holot had savaged her furless skin.
Trinarvil knelt above Krinata's head, palpating her cervical vertebrae and testing for abnormal
nerve-current patterns throughout her body. Someone must have mentioned thefall Krinata had taken.
The human spinewas notorioudy delicate.

Eithlarin writhed to consciousness and, gasping, twisted to see that it was Trinarvil handling Krinata. She
took a deliberate relaxing breath and schooled herself to patience as she saw Zannesu start awake and
groggily fumble at hisrestraints, needing to get to her to comfort her. Jndigar made amenta noteto



inform Trinarvil of Eithlarin's escal ating bresk-in sengtivity if his Protector didn't do it hersdf. But most of
his attention was on Krinata. /Y ou're going to be dl right now. It'sover.//

/IJindigar?/ she marveled. //Where—how—//

As she concelved of questions the answers came to her within the Oliat perception but too fast for her
stunned mind. He started to rise, to go to her, but fell back under the restraining straps. Trinarvil relessed
him, and herolled off to knedl beside Krinataas Trinarvil went to shut down theirradiators. //Just a
moment, and welll adjourn,// he reassured Krinata, //but first, can you spesk for us?/

She coughed her throat clear. /1 guess so. Go ahead.// Jindigar worked the restraints away from her
chest and helped her St up as she reported for them, "//Trinarvil, we must inform the committees thet the
new invaders of the Holot's cave are, only donating an appropriate food for the infants. They mustn't be
molested!//"

The medic took that in, then stepped to the door to send amessenger. By then, al the officers were
moving. Jndigar fet the unsteadinessin their legs as they hel ped one another up. Darllanyu sat on the Sde
of her cot, head cradled in her hands, her blue turban coming unwound. She pushed it off, reveding the
elegant shape of her skull as she fought the remnants of the hormona surge that had driven her out of
attunement with Phanphihy.

Her awareness of Trinarvil's debilitated health lanced sharply through the Oliat along with her fear that
they'd dl die that way—in dow agony. The emotion amost shouted the thought, Where will 1 get
courage like Trinarvil's?

Raked by the untoward intimacy with Darllanyu, Krinata burst out, //Jindigar, why didn't you tell methe
links alowed such obscene accessinto an officer'sfedings!//

/[They aren't supposed to,// responded Jndigar, struggling to adjust the balanceto givethem dl privacy,
while at the same time reassuring Darllanyu that they would help each other through that adjustment. //It's
happening because we're beyond the safety margin. But to become Center one must first hold all the
other offices, several times, under different Centers, to learn how to observe another's privacy when the
other has no way to defend it.//

She rubbed her face, her ears moving oddly with the rest of her scalp as Darllanyu's fear faded into the
background. //But | don't know what was real, what happened, what | imagined, what anyone else
imagined and forced into me!//

//What do you remember?// asked Jindigar.

/N don't know—I—I lost mysdif. | couldn't—I don't — Jindigar, what if—but no, | was Takora, but I'm
not Takoranow. I'm Krinata—I'm me! I'm only me! Takoradidn't take over the Oliat, / did!// She
shivered. //Jindigar, how can you stand it at Center?//

He sat beside her and hugged her, wrapping her blanket around her, only just now redlizing what it must
have been like for her, her brain not even able to cope with Outreach, to suddenly be Hooded with all
the dataa Center dedswith. /Y es, you're Krinata, only Krinata. Y our mind isyour own and al of one
piece. No ghostly invaderslike Desdinda, no insanity, just you. Y ou will dways have, deep in your
unconscious, the Takoramemory- nexus you got from me. But, you -took Center. It felt like somebody
€l se because you used the Takora memories you've isolated in your unconscious. That isolation's not
bad. The human mind can't dedl with the millenniadepth of the nexus any morethan | could dedl with
Grignilter's Archivewhen | carried it.// 1t's Threntisn's Archive now, hereminded himsdf.



Hiseyesmet Darllanyu’ s over Krinatas black hair, and he noted what a pale blue Darllanyu's teeth had
turned. Shewas not well. Her discomfort at his sympathy for Krinatawasintolerable. He got up — but
dared not go to Dar. If he dared offer her so much as atouch, he'd never be able to control what came
next.

Jndigar's dilemmaincreased Krinata's anxiety, too, but she was ill caught up in her own problem.
/IJindiga—why can't you acknowledge that | wax Takora? Redly-- not just by acquired memory?//

Jndigar's bresth caught in histhroat. In aflash he was again swaying on the end of an intangibletether,
gazing out over an Oliat that was his own, yet not his—Krinata, who could barely tolerate Outreach, at
Center and balancing.

What if it were true? What if she had been Takora?

The very notion was staggering. It would mean that the entire theoretica foundation of Aliom science was
riddled with errors: the concept of the purpose of life, the meaning of existence, the shape of the
universe—everything was based on the idea that Dushau did not reincarnate as ephemerals do but had
only one chance to complete the maturing of personality. Oliat work was part of asystem aimed at
Completion. To die Incomplete was to vanish from existence. And Oliat experience confirmed that this
was indeed what happened to the Dushau who died Incomplete—as Takora had at his hand. But she
had been doomed, anyway.

Takora's death was an old, well-resolved issue. But he admitted it was aburden to his spirits. Do | deny
she's come back because | can't bear to face her? In the turbulence of onset there was no way to
determinethat.

Sengtiveto Jndigar's condition, Zannesu interrupted. /Krinata, none of us can dea with this now, and
everyoneswaiting....//

Krinataleapt to her feet. //Cyrusl// The picture burning through her mind was amemory, Cyrus peering
into her eyes anxioudy, his hands warm on her shoulders, trembling but tender, anuance that bespoke
leashed passion, inflamed by Jindigar's luring her attention away. //He thinks—oh, no!// Her need to alay
Cyrussfear commanded the Oliat.

The Oliat responded, gtriving to perceive the Outriders barracks, aimost asif she were at Center again,
but Jndigar had no heart to restrain them.

The barracks shimmered into focus. It was dusk. Storm and Cyrus were on the porch, the othersinside
preparing supper. Cyrus sat dgectedly on the edge of the wood porch, hisfingers driven into the mass of
wild, tightly curly blond hair framing hiswesthered face, hisfeet scuffing the mud.

Storm paced. "I wish | could help you calm down."

"It isn't your wife who'sin there having God knows what doneto her!”
"They know humang They cured the virus—"

"Y eah, and now look."

Storm dropped down beside Cyrus. "We agreed to stick this out with the Oliat. Thisjust isn't like you,
Cy."

"Sure, 'Lord Kulain' shouldn't have any base fedings Mustn't sully the Kulain name! Well, dl that died
with the Allegiancy, and it was past time too!" He thrust himsdlf to hisfeet and stalked off to the end of



the building, halting to Stare at the fence but obvioudy not seeing it.

The Oliat withdrew reflexively. It wastoo persona a scene and none of their business. Smultaneoudy
Krinataflinched from it, gppdled that shed instigated the same kind of intrusion sheld objected to.

Jndigar gripped the linkages, ashamed at his momentary weakness. //Krinata, it's not something were
doing. It happens because of our ingtability./

Venlagar suggested, //We should adjourn.//
IIY es, hurry,// added Krinata. //Let me go to him!//

Jndigar complied. Reaching to Zannesu, he brought them back into baance and opened the linkagesinto
an even pattern. Then, using Krinatalsimage of airlock hatches closing off the links, he separated their
awarenesses and came up to full individual consciousnessjust intimeto hear them dl say doud, in
unison, "//Adjourned.//"

Trinarvil sghed loudly. She was seated at her desk, the office door shutting away the babble of her
curious assistants gathered in the hall outside. The apparatus had been put away. One Dushaun-spectrum
lamp waslit, powered from the waterfal south of the Dushau compound. Jindigar noted how the light
sent waves of profound relaxation through his whole body and took that as a measure of his persona
dysattunement to thisworld. When Renewad truly took hold of him, he just might become asill as
Trinavil.

"I've got to—" Krinata started, heading for the door. Then she paused, looking over her shoulder a
Jndigar. "Isitdl right?'

He nodded, saying, "Trinarvil, can someone escort Krinatato the Outriders and explain vibration therapy

to Cy?'

Sherose. "Escort, yes—explain—we can try." She followed Krinata to the door and spoke afew words
to someone outside.

Krinata hestated in the doorway. "Jindigar, Takora... no. It isn't important right now. Think abot it,
please”

Sheleft, and Trinarvil returned to her desk carrying atray with mugs of hot soup, which she passed out.
When she sat down with her own, Krinatals was |eft steaming by itself.

The Outriderswill see that Krinata eats something, he reassured himsalf. None of them had eaten
since dawn. The. soup tasted splendid. Subliminally he was aware that although the mug she drank from
had been made on Dushaun of Dushaun clay—not the Phanphihy product the Oliat had been served
in—Trinarvil found the native herbs and roots foul. He sat up straight, staring. He shouldn't have had that
awareness, fully adjourned. Testing, he found no leakage. But he had spoken aoud to Trinarvil right after
adjournment—without effort. And Eithlarin had endured her touch on Krinata. Could she be ready—"?

His eyes met the medic's, the swirling indigo pattern showing she was focused on him, aware of their
rapport. She was Oliat-trained, though it had been centuries since she'd worked. And she had predicted
that shed servein his Oliat. Her prophecies aways spoke true.

Into hishopeful silence she said, "No, Jindigar—I'm too old." She set the mug down and shoved it aside
with aclear rgection. "I'vefailed to adjust to thisworld.”

"Trinarvil, our Stuation couldn't beworse" And he described in Oliat shorthand how Krinatahad



grabbed Center. "An Oliat with two Centers can't Dissolve. If you could replace her—just for aday—I
could Dissolve easily. And—through the Oliat you could make world atunement.”

"Andif | couldn't? What Krinataamost did to you would be nothing by comparison.”

Theoretically shewasright. He glanced a Darllanyu, curled around her mug and into herself, and was
tempted to do or say anything to get Trinarvil to agree to help them.

"lsn't there someone else?' asked Trinarvil. "If you're not going to work, it doesn't take a great dedl of
skill to hold Outreach during Dissolution.”

"I've tested every Aliom student here. Thereisn't one who could tolerate anything more than atetrad
now. If one of them volunteered, it would take at least another year's nonproductive drill in subforms
before | might attain enough of a balance to Dissolve. Trinarvil, you can see we don't have ayear.”

Shedidn't deny it. "Y ou don't trust Krinata—even if she gives her word not to do that again?'

"I've had experience with—" He'd never told Trinarvil about the Desdindaloop and al the promises
Krinata couldn't help but violate because she had the " Aliom strike"—the trait that caused instantaneous,
uncritica reaction in an emergency and, when properly trained, dways resulted in an optima resolution.
From dl the promises Krinata had violated they had both learned that she would aways"strike" under
stress, promise or no promise, though she was not well trained. They had given up on promises.

He started over. "1 do trust Krinata. But | made amistake in taking her into Oliat. | should have known
that the Takora nexus had to surface—and cause her to 'strike' for Center.” Which was odd considering
that the nexus had been lifted from his own mind and thus could not encompass the Center
reflexes—because he, himself, hadn't had them when he'd been Takora's Protector. The nexus could
contain only that part of Takora he could accept—just as his own Oliat was absorbing his qudities,
filtered through their own limits.

Hefdl dlent, wrestling with the idea of a Dushau reincarnating as an ephemerdl.

Darllanyu stood up. "It's not Krinatathat hasto be replaced. It's me. Krinataonly reacted when | lost
attunement and blew the balances. Don't blame her." Without even glancing a Jndigar she |eft the room,
but a swirling turbulence wafted behind her.

Jndigar was on hisfeet before he thought, but Trinarvil stayed him with agesture. " She needs sometime
aone" And the unspoken implication was clear—certainly not with you too close by!

Shewasright, but Jndigar was afraid what Dar might do if |eft alonelong enough to redlize that they
were trapped. The pensone dose sheld planned to take was till at the Temple, and it offered at least
relief enough to diein peace. He had to go to her—but he dared not. Her need—his own need—tore at
him, eroding hiswill to endure. He needed Dar's deep understanding. Her presence would be more
enriching than the Dushauni lighting. And such things dways worked both ways. He had to go, yet he
dared not.

Hefound himsalf poised in the open door, staring after Darllanyu, his Oliat tensed to stop him, when the
Historian Threntisn emerged from a group gathered at the other end of the hal. They'd no doubt been
speculating on the Oliat's problem. The Historian approached warily. Jindigar made himself meet
Threntisn's gaze as Trinarvil looked over his shoulder and called, "Greetings, Archivig."

"Grestings, Hedler. May | speak to Jindigar's?”
"We have adjourned,” said Jndigar, finding suddenly that the words had to be forced into a straight



sentence. He retreated into the office and busied himself collecting the mugs, lingering over Dar'swhere
sheld abandoned it half full on the floor by her seat. He had to get hold of himsdif.

Zannesu met Threntisn. "Weligen, Hisorian."

"I seek aformd courtesy. The odd occurrencesin the cave today—it's said that despite dysattunement,
you've found afood for the Holot. It's vita that this be recorded in the Archive, so I've cometo request a
debriefing—"

Jndigar roseto sare a the Historian. He was bareheaded, even in the evening chill, and by the Dushauni
lighting, his skin showed the indigo of young middle-age. The skin nap of hisface and head was deeked
down. His nose was almost as sharp-bridged as some humans. His eyes, wider set than most Dushau's
eyes, gave him awary look. But Jindigar's raw sengtivity picked up the bottomless depths of Grisnilter's
Archive. He had apoise, an intengity, that characterized Archivists— and hadn't been in Threntisn ayear
ago. Hosting Grisnilter's Archive had changed him and had not catapulted him into Renewad.

In the painful slence Trinarvil said, "1 doubt if the Oliat can do an Archive debriefing. Their hedth is—"

Jndigar interrupted her, forcing out words by averting hiseyes. "It could be dangerous—to the Archive,
Threntisn—buit if yourewilling, wewill."

The others irred in darm. He turned to them and said, "'If we are doomed, what we have learned must
be preserved— even though it meansreliving it."

"Jndigar!" exdamed Trinarvil. "Krinata couldn't—"

"Does any of us know what a human can or cannot do?' He stared her down and turned to Threntisn,
whose eyes gleamed . with the eagerness of atrue Historian, and Jndigar had an idea. He turned his
back and fixed his gaze on Zannesu as he addressed Threntisn, explaining in layman's terms how
Krinata's grabbing of Center trapped them in Oliat.

Threntisn had grieved hisson in the full linkage with Jindigar and Krinata. He knew of the Takoranexus.
"Takorawas surdly experienced at debriefing to an Archive."

"But Krinata has never worked Outreach at adebriefing, and she has been aprofessiond Oliat debriefer,
responsible for making publishable recordings from Oliat memories. She might become disoriented,
confused—anything might happen.

"But it'sworth therisk,” continued Jndigar. "If we can record her grab, | can study it in dow motion and
high resolution to discover how to Dissolve us safely.” The memory would residein the Archive but
would not be accessible to Higtorians. It was an Oliat function trace, available only with Aliom keys. If
he'd had such atool last year, he could have saved Krinataalot of suffering.

"Alternatively,” put in Trinarvil, "rdiving it could kill you dl.”

"It didn't thefirst time," argued Eithlarin, but without conviction.

Jndigar cameto Trinarvil's desk. "Since you can't replace Krinata, what el se should we try?'
"Doyou redly think," said Threntisn, “that you can convince Krinatato do it for us?'
Jndigar turned and spoke directly to the Archivigt. Y es. Don't underestimate her courage.”

"Then wed better get sarted. It take sometimeto set it up.” He glanced at Venlagar and Llistyien.



"Jndigar's right— | must protect the Archive carefully. It will take me a least aday to shut it down and
another day or two for a Conclave to put meinto the best state for this. Can you afford to wait that

long?'

Too long, thought Jndigar. They ought to do this now. But Darllanyu could not work tonight—or even
tomorrow. And she had to fight her battle done—for any attempt by him to help her would only fuel the
forces she was straining to subdue.

Threntisn moved about the office, ingpecting the medica charts on the walls, peering into the cabinets,
handling the restraining belts on the cots, as he planned aoud. "I'll have ateam of Historianstunethe
apparaus. Trinarvil, well provide you space for your vibration therapy in case Krinatafreezes again. So
well need extra power lines—" He scanned Zannesu and Jindigar. "I'll get on it right now."

He was at the door when Jindigar said, "I'll et you know definitely by dawn if we decideto doit.”
And then the Historian was gone.

Jndigar turned to Eithlarin. "It would be good if you could find that pensone before Dar does. The rest of
you—the Historianswill need help focusing the equipment—" He Sighed. "I've got to talk to Krinata."

When Jndigar arrived at the Outriders barracks, all doors were closed against the evening chill, and
smoke was flowing aromatically from the chimneys. Without trying he knew shewasin Cyruss
room—aone with him. As he hesitated, aware that she knew he was here, Storm's door opened, and
one of Storm's co-husbands, Ruff, heaved a basin of wash water out to the side of the building. A baby
fretted within, then quieted.

Asheturned to go back inside Ruff noticed Jndigar and froze. Then he poked hishead in and
whispered, "Storm, it'sJindigar!" He came out onto the porch, easing the door shut behind him, then
waited for Jndigar to spesk.

"Don't disurb Storm,” said Jindigar, knowing he was nursing his baby. "I have to see Krinata."
"She's—" Ruff's gaze went to Cyruss door.
"I know. I'll wait."

"Oh." Ruff had never been voluble. He, as Storm's other co-husbands, Pece and Tallar, dways had
Storm do the talking. Now he said only, "We're hereif you need us."

"Tdl Storm we aren't—able—to dedl with the community. Terab should be informed—we have
survived, but we can't work."

Ruff answered, "I'll tell him." Then hewasgone.

Jndigar drifted along the porch and leaned against one of the poles. Cy's voice was raised in annoyance
a Krinatafor offhandedly usng a Dushaun expression, shaelliu. Her higher pitched voice came through
clearly, explaining that shedd only meant "very good,” or "dl right." But Cy wasin no mood for alanguage
lesson.

At last he shouted, "I can't deal with you!" He ripped open the door and stalked out onto the porch, fairly
vibrating with unreleasable energies. Krinata caught the door beforeit crashed into the wall. Cyrus
spotted Jndigar and straightened, tugging hisdull green field tunic into place, his bare forearms showing
bandages to match Krinatas, though he wore them asiif they were the heavy gold armlets of rank
bestowed by the Emperor. "Did you need us?"



Jndigar reassured him, relieved at how easily the words camethistime. "No, | must spesk to Krinata—"
"Cy hasn't touched—" she darted, defensive.

"I know," Jindigar said, forestaling her. Hed have known if the Outrider had made any advancestoward
her.

Jndigar admired Cyrus—easly amatefor Krinata. He smiled, hisbest human imitation, and told him,
"As Center, | must gpologizefor letting my Oliat eavesdrop on you and Storm earlier.”

"Forget it. Krinata aready explained.”

"Then let usassumeit never happened.” Jndigar was carefully formd, for he had known Cyrusonly a
year, and sexud jealousy wore many guises among different cultures. Possibly Cyrus didn't even know
what was eroding histemper. "But may we address the issuesraised by the incident?"

Embarrassed, Cyrus gnawed alip. "It's not necessary—but comein if you like. It's chilly out here, and
dark."

"Thank you," replied Jndigar, and followed them insde.

The room was aduplicate of Storm's, except that it had only one window. It was on the rear wall
opposite the door and had a view of the compound's paisade but was shuttered now. A merry fire
burned in the corner fireplace next to it. There was arough-hewn table and chairs, a bed and washstand,
and a curtained shelf for storage. On top of the shelf lay areader with alarge stack of cartridges. Empty
cups stood on the table amid the remains of alight medl.

Therewasahint of an offhanded, courtly manner in Cyruss movements as he offered Jindigar asedt,
then busly lit afew more candlesto aid Dushau vison. "Would you like something to egt?" he asked,
gathering thelitter.

"No, thank you. I've actualy come hereto ask Krinatato risk her life—again. But before | do that—I
believe | owe you—" He shrugged, portraying his helplessness, keeping his attention on Cyruswhile
Krinata settled warily into another chair a thetable. "I owe you an explanation.”

Cyrusturned achair and straddled it asaHolot might.

"L ook, if anything, | owe you an gpology.” His gaze raked Krinatain the forbidden intimacy he could not
resst, and suddenly Jindigar knew that the Outrider was not fully aware of what was driving him.

Jndigar focused grictly on Cyrus, Emulating him lightly to pick up the nuances. Thelivesof hisofficers
depended on this one human. Conscioudy Cyrus understood that he must not arouse Krinatain Oliat.
But hiseyesreveded an unconscious, confused and hurt, compulsively reaching for her, only to be
rebuffed in favor of aman who could only use her ruthlesdy.

Krinatas lips tensed, betraying her inner struggle. Torn gpart by the pain she was causing Cyrus, how
could she possibly bring them through the debriefing dive? Jndigar had to soothe Cyruss unconsciousto
adleviate Krinatas pain and let her concentrate.

Cyruss unconscious had to know that Jndigar did not regard Krinata as just an ephemeral—trivia and
peripherd to hislife—but that she mattered to him as a person. Even ephemeral Outriders had only
been alowed to know Dushau who were between Renewals, so while they had been told it was different
during Renewd, they believed Dushau incapable of persond reationships. Cyrushad to learn
otherwise—and quickly. He had to learn on anonverba leve that Krinata was not rebuffing him but only



delaying, and that Jndigar loved Krinata so much, he wanted her to have a proper mate.

Jndigar told him, "Y ou owe me no apology for your feding for Krinata. It isabeautiful thing, an
expression of life. Itishow | fed about Darllanyu. And she about me. Neither of uswould ook at
anothe—in such fashion.”

"See? | knew that. So | owe you an apology.”

"On the contrary,” countered Jindigar quickly. "What is between Krinataand me—" He had to meet her
eyes now, wishing he had the Oliat link to reassure her. "We are more than zunre. Arid thereisathreat
there”

She paed. Cyrus choked, unbdievingly, "Areyou trying to tell me you love Krinata?'

Jndigar smiled again, hoping histeeth hadn't turned as pde ashefdt themto be. "I lovedl my
zunre—and my Outridersaswadll. Cy, you are as specid to me as Krinatais. And more— for you are
specid to Krinata. It takes more than love to make amating. Krinata can't be mate to me, nor | to her."

It wastrue. The particular awakening that came to him with Dar's touch was not there with Krinata. Y et
something was. He had learned, with Ontarrah, that there was nothing but bitter pain to be had from that
lure, for it could not deliver what it promised.

"I never thought—I mean—of course you couldn't—"

The embarrassment was back, and Krinatawould have been squirming except for the aristocratic
upbringing of the Zavaronne. To confront that tension and force Cyrus to become conscious of his
deeper fedlings, Jindigar rose and circled Krinata's chair. He put his hands on her shoulders, and
watching Cyrus, he stroked her neck—the bare human skin having only the dightest fuzz of soft hair that
tickled when it got between the sengitive nap that was a part of his skin, not a dead excrescence that
remained attached.

He opened himsdlf further to the human Emulation so her body did not seem repulsive, and watched
Cyrusfighting the mal e reflexes that were both social and biological. He was treading hard on Cyruss
territory, the sanctity of which wasn't even under Cyrus's own control—but was afunction of Krinatals
will. The Outrider was not prepared to face his vulnerability, certainly not at the hands of a nonhuman.

Unableto tolerate Cyruss building discomfort and clearly darmed at her physica responseto Jndigar's
deliberately sensuous touch, Krinatalooked up and protested, "Jindigar, you shouldnt—" Her eyestold
him how she had wanted this from him but now no longer did.

Y et he continued to caress her throat meaningfully, giving Cyrustimeto absorb her responseto him and
her rgiection of that response. His hand trembled with suppressed memories of Ontarrah—those four
heartbreakingly disastrous experiments—and he hoped the only memory of that |eft to Krinatawas her
frustrated yearning for what could not be. A yearning for a Dushau's renewing touch might plague a
Dushau reincarnated as an ephemeral.

Heflinched from the thought and said doud, "Cyrus, thisis safe for me—even though right now Darllanyu
isat the very brink of givinginto Renewdl. If | wereto do thisto Eithlarin or Llistyien, Darllanyu would
fed it. Andif | were to touch Darllanyu so, most of uswould be dead within the hour." He kndlt beside
her chair and turned her face to him, fegling the heat of embarrassment flush her cheeks. ™Y ou arouse me,
Krinata, but not like Dar does." Has she told Cyrus of Ontarrah?

"l loveyou, too, Jndigar—" Then shelooked a Cyrus, stricken. "But that doesn't mean | love you less!”



"l never challenged that—I never thought—"

"No, you didn't think," said Jindigar, forcing himself to abandon Krinata before his reponse did get out
of control, and Dar fdt it. Hetook his chair again, assuming anondefensive posture. "Y ou felt—and
sometimes fedings are more accurate than the plodding linearity of thought. The Oliat feels, Cy.
Everything—all a once. That'swhy it'd be as dangerous for usif you were to touch Krinata as it would
beif | gaveinto Dar. And that'swhy, in the cave, it was my duty as Center to take Krinata away from
you."

"l understood that even before the medic explained how the entire Oliat had to be treated to help
Krinata, because you're dl tied together when you work."

"Y ou understand, but you till fed threatened,” countered Jndigar gently, "because | wanted to take her
from you— because | am arival—for Krinata—but not for your mate."

"Jndigar!" protested Krinata.
"Please, listen," he urged her. "Cyrus, you and | must confront the fact that wefed likerivas."

Jndigar Emulated human maeness, supporting it with his own emerging maleness as much as he dared,
and let Cyrus see how Krinata mattered to him.

Over that subtext he asked, "Now do you understand how far this has gone? | can't bear to hurt Krinata.
| can't bear to see her hurt—and she will die—we al will—if | can't Dissolve us safdly. | don't know how
to do that yet, but | do know that there's no hope without your help." And he outlined to them both the
idea Threntisn had given him.

"Debriefing to an Archive?' asked Krinata. Even she, asaprofessiona debriefing officer, had never
known the origina usage of the equipment the Dushau had modified for ephemerd use.

"Yes. Now | must ask you aquestion, Cyrus. Do you believe | love Krinata? Treasure her life beyond
my own?"

Cyrusgazed at him, dl primal, threatened male peering out of intelligence-haunted eyes at thedienriva,
for Jndigar was showing him the fierce emotions Krinataroused in him. It dawned on him that hisfeding
for her was smilar to how he'd feel about any of hisex-wivesif they were hereto officiate at his
wedding, using the way they aroused him to ease him through onset and give him to Darllanyuin
reasonably decent condition.

He pushed the pungent nostalgiaaside and concentrated on Cyrus, for the human wasfinaly accepting
his own ingtinctive recognition of Jindigar asariva. Perhaps no human could ever accept that such rivalry
was to be enjoyed, forming the degpest bonds of friendship, but at least he now knew that Jindigar— a
nonpredator—could be ariva without being an enemy, without hurting the one he loved, and thus,
without tempting him to break Outriders vows.

"Yes, Jndigar. | believe you do love her. What do | haveto do?’

Jndigar reached across the table and gripped Cyruss callused hand, Emulating human tactile
communication to convince his unconscious. "Y ou love her asmuch as| do. You treasure her lifeas
much as | do. Protect her by giving her into my keegping. As mate to my zunre, you become my zunre,
too—closer than family. Trust me. Our lives depend onit.”

"Jndigar," asked Cy, "are you saying Krinata's doomed unless| give her up to you?'



"Y es. She must be mine—and only mine—for these next few days. I'll protect her as you would yoursdlf.
Then shewill beyoursand I'll retire to theinner compound and no longer be afactor in your lives.”

Jndigar, gaze locked with Cyruss, saw that he had Cyruss understanding. To have, one must first
surrender. It was not amale attitude, but Cyrus was not only male. He was human, and themaein him,
confronted and acknowledged at |ast, was now mallified enough that the human could dominate.

Into the protracted silence Krinatasaid tentatively, "This may be the wrong moment to mention it, but |
am not a possession to be bartered for."

Cyrus broke his gaze and turned to Krinata, babbling hastily, "I didn't mean—I know—aof course,
you're—| mean, naturaly it'sup to you."

Jndigar rose and circled the table, resetting al the musclesin hisface and body as he shook himsdlf out
of the Emulation. "I'm sorry, Krinata. | do not regard women as chattel to be bargained for. Can you
imagine how Dar would react to that?' He paused to let the absurdity sink in, then pointed out, "But she
knows how the line between identities blursin mating— how part of one becomes part of another, in
order to create anew identity. A mate becomes atemporary proprietor of one'ssoul.” A gateway to
Completion.

Cyrusrose and paced to the other side of the room, his mind engaging now that Jindigar had veiled the
prima energies. "Jndigar, were you just Emulating? Or were you telling the truth?!

"Both. Look a me," he prompted. "Do you still see barely contained arousal? A man who possesses this
woman and will protect her with hislife because hislifeishers?

With dl the years of hisfield experience Cyrus studied Jindigar and saw only an adjourned Center. At
last he shook his head. "I don't know wheat to believe.”

"Any Dushau would be ableto seeit in me. It isn't gone because | can't makeit go away. But there'slots
more thereto be read. | am frightened as I've never been before. At any moment, without warning, my
Oliat may collapse. And that's not merdly an ideato me. It's happened to me, with Kamminth's—"

Krinatawent to Cyrus. "I told you about how the Emperor destroyed Kamminth's, when Jindigar was
trying to change Officesto be their Outreach.” She, no doubt, remembered vividly how they had
collgpsed in convulsonsin the Imperid Paace courtyard, dl but three of them dying ingantly.

The one image from that moment that Jndigar could not banish was Lewathas body, twisted in the rigor
of death by shock. He had left Jindigar hiswhule and hismusic, dong with the feding of beauty.

Cyrusfaced Krinata, his hands behind his back, his stance no longer so vibrantly tense with denied
impulses.

Krinatasaid, "I don't agree with your primitive psycho-sexua analysis. Loveisn't possession. Loveis
acceptance.” Shetossed aglance at Cyrus. "And | can accept both of you. So don't fight over me, all
right?'

"An Outrider doesn't fight with an officer,” replied Cyrus, eyeing Jndigar significantly. "An Outrider fights
for the officers”

"Then these officers had better get back to work," observed Krinata. She pulled on her wrap but
stopped at the door to watch Cyrusfinish cleaning the table. "Y ou redlly do understand now?”

He glanced up, head cocked to one side. "It's dl right, Krinata, go ahead. Just teach me that word next



time"

"Shaeliu? It'sanother word for marriage, isn't it, Jndigar?”

"Inyour case—yes—I bdieve s0."

As she led the way outside she asked, "1 wonder—does that congtitute a Priest's blessing?”
"Aliom Priestsdon't give blessangs, Krinata. | thought you knew that."

Before she could answer, Storm caled from the other end of the building where hisroom was. "Jindigar!
I'd like to talk to you for amoment.”

He sent Krinata on to re-join the others and reassure them that she was willing to attempt the debriefing.
"We have dl of tomorrow to teach you therouting," hetold her. "It'salittle different from your old job."

Storm waved him into the warmth of hisroom. The baby was gone, but clothes, blankets, and cleverly
handmade toys were everywhere. The connecting door to Ruff's room was gar, but apparently Ruff,
Pece, and Tdlar were gathered in the next room with the human apprentices. Jndigar noted how they
had vacated the room next to Cyruss, the doors closed, affording privacy despite the thinwalls.

Storm's corner fireplace gave off a pleasing warmth; the candles, adim light. Without even asking, Storm
poured amug of teafor Jndigar. "Thisisthe kind you like. Y ou probably need it after that.”

Jndigar laughed. "Cy's not hard to talk to."

"He's very professional—but Jindigar, he'sgoing to pieces.” The Lehiroh sat down across the table from
Jndigar, cradling hisown mug of tea.

"] don't think it's that bad."

"He was shouting at Krinatal Oh—he's not L ehiroh, but 1've known enough humansto recognize a
critica level of sexud tensonwhen | seeit. | tried to hep him—he wouldn't let me touch him. Some
humans are like that. So Orel went to him—but he thinks of her asfemale, and that's even worse. If the
Oliat hasto call usto work again—frankly, Jindigar, thisis very hard to say. Cy isthe best—I mean, the
best Outrider I've ever worked with. But right now | don't trust him. His temper is hanging by athread.
And hewon't do anything to help himsdif."

Trying to think what to say, Jindigar drank some of the tea. Orel was the mother of Storm's baby.
Obvioudy they dl loved Cyrus, but being Lehiroh, they weren't upset by amere sexud rgection. They
were smply worried for adear colleague, and Storm, knowing from vast experience that Dushau hardly
noticed such things, felt it hisduty to consult the Oliat Center.

"Storm, it's not that Cyruswon't help himself. He can't. Not any morethan | can help mysdlf right now.
But only another couple of days at the most—-and I'll Dissolve without ever caling on you again. And
you may find that Cy has made some peace with himsdlf now."

"Should we try approaching him again?' asked Storm with the intonation that asked, You mean, you
convinced himto find another outlet?

"Y ou can ask him why herefused. Y ou may find it'sjust that right now, anyone but Krinataissmply
repulsve.”

"I could understand that. But if that's the case, | think wed better replace him on the team.”



"l wouldn't put it to him that way. Krinata needs him— and he's her Outrider. Y ou know Cy. Herants
about the aristocracy being dead, but he's Lord Kulain through and through. Nothing in the galaxy will
induce him to abandon aresponsibility, but especidly not this one—to the Lady Zavaronne." And
Krinata's the same way.

Storm ran ahand through his hair and flipped it back. "Well, | guessyou can seethat I've never redly
gotten into cross-species sexudity, especidly not with humans. But—I'll haveto talk to Ruff. | suppose
weéll have to seduce him somehow. The problem is, none of us know that much about humans, and |
don't think our trainee Outriders would help.”

"It might be better just to wait afew days—the whole problem should be resolved by then."

Storm looked at him sideways, then shrugged, "1'm not going to inquire about Dushau personal habits,
but if you think it's possible to ignore athing like thisfor afew days, we've just found another time-scale
discrepancy between Dushau and ephemerds. Jndigar, that man's going to break, one direction or
another—in amatter of hours. | just want to seeit do no harm.”

Summoning his human Emulation for amoment, Jindigar thought that perhaps Storm wasright. Jndigar's
exercise had given Cyrus some peace, but the previoudy aroused sexual energies had not been grounded
out. In fact, Cyrus might be more sexudly volatile now that he wasin touch with his prima drives.
Jndigar conceded, "Running your team is up to you. If you can work it out, so much the better. Buit |
redly can't see ushaving to cdl onyou again. Right now I'm afraid to conveneat al.”

They fdl into adiscusson of the Oliat's technica problemsthat lasted over three mugs of tea.

When Storm saw Jindigar to the door, he was grave and reserved. Jindigar felt that there was much news
of the ephemera world that Storm was withholding. After the tedious dealings with ephemeras of the last
few hours, Jndiger fet himsdf utterly uninterested in the affairs of the rest of the community. He knew
that was abad sign but aso that it was a perfectly natural devel opment.

If only, when news of Krinata's death reaches me, | can be this uninterested.

FIVE
Cassrian Hatchery

Krinata tackled the debriefing theory professondly, and Jndigar suddenly felt that his scheme was going
to work. He found some Aliom students with experience on the debriefer, and Threntisn consulted the
Archivefor the method of tuning the machineswithout the aid of a Sentient computer. Then he went into
seclusion, barricading his Archive from any possible intruson by the Oliat.

Darllanyu returned to them calm enough to ask Krinata, "How isCy?"
"He understands now," she answered with certainty.

"Dont ever hurt him, Krinata," pled Darllanyu. "He nearly killed himsdlf saving my life when wewere
trapped in that hive. He deserves the very best that life can give."

"] know he does."

With sudden insght Jindigar redlized that Dar felt about Cy very much as he felt about Krinata. One day
held haveto ask if sheld known himin one of his previousincarnations.

Jndigar swalowed churning emotions, none of which were appropriate to the debriefing drill they had yet
to magter. "Krinata, I'm going to relax the adjournment and let you maintain the linkage pattern—" That



wasthe Inreach'sjob. Krinata didn't have the training, but during debriefing, she had to handleit. He
warned the others, "'If she fumbles, I'll reingtate adjournment quickly, so brace yourselves."

Llistyien Sghed, "Good thing | didn't eat thismorning. This dways make me nauseous.”
Zannesu said, "l agree. Jndigar, are you sure | shouldn't take Outreach for this one?”

"It wouldn't work," insgsted Jndigar, not thinking about al the horror stories held heard through the years.
"Ready?' And he put them through the drill.

When, after four tries, Krinata had not managed it, he set Llistyien to Emulate human, bringing up the
ephemera point of view for the Oliat. Thislimited them severely both in the span that congtituted "now"
and in the spread of territory that was "here." It became very hard to see purpose in what they were
doing, so that asthey repeated the drill afatiguing sense of futility settled over the Dushau Officers.

But Krinata's spiritsrose. //Why didn't you tell methat was dl you wanted!// She redoubled her efforts,
each try yielding afraction more success that only whetted her appetite for more. Jindigar had used this
method to teach her before, but they had never tackled anything this complex.

It took the entire day until Krinatafinally held steady threetriesin arow, and Jindigar adjourned and sent
them dll off to exercise away the tenson and to deep.

But he was too keyed-up to retire. He had spent the whole day focused on Krinata, yet at Center, he
could not avoid awareness of Darllanyu leashing back surges of possessvenesswith dl the discipline a
her command. She had triumphed over her need for amate's care—thistime. He admired her strength in
winning that battle while apart of him squirmed in pleasure at how much she wanted him. Mostly, though,
he wanted to hold her close and make sure sheld never have to fight such a battle again.

Hewandered outsde into the twilight evening. A balmy breeze wafted up from theriver, akind breeze
laden with moisture and fragrant with night-blooming flowers. He st out to walk the perimeter of the
compound. If he went into then-quarters now, he would surdly tell Dar how he felt—and that could be
disastrous.

He strolled toward the wall dividing the compound for the comfort of thosein Renewd. It was shorter
than the outer wall and not as sturdy, atoken wall to be honored by those not in Renewa. One day it
would probably be replaced by the more usua hedgerow that Sgnified, Here children play and youths
try their strength.

Ontop of thewall near the gate ayoung piol sat erect, nibbling busily on something held between two
paws, dmogt asif waiting for the children to come out to play. He recalled Cyrusfeeding the piol on the
porch. The Outriders had made ahome of their on-duty quarters, the kind of home one should only
makeinsde a Renewal park.

Hetoyed with the idea of going insde. The centra gate was constantly open, just two sections of wall
overlapping in acurve. Hed never seen with his own eyeswhat they'd built in there. Unbidden, the rules
of courtesy for entering a Renewal park roseto hismind. There were no children, let aone youths, here
yet. So he would ssimply have to keep his eyes off mated women and not discuss the affairs of the world
asif they wereasvitd aschildren.

Given his state of mind, that wouldn't be difficult. He redlly belonged over there more than he did here.
He stood staring at the gate, knowing that to breach it now would give license to his desires. Hiswill
could be swamped, and he might not regain the objectivity needed to Center.



Twilight faded. Night swallowed him, but he shunned the automatic Oliat awareness that replaced vison,
confronting the alien dark of thisworld. Then he heard the Singing.

Fantly at first, wafting thisway and that on the evening breeze, the voices of dozens of Dushau women
joined inthe old, familiar harmonies of the Aliom evening chants asthey walked to the Ste of their
Temple. A painful warmth rosein his chest. Even without an Active Priest, Aliom was organizing a
community.

He hadn't thought about it in more than athousand years, but suddenly he yearned for the daily routine of
Renewa— walking to the Temple a dawn, chanting the men's songs,

giving the dawn music lesson, conducting the medtime study, training and teaching drills, and theory
classes, coming hometo play with his babies or joining them in Slent discovery of the universe, feeding
his children, dancing and playing sportswith his youngsters—and giving dayclose table ceremoniesfor his
family, dancing and singing with hiswife—and the tight cycle of commemorative days atering the content
of the routine but not the daily rhythm.

They would have to make new commemoratives. He quailed before the size of the task. He would have
no one senior to him to teach him. He couldn't lead this community.

But the distant music swept him back into visons of sweet days filled with routine, building a secure
world for growing minds. How beautiful it wasto dwell with family, every shared event degpened by
shared insghtsinto the errors of old habits. How wonderful to share the unfolding evolution of amate's
soul—waking each morning not quite sure who this person would be today, or who you, yoursdf, would
be.

He gppreciated the truth of the old saying, " Children give birth to the parents.” Raising Darllanyu's
children would make him a.completely different person than he could become raising any other woman's
children,

Even knowing that much of their time here would be spent constructing buildings or producing basic
goods, hewas ready to get Sarted. But he could not enter those gates aone.

As he stood captivated by the distant women's song, their voices fatered. Softly he sang thetune, asif to
teach them. They needed an Active Priest. And—if any of them wereto survive adjusting to this
planet—they needed him to ignite the complementary worldcirclein the Active Temple. Itsruddy glow
would be perceptible only to die Aliom-trained, who could enter the Temple, but the influence of the pair
of cirdleswould vitdize the whole community. They could use the circlesto help those fighting
dysattunement. Pregnant women would cometo the Active circle to dedicate their children to
Completion.

He saw Darllanyu, pregnant as could be, standing in that rosy glow, happily leading the women's charnt.
The image faded. He scrubbed his face with both hands, hoping, though he had no gift, that thiswas

prophecy.

"Jndigar?'

It was avery tentative whisper, and Jndigar turned to find Threntisn hesitating at adistance. "Were
adjourned.”

Threntisn approached, hands tucked into the deep pockets of hisloose black jerkin. He was wearing a
dark turban with adeep purple shirt and trousers, making himsdlf virtualy invisble. Jndigar could sense
the presence of the Archive, aglittering swirl, muted now by the wards placed around it for tomorrow's



debriefing. He knew what it waslike to carry that Archive but not what it might be to feed it dataand
watch it grow, to ask it questions and find answers put there lifetimes ago by custodians long dead and

forgotten.
"Do you recd| the Century Song?" asked Threntisn.

"Y ou know | wasraised in aHistorian family. How could | not?" The children's song enumerated the
centuries of alife leading to Completion, assigning alesson to each century, a challenge to be conquered.
It had been one of Jindigar's favorite songs.

"Will you teech it to your children?"

"I'll let you do that when you come into Renewa," answered Jindigar mildly, not liking where thiswas
leading.

"Will you come with them to lessons?’

"If necessary. When they're very young."

"Jndigar, don't evade. If you get out of thisalive, you'l belucky. Aliom isn't taking you to Completion.
And—I admit I'm impressed with how you protected Grisnilter's Archive. With training you could be an
Archivig."

"And wherewould | get an Archive? Y ou've got the only one on Phanphihy."
"Oh, Phanphihy will produce its own Archive one day."
"A new Archive's Eye will open? Y ou can't predict that!"

"Certain historical stresses surround the opening of al the Eyeswe know of. The signatureiswith us,
Jndigar, but none of our trainees has any red talent—the kind that runsin your family. We need you."

"No, Threntisn." |s there any way to make him stop this? Jindigar had known and cherished too many
ephemerds. Hismind was riddled with grieving scars too painful to touch, and the loss of Krinatawas
going to be theworgt. Lacking wholeness, he could never work the Historian's path. With the muted
dazzle of the Archive dancing so near him, Jindigar thought, for the first timein along time, that maybe he
had made amistake, choosing Aliom. But it was a choice made and could not be rescinded. Threntisn
knew that but apparently could understand it no more than Jindigar's father did. "I have too many
scars—too many memory blockages.”

"Y ou're young yet. We could train you around them."

Threntisn only wanted to give him hope, something to live for so héd fight harder to extricate himsalf from
thetrap that held his Oliat. The Historian didn't understand the anxieties his offer raised, for a Priest gave
hiswhole sdf to the Aliom, forsaking al other possibilities for Completion. Gently Jndigar replied,
"Perhaps you could train me, but | told you once, I'll enter the Historians Temple the day you become an
Aliom Priegt."

"And, as| sad, perhaps that meanswell go down to dissolution/desth together.” He shook himself and
turned away, saying, "l didn't mean to be so gloomy. I'll try to be more cheerful tomorrow." He went
toward his own Temple where he would no doubt spend the night preparing for the debriefing.

Jndigar waked until nearly midnight, wanting to lose himsdlf in smple physicd activity. When he came
into the Oliat "quarters, the room seemed hot and stuffy, but everyone else was adeep. He found adinner



plate left asde for him on the warmer hearth, a napkin made of the rough-woven native cloth folded into
atent over it—Krinata'swork. There was dried fruit; tea; hard, thin bread; nuts. Each of his officers had
left him aportion of their favorite food.

The next morning, they convened and went over to the Historians Temple. No Aliom practitioner would
be alowed within the Historians sanctum, any more than a Historian could be admitted to the Aliom
building now that the worldcircle had been ignited. But the debriefing apparatus had been set upina
fidldstone addition to the Historians Temple, alarge room that had its own entry, so they need not pass
through the sensitized space.

They entered an dcove divided from the main room by a shimmering beaded curtain. Beyond that vell the
debriefer was working, and Dushauni light filled the room beautifully. As Krinata paused to don dark
glasses Jindigar examined the newly laid power lines, scavenged from some spaceship. They snaked
across the floor and out awindow, toward the power plant by the waterfall. Power regulators had been
spliced in, for the waterfal's jury-rigged system produced unsteady current.

One of the Higtorians met them and, seeing Jindigar eyeing the heavy line, commented to Krinata, "It was
difficult to get permission to black out the community this morning, but we're drawing the entire power

outpL.

"/IThen let'smake it count, //" they replied through Krinata. From her voice Jndigar judged that the
balance they had struck in the Aliom Temple ought to hold.

They followed the Historian through the curtain. The field-stone walls were undressed, the windows high
and opague, thefloor of kiln-fired brick. The gleaming equipment brought from Dushaun seemed grafted
onto the primitive setting. Control room couches had been brought in for the officers and set up in the
configuretion of the Oliat array.

Threntisn was dready in his place, on the opposite side of the debriefer's large, circular optica membrane
framed by a carefully tuned forcefield torus. Attendants were fussing over the connectionsto his
bodyfield, and as they watched, the optical membrane cleared, then sparkled in readiness.

Jndigar, even with full Oliat awareness, could bardly sense the presence of the Archive now. In theory he
knew what had been done. The Archiveitsdf did not exist insde the Historian's brain but was attached
to Threntisn's mind through the locus &t its center called the Eye. The Eye of the Archive opened into an
elsewhere where space and time were not defined—a place before birth and after death. Around the
Eyeamultidimensiona quasi-gpacid structure was erected by the Historian to organize data, but that
dructure, too, didn't exist within the brain. It existed on the kind of nonmaterial menta plane wherethe
Oliat linkages exigted.

Inthe right mental Sateit was possibleto travel such planes and function there asif they werered. But
that was a handy fiction created by the mind to rationalize anonrational experience.

Threntisn had placed himsdlf in that mentad state and had closed dl the Archive's portas, working now
through only one, and that one was tightly focused on the optica membrane and the other sensory inputs
feeding into his bodyfield from the pickupsthe Oliat would wear.

Krinatatook her place as any veteran Outreach might. Her outward poise never deserted her, but
Jndigar could fed theflutter of tensgon within her. //Steady,// he urged asthey settled into their couches
and secured themsel ves with the spaceman's restraints. //Threntisn has complete control of the Archive
now. Wewont fal into it. Nothing like that can happen thistime, Krinata./



The Dushauni lights were dimmed, so most of the illumination now came from the optical membrane.
Historian technicians began their age-old tasks, and for Jindigar it became— despite the bizarre
Setting—asoothingly familiar rhythm. Aseach of them settled helmets, foot contacts, and hand grips, a
technician balanced the input circuitsto clear the membrane again, using that clarity to measure
Threntisn's readiness to tune another input channel. The Archive could take the Oliat's full data
throughput, but Threntisn couldn't. Most of the data had to bypass his conscious mind.

The debriefing chamber was like a spaceport traffic control room or asinging meditation, picking up the
essentid rhythm of body and world, 'blending them to shaleiliu—to perfect harmony.

Asthelast of the contact checks died away Jindigar told Krinata, //Now wait for Threntisn's
guestion—he's doing the job you used to do when debriefing an Oliat to make a prospectus for anewly
discovered world./

/N know,// she replied impatiently. //Wewent dl through that.//

Krinata had been a master of the debriefer used by Survey to make living brochures of colonizable
worlds. She'd confessed that it had never occurred to her that Dushau hadn't created the debriefer
merely to make Oliat memory visible to non-Dushau.

Suddenly Jndigar remembered how she had evoked his reliving the tornado that had killed Kamminth's
Outreach, Taaryesh. He had been Kamminth's Receptor at that time, but by the time Krinata had
debriefed Kamminth's, only three officers had been | eft dive, and Jndigar had taken Outreach. The
reliving of Taaryesh's ungrieved death had nearly destroyed Jndigar. He hadn't thought until this moment
how hard it must have been on Krinata—for at that time she had aready begun to exhibit Oliat function
sengtivity. Only, he hadn't known it until months|ater.

Soontaneous awakening of ability from contact with the debriefer would make sense if she was,
indeed, Takora reincarnated. And that ill-fated debriefing had been her very last use of the equipment
until now. She'd never mentioned it, but it must be on her mind. //Krinata, it won't be like Taaryesh. It will
bevivid for us, yes—but red, not nightmarish. Relax and et Threntisn frameit for us. Just hold the
linkages and let the data flow.//

Darllanyu felt his concern for Krinata. She shifted uncomfortably. //What's taking that Historian so long?//
Absently Jndigar kneaded his chair arm to relieve the nagging itch of hisnail beds. He stared at his
inflamed fingertips and refused to check Darllanyu's restless hands as he answered, //Threntisn is being
cautious—wisdly so, considering what happenswhen | tangle with that Archive//

//Let'snot dwell on that,// suggested Venlagar.

Then Threntisn's question came directly through their Outreach: How did you know the clickerbeasts
wer e attacking the Holot?

The whole-Oliat response was engaged. With the Inreach focused on past experience, and the Outreach
holding the current links, data flooded up out of their globa memory into the current links, then flowed
out through Krinataand onto Threntisn's screen as visud patterns while his Archive assmilated the Oliat's
subtextua data

Tothe Oliat it wasred again: their first experience of the shaelliu hum, their bright anticipation of
Dissolution shattered, and the sky blackened with screeching, yammering, clicking bodies svarming
toward the cliff face and the lip of the cave where the Hol ot fought them and logt.

The entire scene unredled, skillfully directed by Threntisn's prompts. Why did you respond? And when



they had controlled -the swarm, How did you induce them to leave?

Jndigar, at Center, separated the remembered datainto levels, alowing factsto go into open filefor any
Historian to access, and then grading the Oliat's experiences so Aliom trained researchers could retrieve
it.

He had never donethis before, and in his concern for his officers, he had forgotten that he, himself, was
entering new depths. One mistake and someone using the Archive might have datadumped into his
nervous system with such speed that it would destroy his mind. It suddenly occurred to him that
generations of Aliom Priests had debriefed to this Archive. It probably contained everything hedd need to
train himsdf to hisnext leve and lead this community properly.

Deeply rdlieved, Jndigar marshaed hisfull concentration, mastering another Center function. He hardly
noticed when Threntisn segued into questions about the search for anew food source, and Krinataand
Venlagar once more held the Holot infant in their arms.

The Higtorian led them through the search. Jndigar carefully separated the knowledge they had gained of
the Holot and the Gifters from the Oliat's inner experience. He noted the point where he and Zannesu had
shifted the linkage patternsto Llistyien, insulating Krinatafrom the data flow.

Only thistime, of course, she wasn't insulated. She had to handle the outflow to the debriefer, grip the
linkage balances, and reliveit dl with them—discovering now what had been going on outside her
awareness. Jindigar could not spare her amoment's thought, though, as he sifted and sorted, assigning
levels

//INot long now. Brace yoursalves, hereit comes, Dar,// he managed as Threntisn's final question echoed
through them.

And why did you collapse?

Jndigar had told him to finish with that one, but now he regretted it. They were dl exhausted, and he
heard Darllanyu whimper softly asthe memory of her loss of attunement swept through the Oliat, their
current reactions worsened by three more days of increasing sengtivity.

The optica membrane showed the cave seen through human eyes as Jindigar had sought orientation in his
Outreach. Theinner level recorded the fed of her body against him asthey fdl, Krinataholding the
squirming Holot baby as they and Storm toppled together to the hard floor of the cave.

Then the membrane went black—optical membranesin service never did that. Jindigar thought the
instruments had jammed at the shock of a Center being displaced, but then, with the memory of Krinatas
takeover, Jndigar floating above them, came atwisted, distorted image it in dull shades—Krinatas
visudization of the Gifters hive on the plain above the cliff. . Jndigar didn't know if Threntisn had ever
dedt with human | vison, and hewas sure it would give the Historian aheadache, 1| but there was nothing
he could do. That had been the Oliat's perception.

Her vision took over the dataflows, asif she again usurped his position. The Oliat relived that moment of
gtark panic when Krinatatook Center. Jndigar's touch on the data flow into the Archive froze, tangling
the datafeeds, but he lived the confrontation with the Takora-image. Held fast by linkages, by duty, by
nameessterror, Jndigar sared into human eyesthat held Dushau vidtas.

For amoment it seemed that he could recarve history and reach out to accept her as Takora, his Center,
aprofoundly attractive woman. He could fdl into her Office of Outreach, and they could pick up where
her death had |eft them. She could Dissolve, and then they could discuss mating according to the



proverb, How good it is for zunre to mate together!

With afrightful shock memory resumed, and Jndigar sngpped into the Office of Outreach. The
membrane image shimmered and became Jindigar's remembered glimpse of the committee onlookers
clustered near the mouth of the cave. Then the Oliat linkages disintegrated in Krinata's grip and the
membrane went black again.

They relived Jndigar's struggle to re-form the Oliat linkages around himsdlf. Eithlarin, fatigued, tried to
thrust aside those memories and live securein the now of Jindigar'sfull control. Zannesu and Darllanyu
aso fought off the memories, but Jindigar summoned hislast strength and held them to it amoment
longer, hoping to record Krinata's inner processes as she realized what she had done—and perhaps how
and why she'd done it. He prompted her by sending—as he had warned her he would—hisimpossibly
crudl words that had triggered her breakdown. /Krinatal Listen! Y ou didn't do that. Takoradid.//

Krinatatwisted on her couch to look back at him—and he saw himsdlf through her eyes, adark indigo
form, earless head, awide grimace showing pale blue teeth—too pale—Ilarge, wide-set eyes marbled
and unreadable. She saw the seven long fingers of each of his hands, fingertips swollen provocatively with
the developing nails. Overlaid wasthe image of himsdf in the cave, pulling her attention back to him, his
lips parted to show the pale white teeth of a corpse.

Abruptly Krinatathrust aside her hand grips and flung herself sdeways out of the headset'sfield,
sprawling haf off the couch and onto the rough brick floor.

But Jndigar was ready. He had prepared them dl, and now he moved with aswiftnessthat taxed his
inexperienced officers. Before Krinatas shoulders had struck the floor, he dammed the sedl's shut, forcing
them into adjournmen.

Darllanyu and Zannesu gtiffened but did not cry out. Venlagar and Eithlarin struggled loose to tend the
others as Jndigar scrambled to Krinatas side. He arrived just as one of the Historians admitted Trinarvil
through the bead curtain, and another pushed her equipment—already set up and humming—from behind
ascreen.

Threntisn, couch and all, was whisked away through an inner door, contact lines clattering to the floor
after him. Jindigar extricated Krinata from the contacts. He gathered her to him, saying doud, "Come on
now, you can do it. It's not the same asthefirst time. Y ou didn't actualy take Center. It wasonly a
memory—Ilike having an episode. Krinata? Comeon.”

Her eyes opened, and she gazed up at him. He had to remind himsalf sternly that the whiteness of her
teeth was permanent, and natural, even in health. Her circular pupils were wide-open, but there was
intelligencein her expression. The pulse at the base of her jaw was strong, her breathing deep. "Krinata,
it wasan Oliat debriefing.”

She nodded, but on the next breath, as Jndigar sgnaled Trinarvil to cut the lights, Krinata began to sob.
The convulsive breathing and copious flow of [ubricating fluids was, in humans, tied to the production of
pain dampersin the central nervous system. As darming asthe processwas, it was hardly ever fatd. He
found himself emitting the sound that would begin the anal ogous processfor him, and it wasn't long
before they all followed suit. They had survived one last supremetest.

An hour |ater, not even having taken timefor amed, Jindigar had Threntisn begin the replay work. The
Historian had come without hesitation when Jindigar sent for him, knowing that the Oliat was desperate.
But histeeth were not a healthy blue, and even adjourned, Jindigar could sense the headache pounding
through his nervous system. Exposure to the human senses was hard enough on the Oliat-trained. A
Historian had no experience of diens.



Jndigar worked at the optical membrane nonstop for hours, cuing up ever more narrow time segments of
that crisis point, asking for any and dl cross-references from the Archive— sifting every obtuse theory
ever proposed to explain Oliat functions. He used skills he hadn't touched in three Renewal s and wished
for his Sentient computer, Arlai.

He went over and over the ground, then covered it again, but could find no way at al for an Oliat with
two Centersto survive Dissolution.

They gave up a midnight, met again at dawn, and drove themsalves al the next day. Never had two
minutes of history been analyzed with more care. Y et there was no answer. Jndigar, desperate now,
thought hard about the Aliom-keyed areas of the Archive. If the answer wasn't in the two minutesthey'd
recorded, then it had to bein the reserved area. Thiswas perhaps the oldest and, largest Archive till
active. If anyone had ever sumbled on away, it had to be here.

Hetold Threntisn's apprentice, "I'm going to evoke some of the deeper keyed areas and search by
associgtion to our primary recording.” He pointed to the optical display before him. " According to this,
therésalot of materid there. Tell Threntisn thismay take awhile.”

Jndigar arranged himsdf in the recliner and took the hand contacts again. Relaxing, he ran through the
drillsto summon within his bodyfield the keys he had been given. Smultaneoudy he reran the two-minute
recording planting associative search markers all through it. The Archivist had to do the rest.

He waited asimages overlaid each other on the optica display, and emotional contexts played through
him at random. Presently sequences began to surface that made sense. Jndigar drank most of it into his
memory for later use but Sfted topic after topic for anything relevant to Dissolving. But there was nothing
on the dua-Centered Oliat.

There hasto be something! He had one more key he knew but had never been authorized to use
because he had not yet Centered and Dissolved. It would be dangerous for him, but ... resolutely he
invoked the Observer'skey.

With the suddenness of aflash flood data poured into his consciousness, scorching nerves, streeking
dizzily by. It felt like driving into an obstruction at full speed and being catapulted through the air spinning
end for end.

He grabbed at an image of a convocation of Oliats, and suddenly hewasin an Active Temple on
Dushaun. Therasy glow of the worldcircle turned the white garments of the five Oliats assembled there
to light pink and somehow made visible the linkages that bound four of the Oliatsinto asngle unit, a
meta-Oliat. Thefifth Oliat had two Centers, two whole sets of linkages|acing them together.

the shdelliu hum was so intense, it made Jindigar curl inon himsdlf, tending againg it asif it threatened to
dissolve him. It was coming from the four-fold Oliat and was focused on the fifth Oliat assembled on the
worldcirdeitsf. I've found it!

The soundless vibration turned his musclesto jelly, melted his bones, invaded his mind. He fought to
remain with the scene, drinking in al the data recorded in the peripherals. But in the end, before held
grasped much of the technical background, hiswill collapsed.

In that moment his bodyfield lost the key held used to access the Observer'sleve, and he found himsdlf
on the recliner once more, facing an ashen-gray display that pulsed sickly.

"He's not breathing!" exclaimed atechnician.



"Neither is Threntisn!”
Teams converged on them, grabbing away the contacts,

gretching them out, forcing air into them. Jindigar had no strength to resist. Everything went out of him
with the knowledge that the only help for them was utterly beyond their reach. A four-way meta-Oliat
could be formed only of the most experienced officers and had to be Congtituted by a commission of
Complete Priests who could manageto link the Centers. Serving in ameta-Oliat was alegendary
privilege, for the range of perception was not just aplanet or a Solar System but the entire cosmos. It
was the shortest, but the most dangerous, path to Completion, for very little was known about the
mechanism. Not many experiments had been done, for theorists were leery of the effects of the linkage
between Observer and Observed.

One datum had stuck in his mind, though. Of the four times ameta-Oliat had been Condtituted to
Dissolve adua-Centered Oliat, it had succeeded only once. And nobody knew why. At least, that was
wherethe datain this Archiveleft off. There has to be something else. There hasto be.

"Therés something ese" Jndigar was dtill ingsting raggedly as Venlagar and Zannesu carried him back to
their quarters. Jindigar, driven, had wanted to go on, but Threntisn's attendants had called a hdlt.

Slumped on his cot, Jindigar looked around at his officers. As bad as the last couple of days had been for
him, they had been many timesworse for his officers—waiting, feding the cregping inner pressure that
wouldn't dack off, and with nothing to do but depend on him to find the answer. He couldn't even tell
them what he'd found. He wasn't authorized to know it himself. And it did none of them any good.

They had no choice but to try the Dissolution and let it go asit would. But he knew how it would go. The
moment his links blurred, Krinatawould take over. Krinatawasn't Takora—even if maybe she had
been once. She couldn't do a Center'sjob. She had lost her grip on his Oliat because she couldn't cope
with the ever-shifting energy patternsand in-

formation flow. Even if she knew how, her human body wasn't conditioned to it.
One more fumble and we're all dead. What am | going to do?

He gtared at them. Zannesu was gtirring something in apot hung over thefire, Eithlarin writing in her
diary, Venlagar napping—yprobably dreaming of hiswedding day if the way histhroat was working meant
anything. The gathering Renewal tides were affecting even Venlagar, his steadiest officer.

When Jndigar had comein, Darllanyu and Llistyien had been teaching Krinata atune on Jndigar'swhule.
They had stopped, but Krinatawas still seated cross-legged on the table, the whule cradled in her 1ap,
Llistyien seated in the chair before her. Watching Jndigar, Krinatapassvely let Llistyien try to wrap her
four fingers and barely opposable thumb around the fretboard to cover achord that would strain a
Dushau'sgrip.

Jndigar was about to suggest that they trangpose the key when voices erupted outside. One female
Dushau voice rose above the othersin clear Standard. ™Y ou can't go in there'! That's a consecrated
Temple, don't you understand! Y ou shouldn't even be--"

Jndigar legpt to hisfeet, as everyone e se started to move. He thought he heard the rumble of ahuman or
Lehiroh man'svoice, not a sound held ever heard inside the compound. Krinatawas the only ephemeral
dlowed thisfar.

"| can't do that," answered the Dushau as Jindigar crossed the Temple floor and approached the front



door, redizing it was Trinarvil defending them. "The Oliat must not be disturbed—"

Heidentified Storm'svoice thistime. "Jindigar will be furiouswith you if you don't et me speek to his
Oliat. You don't know what's just happened—"

Jndigar wound through the curved entryway and emerged onto the porch of the Aliom Temple beside
Trinarvil, the Oliat hanging back in the shadows behind him, Krinata at his hedls.

"What has happened?" asked Jindigar, ignoring hisfatigued numbness.

Storm answered from the ground in front of the porch where he stood surrounded by six nervous Dushau
who had closed in to escort him back out to the gate. "The Gifterslaid eggsin the Cassrians hatching
pond, and their grubs ate Cassrian eggs, leaving arotten mess that killed the other eggs. The committees
had the lab create afungusthat killsthe Gifters eggs but not Cassrian eggs or hatchlings. It was
supposed to stay in the pond; only tonight, they found amutated version of that fungus growing on the
corn sprouts. It killed corn even faster than it killed Gifter eggs. Jndigar, without the corn Lehiroh and
humans won't survive next winter. We're too low on vitamin supplements.”

And where will their fungus spread next? Scanning the group of Dushau gathering around them,
Jndigar asked Trinarvil, ™Y ou knew this?'

"Yes, but Jndigar's can't copewithit."

Krinata, atrained ecologist, muttered, "I'll bet it was, a native phage that invaded the fungus and turned
it"

Jndigar glanced around, agreeing with agesture. Darllanyu, hidden back in the shadows of the tunnel
entry, asked, "Are" we going to have to work this?'

Zannesu reassured her. "We—can't-------------

She shook that off. "If we must—we mugt." Every one of them, despite the tight adjournment, knew that
she held the vid of pensonein her hand like ataisman. "We can't abandon the colony at such amoment.”

Eithlarin possessvely edged closer to Zannesu but did not contradict Dar.

At Trinarvil's behest two Dushau Outriders moved to escort Storm toward the outer gate. In asudden
decision, driven perhaps by the long hours of tedious, fruitless effort of the last few days, Jndigar cdled
out, "Wed like him to wait in the debriefing room. We must discussthis.”

Trinarvil looked a him asif hed goneinto Renewa mad-

ness, and he thought she would overrule him. But she sSighed and went after the group around the
ephemerd intruder. "I'll go get aHigtorian to let usin. Wait."

Jndigar turned to his Oliat, leading them back into the Temple. "I don't want to convene and search the
colony's Situation, but | think we must interview Storm. The debriefing room isthe only placein here
wherewe can talk comfortably. | don't want to go into the outer court.”

"Jndigar—if we haveto..." repested Darllanyu.
"Don't be too quick to become amartyr,” he cautioned, but inwardly admired her courage.

"I want to come with you," said Krinata.



"Not necessary. | cantalk to Storm.”
Venlagar offered, "Llistyien and | can cometoo. Zannesu and Eithlarin could stay with Dar.”

It wastoo logica to be argued with—Center, Receptor, Emulator, and Outreach teaming to deal with the
externa while Inreach, Protector, and Formulator dedlt with the interna. Standard practice. Why urn |
resisting? Hedidn't know, so he said, "Come, then." But we are not going into the field again.

They dressed against the growing evening chill and went over to the debriefing room, which was now lit
with the new candlesthat gave off a better light for Dushau eyes. Two apprentice Historians stood guard
over the equipment while Trinarvil watched Storm stting nervoudy on the end of one of the couches.
Seeing Jndigar, Storm rose.

Jndigar waved him back to his seat and perched on the edge of an instrument panel opposite him,
adopting aninformal, friendly tone. "I couldn't invite you into the Temple. But I'm glad you came.”

"| didn't want to come into the compound at al—I know you don't like it. But they wouldn't deliver my
notesto you— | knew they weren't getting through.”

"If they had,” he admitted brutally, "1 doubt | could have responded. Things have not been good for us."
"| figured they would havetold meif you'd Dissolved.”
"Krinatawould have come." If she survived. "Now tell what has happened. Every detail.”

The trained observer rendered hisreport in crisp, terse, factua sentencesthat elaborated on the summary
he had given before and ended with amessage from Terab, sent both asfriend and committee executive.
"She sad to tdl you that unless some Dushau can help, before the colonigts dl starve, they will scorm the
Dushau compound—even the inner one. | don't believe that, Jndigar, but she said | wastoo out of touch,
working for you. She says you have to come and talk to them."”

Terab knew as much about Renewa as any ephemeral, except perhaps Krinata. She knew what she was
asking.

He looked around at the room, still ready for him to resume work with Threntisn. But there was nothing
they could do until the Historian recovered.

In sudden decision Jndigar stood, summoning strength from somewhere degp insde. "Right now, then.”
He wasted no energy dissuading his officers from accompanying him, and Storm, as ways, had
anticipated their needs. The Outriders were waiting for them at the gate. Jindigar inspected Cyrus
dubioudy but noted how Storm accepted him into the working order without comment. But Cyrus
favored the knuckles of hisright hand, and one of the human Ouitrider trainees had amatching bruise on
hisjaw. On closer scrutiny it seemed that al the human Outriders had been in abrawl recently.

Storm noticed Jndigar's gppraisal and offered, ""Humans have their own methods of problem solving. I'm
not worried. They've been behaving as the best of friendsfor thelast two days. | judge we can trust
them—now."

They sent arunner ahead to warn Terab, and they dl started out across the settlement to the Council
offices at the center of the cluster of dwellings.

Terab arrived just asthey did, stood back warily until Storm had announced the Oliat adjourned, then
invited them into her office—aroom amost identica to Storm's quarters. Jindigar noticed the date-rock
and chalk set up at one end of the porch where daily work assignments were posted. At one side of the



door there were message pigeonholes for the group leaders and, on the other, aboard for posting officia
announcements.

Inside, Terab's office had two desks, seating for different species, charts covering the walls, and some
record storage cases. An open door in the rear wall led to a porch that ran the length of the back of the
building. A fireplace at one side held a banked fire that Terab poked to life and built up asthe Outriders
helped by lighting candles.

Terab turned from the fire and straightened, her two upper hands joined while her middle hands fidgeted
with her loose-fitting jacket. They had dl lost too much weight thiswinter. But there hadn't been any
rationing riots.

"Jndiga—I never thought to talk to you again," she said, coming to the desk doing him the honor of
remaining up on her hind limbs.

Jndigar returned the honor by seating himself on afloor throw. For long, serious conversations Holot
preferred to St on the floor. She scuffed another floor throw into position before him and dropped to four
legs, lowering hersaf with the creakiness of age as Jindigar gestured the othersto chairsand said, " Storm
tellsmeyou fear for dl our lives."

"The Oliat made aterrible mistake. No one here has ever heard of an Implant Oliat making such a
mistake. Some are saying it was done on purpose because the Dushau are planning to leave, abandoning
al of usto thisworld. Some are saying that thisworld is unlivable—and you knew it dl dong."

That sounded like the rumors the Emperor had been spreading about the Dushau in the fina days of the
Empire. "These'some—are they the soldiers?' asked Jndigar.

A detachment of the Emperor's own troops had tracked Jindigar's party to Phanphihy and had attacked
the settlement ayear ago. But Phanphihy itsalf had defeated the troops, inducing in them nightmares and
debilitiesuntil their own fatigue-generated errors destroyed their equipment.

"It started among the soldiers,” admitted Terab. "But it's spreading. The medic has been reporting an
increased call for deeping aids. If we don't do something soon, we won't live to starve. Phanphihy will
lash out at us, likeit did before.

How could things have become this bad in only a few days? When he had decided to Dissolvethe
Oliat, the colony's Stuation had been precarious but stable.

Terab couldn't follow histhoughts, he reminded himsdlf. He had to spesk doud. "Tell me, do you think
the concept of the multicolony is not viable? Are the others unable to understand the Dushau
requirements or to accept our contribution of knowledge and skill as sufficient?”

"It'snot that, Jndigar. What the Historians have accomplished so far, in resurrecting basic technology and
teaching it to us, surprises everyone. We never knew your Historians were useful. But colonists have
cometo think of an Implant Oliat asthe only key to success. Now they fed betrayed and abandoned.
Some of them don't understand that Dushau are just flesh and blood, falible mortaslike the rest of us."

"What would it take to convince them that were committed to thisworld in our own life-or-death
sruggle?'

"Nothing short of agraveyard filling asrapidly asours." . True, fewer Dushau had died so far, and more
than half the colony's number was Dushau. Y et Jindigar knew that a higher percentage of Dushau werein
critica condition, struggling with the countertides of Renewa and world-dienation. "It just takes us



longer, Terab. But in theend the toll will be heavier onus.”

"The end will comefagter if something isn't doneto silencethe cynics. They need agraphic demongtration
of Dushau loydty to this colony. They're blaming dl our troubles on you folk—even our being here"

"That we can't escape respongbility for," admitted Jndigar. Except for the soldiers, everyone here had
been rescued from the Imperia edict condemning all Dushau sympathizersto desth.

"Tomorrow, when the news about the corn blight hits, someoneis sureto say it was Dushau sabotage.”

"That'sridiculoud" snorted Storm, forgetting himself for the moment. " They stand to lose as much aswe
do."

"Insanity,” said Terab heavily, "attributes insane movesto others. Jindigar, we need an answer to this
mess—and an explanation of why it happened. It doesn't have to be the real reason—it just hasto be
plausible enough for people who don't understand ecology to believe."

The people here had not been prepared to become colonists. They hadn't the basic education. Now that
the shock of digplacement and the daily terror of running for their liveswas over, adl they wanted wasa
return to their comfortable, safe existence. Jndigar wasin tota sympathy.

"The explanationissmple," sad Krinata. "We—"

"Krinata," interrupted Jndigar, not wanting to discuss their dua-Center problem with someone who
could only interpret it asapower struggle.

But she rushed on. "Terab, we migudged the Giftersfor the same reason we have no businesstrying to
balance at dl. Too many of usjust aren't well enough to do thiswork." She tossed a defiant glance at
Jndigar, asif to say he should be ashamed for doubting her discretion.

But Jndigar was just as unhappy to cite physical illness as an excusefor the inexcusable. Many another
Oliat had performed at and beyond the brink of death. Besides, none of them wereredly ill. Yet he
would not contradict his Outreach. "The fact remains, we did bring the Gifters, and they havekilled
Cassrian eggs." He recalled the moment when they had grasped the solution to the Holot's problem, and
that had somehow communicated to the Gifters hive-mind. Krinata's grip on the Oliat failed before they
could deep-check that decision. That was no excuse. He had sent word not to molest the Gifters bringing
baby food for the Holot. He was Center. He was responsible. He sighed. "It is reasonabl e to expect the
Oliat to rectify the messweve made.”

"Tera, if we haveto convene again,” said Krinata, "the Dushau too near Renewa will haveto takea
drug—which may impair fertility—or worse. If they'd used it before, maybe we wouldn't have fumbled
that reading of the Gifters, but they didn't because the damn drag can destroy them.”

Terab swore a spaceman's oath. Staring, she muttered, "I didn't know a drug could delay Renewd."
"Side effects make it useful only in alife-or-death Stuation,” Jindigar volunteered. "This seemsto be one.”
"Jndigar,” said Terab serioudy. "Don' et them do it. Well cope with this somehow.”

"How?" chdlenged Jndigar flaly.

"I don't know, but if people knew—"

"Would they believe?' asked Jndigar.



"The problem,” said Krinata, "isthat people don't take Renewal serioudy. They think the Dushau just
take along vacation and expect the rest of usto support them while they indulge their whims. It isn't like
that, Terab. Almost haf the Dushau are deathly ill right now, and even o, they are working double-shift
days, driving themsdves mercilesdy.”

Solemnly Terab commented, "Y ou're the only one who's ever seen any evidence of that. All we seeare
the fine products that come out of the Compound, the Dushau who come to teach us crafts we've never
heard of, or the Oliat silently performing miracles behind the wal of Outrider guards.” Shefixed Jndigar
with agtare. "If this colony is going to work, | think those walls have to become permeable—people
haveto see that you're putting as much into thisas we are, that you take equal risks. Then maybe| can
get them to pull together and solve this blight problem.”

Jndigar couldn't imagine what more they'd care to see than they'd seen in the cave—an Oliat collgpsing
inthe middle of atask. That wasn't arare enough sight for them? Of course, it seemed to them that the
Oliat had survived. "Do they have to see someone die, Terab?"

"Dont go getting ideas! I'll not be having any sacrifices around herel”
But what else could reconvening his Oliat be but a sacrifice?

Someone would die thistime, and when it happened, perhaps he, unlike Takora, would be quick enough
to cut the links and free his officersto their own fates.

Therewas surely no other answer to be had. He had plumbed the depths of the Archive tracing and
found nothing. He couldn't just Sit and review the same two minutes of history over and over whilethe
colony starved—and worse, loosed into thisinnocent world amicrolife construct unsuited to the world,
perhaps uncontrollable within this ecol ogy—perhaps cregting another disaster such as Eithlarin had
witnessed on Vigtral.

He took adeep breath and let it out, then said, "'I'll need the lab specs on that fungus, then well want to
view the Cassrian hatching pond—-and does anyone have specimens of that blighted corn?' He swung
around to meet the gazes of Llistyien and Venlagar. They knew, aswel as he did, that they had no
choice.

X
Break-in

Whileword of the new crisis spread through the Dushau community and del egates went out to confer
with ephemerds, Jndigar and Krinata spent the evening studying the lab work on the pond infestation
and the fungus. Even without a Sentient computer the ephemeras had taken only afew hours after
discovering the pond invaders to mutate and produce the fungus from a stock fungus used for pest
control purposes on many Cassrian worlds. It should have been safe. But something had gone wrong.

Phanphihy just doesn't want us here?

When Jindigar found histhoughts drifting in such a perilous direction—asif the Phanphihy ddusion were
taking hold of him asit had the Imperia troopers—helaid the sudy aside and went to talk to Trinarvil.
Hefound her in her office with Zannesu and Eithlarin, discussing the Sde effects of pensone.

AsJindigar entered, Trinarvil broke off and looked up. ™Y ou're determined to take them into the field
agan?'

Jndigar replied by reciting hisfindings. "We must consider our options very carefully,” he said. He spoke



directly to Zannesu, who had prudently taken a segt asfar from Eithlarin as he could. Both of them now
had inflamed fingertips, just as Jndigar did. He put his hands behind hisback. "I won't demand this of

anyone'
"One dissent and we don't go?" asked Zannesu.
"That'sright,” answered Jndigar.

Trinarvil closed thefolders before her. "Blood chemistries show that pensone will increase Eithlarin's
break-in phobia. She's ungtable, Jindigar, and Zannesu is such aclose shdeiliu with her that he resonates
toit."

"But Zannesu aso Sabilizes her,” Jindigar pointed out. "We must rest before deciding. Trinarvil, could
you run blood chemidrieson dl of ustonight?'

She pushed to her feet and leaned over the desk. "Certainly, but | can tell you the results right now.
Inconcdlugve.”

He knew she wasright but didn't know what else to do. The next morning, they discussed it al again and
voted unanimoudy to work. Jindigar sent word to Threntisn that he wouldn't be searching the Archive
and took his Oliat into the Temple where he presented them with Trinarvil's estimates of their individua
need for pensone according to then- blood hormone levels—notorioudy unreliablein early onset because
the glands produced surges of hormone at irregular intervals. It wasjust such asurge that had conquered
Darllanyu in the Holot cave.

Darllanyu looked at the dip with her resultsoniit, then folded it. "I told you before. | won't go into the
fidd without pensone. | dmost killed usdl last time.”

Jndigar sagged. People who had used pensone usualy gave up engendering their own children. And held
so wanted Darllanyu's children. A barren first mating such asthey had shared in their First Renewals
often |eft that nagging, unfulfilled feding they had both endured for more than five thousand years.

On the other hand, their lives depended on each others stability. And they would have to dedl with the
Cassrian reproductive process thistime.

Themorning sun beaming through the skylight illuminated the far end of the Temple where the Hand of
Fire sood—a carving made of Phanphihy wood. It was a Dushau hand, where each of the seven digits
began asaboalt of lightning striking out of thin air, converging to form the pam of the hand in which
nestled abowl of water—with alive fish swimming init. On the table beside it wasasmall plate of
Phanphihy glass with the tiny pensone capsules arrayed on it. Next to that was a stack of empty glass
plates, none any bigger than the palm of ahand.

"I think," said Jndigar, "that we should test ourselvesfor dosage. Anyone who merits atwo-capsule
dose both by kinesiology and blood test will take it. Reasonable?”

No one objected. Jindigar went firgt, taking an empty plate and putting one capsule on it. Hetook it to
the worldcircle under the skylight.

Thewhite gravel of the wedding circle had been cleared away, reveding the large wood carving of the
Oliat symbal inlaid into the floor, an X baanced on the point of an arrow. When the officerstook their
places on the symbal, they stood within the worldcircle.

HisOliat'sfirg officid function had been the opening of the worldcircle, thus consecrating the Temple.
Jndigar remembered how they had arranged themselves on the symbol that day. All Aliom practitioners



qudified to help had surrounded the circle. Unsure how Krinatawould affect the process, he had focused
the Aliom community into one single mind-entity and sedled the world-energy |eakage oozing up through
the Templefloor in afoglike haze.

Then, with the Templefloor sedled away from the world, Jndigar had made himself agateway for the
world's energy, letting it erupt upward through him and sending it on up through the skylight and up into
the life sphere of the planet. Much to his surprise, when they stepped out of the new worldcircle, it
continued to spume energies skyward, and the rest of the floor remained clean of any stic.

His gaze rested on Krinatanow. Either Krinata is Takora, and Dushau do sometimes reincarnate,
or aworldcircle does not always dissipate when stepped on by someone not trained in Aliom. He
wasn't prepared to choose between these basic tenets right now. Perhaps he should ignite atesting circle
to seeif other humans could walk on it.

He stepped into his place on the center of the Aliom symbol, feding thetingle dl over hisskin nap, like
bathing in an dectric fidld. Only it had adeeper, hedling effect very disturbing on the threshold of
Renewd.

Jndigar held the dish cupped in the palm of hishand, cradled againgt hiswaist, and held his other arm
draight out in front of him, pam down. "Ready, Zannesu."

Zannesu touched Jindigar's outstretched hand and applied ameasured force. Sowly Jndigar's arm sank

toward the floor. By sheer willpower he was ableto stop it at about aforty-five-degree angle. Adding a
second capsule made Jindigar's arm collgpse instantly. Two capsules would be a poisonous dose for him
right now.

Jndigar tested Zannesu, then Zannesu and Llistyien tested everyone el se—except Krinata. Darllanyu's
arm was strengthened to rock steadiness by three capsules and collapsed by four—the only one of them
to exceed Jindigar's standard.

"Beforeyou takeit,” said Venlagar, "let'stest the Oliat withit."
"But that putsKrinatain it," objected Zannesu. " Of course, it's poison to her. Well have no strength.”

"It'll test our collective baance," said Jindigar, though such principles didn't dways trangpose neetly to
other species.

The Oliat joined in aline, arms circling one another'swaists, Dar a one end and Krinata at the other,
Jndigar inthe middle. Dar put the pensone down while Jindigar coached Krinatato heft afire shovd,
holding it at arm'slength.

The shovd bardly cleared thefloor. "I can't liftit!"

"Good," replied Jindigar, and et up on the adjournment seal's as he suggested, "Now, seeif you can lift
it

She gtrained, and the shovel wobbled up waist-high. They were not in good balance. //Dar? Y ou can go
ahead.//

She held the pensoneto her, and Jndigar Sgnaed Krinata, who raised the shovel again, exclaming, /My
God!// Her arm rose to shoulder height, supporting the shovel easly.

Zannesu observed, //Maybe we can do this after dl.//



As Darllanyu took the drug and waited for it to take effect, it Jndigar busied himsdlf with Zannesu and
Krinata, setting the foundation linkages. //Now, Krinata, I'm going to set the choke-link to you, so you
won't haveto carry the brunt of this. You'll be Outreach, completing the Oliat balance and alowing usto
function, but you won't be able to spesk for us, and you'll hardly fed what weredoing.// If we were a
glorified heptad before, now we're a crippled onel

Earlier Krinata had agreed to the choke-link, atraining device that was essentially ademotion for her.
Jndigar fdt tears stinging behind her eyes. Krinata, Lady Zavaronne, regarded fiddity as Aliom
did—another meaning of shaeiliu, the congruence between what one said and what one did, what one
aleged and what was fact. But she knew her word wasn't strong enough to bind her actions. //Krinata, |
know you won't ever willingly take Center again. But you have the trained reflexes of a Center, and those
reflexeswill act. 1t would be the same for me.//

She nodded. //Let's get on with it./

Momentarily Jindigar wondered why he'd ever considered Krinata their weakest officer. He had to exert
himself to keep any pace she set. He turned to watch Darllanyu seated cross-legged in the center of the
worldcircle, shivering alittle asthe drug took effect.

Hefdt the pressure abating even as he watched, producing in them both a sickening emptiness. It wasa
messure of how deeply they had linked themselves—even without the wedding. Her eyes met his, and he
wasn't sure he could competein her league, either. But, oh, there was an exhilaration in the idea of
showing her how easily he performed the greatest fests. And therein lay adanger, for adolescent bravado
could not be permitted in a Center.

Zannesu put ahand on Jndigar's elbow. //Eithlarin saysif we get out of this unscathed, shelll offer to bear
children for you two.//

Touched to his core, Jndigar had to turn away, bury hisface in his hands, and hold his breath against the
keening wall of pain that rosein him. Heforced it aside and turned back to his zunre. Krinatawas right.
They should get thisover with quickly.

Accompanied by their seven Dushau Ouitriders plus Storm's whole crew, the Oliat arrived at the pond
just before noon. The sun was bright in aclear sky, the breeze softened with the breath of summer. The
pond had been dug out deeply, the dirt stacked all around to form a protective embankment. Water from
an underground stream fed the pond, then drained into the river beyond. Wooden stairsled to the flat top
of the embankment where a crowd had already gathered.

Asthey climbed the outside stair mating cals of flyersfilled the ah-. Y oung piols chased around in circles,
their primary mating game. Parent piolswith litters were well established in nesting holes on the insde of
the embankment above the pond. There were eight of them now, and two gravid femaes, al of them fat
on the fish appropriated from the Cassrians pond. Nobody minded, for they cherished the Cassrian eggs
more than the Cassrians did.

Jndigar put the animas out of hismind. Leaving the ephemerd Outriderswith the crowd at the top of the
embankment, the Oliat descended the two flights of wooden stairs and the winding trail down into the
bow! holding the pond. The odor of putrefaction trapped in the deep cup holding the pond was
overwhedming.

At the bottom of thetrail alarge wooden platform had been built out over the placid water on piles, while
an end section of it floated like araft. At irregular intervas around the floating platform there were smal
westher-tight sheds. The Cassrian officials were gathered on the solid platform. Together with the
representatives of the various Councils, they made quite a crowd.



On thefloating platform Trinarvil and her medics had set up afirg-aid sation for the Oliat in one of the
sheds. Its door now stood open, revealing a stack of Cassrian furniture shoved into one corner near a
holein the floor. Water doshed through the hole as people moved about. Trinarvil's crew had jigsawed
seven cotsinto the shed, barely leaving room for themsalves and some of theirradiating equipment and
battery packs.

Next to the shed's open door, Threntisn sat in achair, surrounded by four of his apprentice Historians
who were fussing over him while heirritably pushed them aside. Histeeth were too pae, and he looked
shaky enough to be confined to bed. 1'd no idea I'd put that much stress on him. If | hurt the Archive
— Jndigar quelled that pang of fear and guilt. He couldn't afford distractions now. Besides, if it were that
bad, Threntisn wouldn't be so determined to record this event that he had to be carried to the scene.

As he made hisway out onto the floating platform, Jindigar glanced back up at the spectators on the top
of the embankment. Storm's Outriders mingled with the Cassrians and the handful of others but remained
vigilant.

Jndigar had chosen to work under Dushau guard this time, because with the Outreach nonfunctional,
they needed the Aliom-trained Dushau. Storm's crew, as expert asthey were, could not perceivethe
linkages directly, nor fed the Oliat attunement. And aswell trained asthe ephemeraswerein fidd first

ad for an Oliat, hisown people under Trinarvil would be faster, surer, and more accurate. With
Eithlarin'sincreasing bresk-in sengtivity seconds could count.

When it had been explained to Storm—"This Oliat would never ordinarily be convened off
Dushaun"—nhe had readily agreed to keep his crew out of the way—but he had refused to wait in the
barracks, saying, "Jindigar, there are reasons you've dways chosen ephemerd Ouitridersfor work off
Dushaun. And thisisn't Dushaun.”

Touched by theloyalty, Jndigar hadn't argued.

Gathering his officers a the floating end of the platform, Jndigar cautioned, //Mind your footing. With
Krinata choked off it's easy to become dizzy.// But they needed the space, and it helped to bein closer
contact with the water they had to attune to. Jindigar, though, noted how their welght—so much more
than fourteen Cassrians would welgh—sank the plat-

form. But if they didn't move much, they wouldn't get their boots wet.
I enlagar?// prompted Jndigar when they wered| set.

The Receptor had been eyeing the scummy water with distaste, and as soon as Jindigar caled in thelink,
the entire Oliat felt why. The naturd steedy state here had been thoroughly disrupted. All higher life forms
inthe water had died, and now the microlife proliferated unchecked, feasting on the flesh of more
evolved beings—on the fish floating belly-lip on the surface, bloated or ready disintegrating into a
gelatinous scum, and on the Cassrian eggs that would never hatch to bring joy to their parents.

Resolutdy Jndigar steered them away from that thought. /Llistyien, have you noticed that the Cassrians
are not very upset?//

His Emulator answered, //Cassrians form no parental bond until they claim ahatchling. | never Emulated
Cassrians before.// The Cassrian atitude toward their eggs engulfed the Oliat. The pond was the future of
the community, nothing more. They did not fed as Dushau would about anursery.

The Cassrian eggs had not been the only higher life in the pond—in addition to the Gifters eggs, there
had been swimmers and shelled bottom crawlers, amphibians and plant lifein acarefully constructed



balance, designed to support the emerging Cassrian hatchlings. Darllanyu, Llistyien and Zannesu had
been the Oliat trio that created that design, but being only atrio, they'd been unable to anticipate the
arivd of the Gifters.

IWatch now, and you will learn how afull Oliat foresees the disruption of an ecology by periphera
forces.// Jndigar guided the focus lower, narrowing on the microprocesses of the putrefying pond, letting
histrio discern how the pond had been irresigtible to the Gifters and how an Oliat would have thus
become instantly aware of the Gifters existence. Routine extrapol ation showed how the Gifter eggs had
to intrude, and the ecosystem, which included the colonists, had to respond, creating the fungus.

Having learned in the Hol ot cave how precarious his Oliat balance was, Jindigar had not intended to
openthe Oliat into lull attunement with Phanphihy. But asthey grasped the inner mechanics of the pond
life, Phanphihy seeped into the Oliat gestalt consciousness, so that the rel ationships binding colony and
world evoked an exquisite shdeliu.

Everyone took the perception in stride except Eithlarin, who confused it with Visiral, the devastated
world of her nightmares, and saw the mad proliferation of microlife in the pond as an ugly, revolting, and
disgusting menace, far beyond the Oliat's ability to cope with.

For one second, as the Protector saw hersdlf asthe victim of overwhelming natura forces, the Oliat
became the dead eggs eaten by myriads of tiny creatures, being invaded and consumed, degraded.

Asif they'd donethe drill athousand times, Jindigar and Zannesu functioned in perfect concert, closing
thelink to Eithlarin as her Outrider caught awhisper of what had happened and—as no ephemera
Outrider would dare—shook her hard to break her fixation while Jindigar and Zannesu reestablished the
balance of the Oliat. Jndigar felt Krinatatenseto go to Eithlarin'said, surely expecting Eithlarin's shock
to dam through the Oliat asif it were abregk-in.

But the Outrider's touch was sure, and Eithlarin mastered her panic, turning wide eyesto Jindigar in
gpology.

Simultaneoudy, up among the spectators, a scattering of grim newcomers worked their way through the
crowd and came clattering down the stairs. Storm, gathering his crew with shouts, wormed hisway
through the press and started down the stairs after the others.

Ignoring them, Jindigar opened the linkage to Eithlarin, letting Krinata share their awarenessfor a
moment. //Easy. Steady now. No harm done.// He sent Krinataa human smile and choked her link down
again before she could react, trying not to think how frightened he was of her. //Now, Receptor, let's
scan, placing the pond in its proper perspective.//

They flashed into awider, but more superficia, focus and Received the Gifter hive on the plain above,
shaeiliu to the pond's system, for the Gifters had lovingly deposited their eggsin the hatchery of their new
dlies. The pond was dso shdeliu to the syrupy substance so industriously made by the Giftersto feed
their own young—ah!

One of the serious puzzles) of Phanphihy fdl into place. The Gifters were dimorphic, aternating their
generations between flyer and amphibian. Flyer eggs hatched into amphibians whose young would be
flyers. The amphibians were lonerswho did not form a hive and thus had no protection unless some other
hive would take them in—paid by Gifter syrup.

At the end of summer, when the amphibians were ready to reproduce, the Gifters expected the host hive
to gather the eggs and return them to the Gifter hivefor hatching. It was so smple, just another one of
Phanphihy's symbiotic chains. It should have been gpparent to the Oliat when they first contacted the



Gifters.

On the plain above them, the plains grasses were dmogt tal enough to hide the hive now. But the Oliat
awareness caught the gleaming damp surface where the Gifter builders had enlarged the hive. Above the
gray hump of the structure, little flyer warriors churned angrily in cone formations, waiting for thesgnal to
attack an enemy. Gravid layers were dready crawling over the surface of the large hive, thwarted
ingtincts creating confusion. Unless something were done soon, the hive would send out itswarriors.

Feding thair urgency driving like the beat of hisown heart, , Jindigar found the need for afunctiona
Outreach overwhelming. He had to tell them, //The Holot must build the Gifters a pond up on the plain
and gtock it with river fish for them in return for the syrup.//

But Zannesu kept the choke-link to Krinatatight, so she barely felt Jndigar's message. She turned to eye
the Center questioningly, compelled to speak, but having no ideawhat had to be said.

Jndigar curbed frustration. They would report to the community later. Now they must discover how to
control the fungus. There was no way to avoid it. He would have to take them out of time-sync.
Reuctantly he announced, //Were going up-perspective. Eithlarin, brace yoursalf—//

Hedirected Venlagar's attention deep into the pond's microlife to anchor them in the now, then brought
his Formulator and Emulator into the time-sync configuration. He felt Darllanyu's support holding
rock-steady now that her concentration wasn't riven by hormona surges. She was the only one except
himsdlf who had done thisin the field before. And she had actudly done it as Formulator, while he had
never tried it as Center.

Gently he raised the perspective until past, present, and future formed a unified whole, just asthe
interlocked bio-systems had been clear to the Oliat gestdlt.

Thefirgt hatchlings of the Gifter eggs had eaten some Cassrian eggs by dissolving aholeinthe shell. The
tallored mutant fungus, invading swiftly, had infected the Gifter-amphibian hatchlings. It took root on the
tender young skin and grew until it covered the tadpole, and the skin doughed off, leaving the tadpole to

dieinagony.

There was nothing like it on Phanphihy. The native beings had no defense. The fungus not only killed
Gifter amphibians, it devoured al the native pond svimmers.

The Oliat saw the seething death-pond asjoined in asingle system to the withering cornfield where a
new, landborne secondary imitation of the fungus covered the plants. In the corn- field the sprouts
peeked up from the dark soil in rows of light green. Rusty dots of fungoid growth covered the shoots.
Jndigar guided the Oliat focus deeper, observing from the three-time perspective of past, present, and
future, asthe native and offworld life forms fought to coexist. Tuning carefully to both the parent
pond-fungus and the plant-fungus, he addressed his Oliat. //We need to find how to eradicate the
fungus—without turning Phanphihy againgt dl outsiders.//

In response Llistyien Emulated the hive structure—the huge gray dome that covered the offworld colony
and declared to al Phanphihy's collective consciousness that here was a hive sheltering a multispecies
cooperative, living just as the dominant sentient species of Phanphihy lived.

Eithlarin joined the Protector's function to the Emulator's, and the dome took on substance—for it was
protection and protective coloration.

/IThis should keep the hives from turning againg the colony,// suggested Eithlarin. /I can hold it now, so
you can search.//



Cautioudy Jndigar tested their attunement to the planet. The Oliat was still accepting the planet as
comprehensible, the hives of flying creatures, land herbivores, hunting carnivores, tree dwellers, and
burrowing kinds asfriendly to the colony-hive.

Satified that they were solidly grounded in abenign world and that VVenlagar had them firmly anchored in
time, Jindigar opened the linkages among the six of them, gtill keeping the Outreach link choked off. He
let the total attunement steal over them, observing with awistful satisfaction that the greeat tone, the carrier
wave of the universe, was there for them again, louder, firmer, surer than it had been in the Holot cave.
They weretruly an Oliat.

Hisjoy was echoed by his other five officers—and he wished Krinatawere part of this moment.
Jindigar's Oliat. It felt much as heimagined Completion would fed.

They became one with the entire pattern, which was the biosphere around them, and with the world
force—theintangible spiritua force of this planet that sustained them. Jindigar kept their window into time
only afew dayswide, their geographical range no larger than aday'swalk in every direction. He focused
Venlagar on Receiving the development of the fungus.

In clear images generated by Receptor and Formulator working in perfect tandem, Jndigar saw the lab
on the ship where the fungus was redesigned. Two Lehiroh and aHolot worked in protective coveralls
over the micro equipment. A smple workaday job—gone awry. For within the potion they presented to
the committees some of the fungus Sarter wasn't properly stabilized.

Smultaneoudy the Oliat was aware of how the fungus-choked pond had lain dead and rotting in the sun
with flying scavengers plucking the floating carcasses up and making off with them—Ianding in the
cornfield to feast, leaving their fungus-loaded droppings behind at the end of the day. And inthe moig,
sun-warmed soil the unstable fungus had mutated, producing the variety that could—and did—live on
corn.

Darllanyu Formulated an image shdeiliu to that. In one of the barnsthe Lehiroh had built anut pressto
extract oil. They had found the pungent oil from atree nut to be a spice that made native foods paatable
to Lehiroh and enhanced their ability to absorb nutrients from Phanphihy's produce.

Darllanyu's forward-time image showed Cassrians and humans bent over the corn plants, dobbing that oil
onto the leaves of the plants and soaking the ground around them with it. Asif in time-lapse display, they
saw the fungus dying, the corn growing strong and healthy and bearing huge ears of beadlike seedsthe
humansfed on gladly.

Jndigar took in the awarenesses of his Oliat, then cast their perceptions wide again—checking and
double-checking as he had not been able to do in the Holot cave. He had to see what would happen if al
three solutions were implemented at once.

Darllanyu Formulated the image of the Holot tending a Gifter hatching pond on the plain above, while
below, the Cassrians covered their pond with the Lehiroh's spice ail to kill the fungus. Meanwhile the
cornfield likewise was saturated in the ail.

The Oliat found ingtantly that the Lehiroh, lacking their supply of the oil, would suffer anincressing
vitamin shortage until the next nut harvest. And with so many of the men lactating, they couldn't afford
even temporary anemia

Jndigar widened the time perspective to severa months. Instantly it became clear that the ripening fruits
of spring would solve the Lehiroh nutrition problem. It was not as good as the nut ail, but the Lehiroh
infants were sturdy enough even at birth to survive well.



Still hesitant, thinking of the disasters hiswork had inflicted on the colony so far, Jndigar checked again,
then verified it dl one moretime. At length Zannesu commented, //Thisisabeautiful world, Jndigar. But
it ssemsit'sthe beauty of your Oliat's balance that fascinates you.//

Abashed, Jindigar noticed that Eithlarin and Zannesu were feding the strain—for Jindigar, stabilized by
Darllanyu's having taken the drug, had been ableto ignore dl the truly glorious springtide forces abroad in
the world, while Eithlarin and Zannesu were al too aware of them.

Lligtyien, likewise moreinterested in the renewing lifetides, wastiring under the strain of holding the
hive-dome image she hed with Eithlarin.

Jndigar admitted, //Our previousfailures have shaken my confidence. But—//
Then it happened.

One moment, they were in perfect attunement, anchored in the now of the pond waters and the myriad
events occurring there but aware of the past and the future al around the colony. The next moment,
images flashed wildly through consciousness, shattering their clear pictoria impression of the world, one
distorted image overlaying another forming menacing patternsthat ripped at sanity. Jndigar caught one
sharp view of ahorridly distorted Holot face peering into his eyes—no— into Krinata's eyes—snarling.

Clutching at hislink to his Outrider, Jndigar felt the Holot's upper hands crushing her shoulders ashe
shook her. Her head wobbled on her shoulders, her visud field pitching about insanely. The wildly
distorted view out of human eyesfought with the Oliat awareness now fragmented, incoherent, invaded.
Even through the choke-link Krinata's terror flooded the Oliat.

INt'sabreak-in!// Jndigar told them, wishing that were reassuring. With fourteen Outridersin thefield
how could anyone have been alowed to touch one of his officers?

He groped toward Zannesu's awareness, trying to regain command of the linkages and bring them back
into now-sync.

Zannesu responded duggishly. Jndigar barely had hold of the linkages when Eithlarin's Protector reflexes
engaged.

Shethrew apicture of the Holot shaking Krinata onto the inside of the dome image above them. The rest
of the Oliat saw the distorted horror of snarling, sharp-toothed, predatory Holot smeared across the gray
dome. It wasfera, raging at them. Its emotions-reverberated through the Oliat, intensified somehow by
being squeezed through the narrow channel from the Outreach: distrugt, fear, fury.

Eithlarin's awareness collapsed into amaelstrom of terror pressing in from outside the Oliat. Space and
time distorted. Phanphihy turned into a seething pit egting away at the colony.

Eithlarin gave one convulsive shudder, trying to reject the invading maevolence, and then suddenly she
pitched them al into nightmare. Above them the dome image split open likethetreelog on Vidra, and a
gray, hairy, clawed hand reached in to grab at them.

/IShé's episodic and hdlucinating!// Jndigar told them, lighting to wrench free of her power.
But he could only gape helplesdy as the hand closed around Eithlarin's neck.

Zannesu cried, //Jndigar! Help her!// just as Eithlarin screamed.

SEVEN



Gamble

Eithlarin clutched at her neck asif to wrench the ugly gray fingers away. Heedless of everything else, she
twisted againgt the hold of her Dushau Outrider, who was the only barrier between her and the edge of
the floating platform. Her screams tore through Oliat consciousness on every leve, invading past time,
echoing into thefuture.

Thefilthy gray fingers grated damply againgt Jindigar's neck, the coarse hair penetrating between hisskin
nap, torturing his sengitized nerves. Smultaneoudy he felt the same gigantic, clawed hand closing over the
most precious area of Darllanyu's neck. Violated to his core, heroared in outrage. His Oliat joined him,
disgust overwheming their natura pardysis before a predator's attack.

Twigting againgt hisown Outrider, Jndigar glimpsed Krinata. Theinsane Holot's upper hands clutched a
her neck. She bent backward, clawing at his grip. Through her eyes he saw the Holot snarling into her
face, reveding teeth like the Vigtral predator's, his redolent breath as hot asthe winds of Vigtral. Must
break the feedback!

/[Eithlarin! It'sonly aHolot!// pled Jindigar, afraid of what he'd haveto do if she didn't respond. He put
everything he had down hislink to her. //Eithlarin—were on Phanphihy!// But which isworse? The
Vigrd menace was only ahungry animal, but the Holot had been driven insane by a planet that rejected
intruders.

Eithlarin fought Jndigar'scdl asif it, too, were nightmare.

The moreforceful his demand, the more wildly she strained againgt her Outrider until at last she broke
loose and sprawled, skidding to the edge of the platform where fetid water doshed over her face.

Zannesu struggled againgt his own Outrider, trying to reach hismate. The Outrider looked from Jindigar
to Krinataand yelled, "Should | let him go?’

The platform lurched, sending Jindigar and his Outrider to their knees. Krinatawent down under the
Holot's assault, her strangled scream trailing off, for she had no more breath. She couldn't respond to
Jndigar's need to tell the Outrider to hang onto Zannesu.

Jndigar groped for the linkages, amazed that the choke-link to Krinata still held, despite the images
hammering through it from the Holot—the maevolent grin of Phanphihy's flowers, the constant rain of
poisonous pollen, the conspiracy among dumb anima s to destroy anything the offworlders built, and over
al, the hives of theinteligent Natives cregping eerily through the night, pulsing with evil—evil that had
taken over the Oliat.

The Oliat has to be destroyed—destroyed!
NO!

AsJindigar fought off the Holot's emanations Krinata's Dushau Outrider, hel pless before the wrath of a
predator, could only yell a the Holot to stop. Thiswaswhy an Oliat never used Dushau Outriders when
off Dushaun.

Where's Sorm!

The platform was a churning, seething mass of scuffling, struggling bodies. Jndigar climbed to hisfest,
searching. Pagt-time showed him the ephemera Outriders plunging down the stairs after the ominous
intruders and making for the platform. Their images smeared as they breasted the wave of violence
erupting in the wake of the intruders who were atacking the Oliat. The Holot in the lead of the intruders



ydled at Krinatarepeatedly, then, in frustration, grabbed her and shook her, hishopelessrage
transmuting into a catharss of violence.

In present-time, the Outriders formed up and moved likeriot police, working their way to the Oliat. Too
dow.

Jndigar ripped the control of the linkages from Zannesu's frozen clutch.

He choked down the linkage to Krinata even more tightly, knowing he chanced throwing them al into
shock by cutting her link. The remorsdless flow of Phanphihy's maevolence abated but, oddly, did not
gtop. At the sametime Eithlarin VV primitive terror burgeoned through theinner silence, louder and louder,
commanding them.

Darllanyu dumped down and curled on her side, hands clamped over her heed, pleading through silent
sobs, //Jindigar, stop it. Make her stop....//

That one pleadrove him wild. Without thinking he opened hislink to Eithlarin, determined to stop her.
I[Eithlarint//

But she was fleeing through the corridors of her own mind, chased by that monstrous, hairy hand,
detached from itsarm and sailing through the air after her while the beast pursued, gesturing with itsarm
that ended in abloody stump. Free of its huge, lumbering body the hand was faster than Eithlarin. It
gained on her rapidly.

Zannesu joined Jndigar's desperate cdl. //Eithlarint//

Sheturned, and they thought sheld heard them, but &l she saw wasthe filthy animal hand looming at her.
Without warning she surrendered to the nightmareimage, giving intoiit totaly, no longer fighting the
threatened fate.

/INo!// cried Zannesu, plunging after her into her private memory, into Vistral and dl that had come
beforeit in her life—for shewaslost in her own memory.

Jndigar had only witnessed that total surrender once before, but he recognized it. /She's episodic.//
No one heard his pronouncement.

Asone, Venlagar and Llistyien sagged to their knees, faces dack with the same retreat that had claimed
Eithlarin and Zannesu. As Venlagar failed, the Oliat's anchor in the outside world dipped free. Venlagar
fdl away into amemory he shared in common with Llistyien, romping through abright meadow on
Dushaun where they happily trained flocks of colorful Patrol Birdsto guard the high-spirited youths of the
city. Darllanyu, her strength gone, was about to retrest into her own past, surely to drag Jindigar with her.
He had to save them from Eithlarin'sretrest. | have to do it.

But he knew he could never do such acrue thing. No! Never again! To savethem dl he had to—just as
he had once released Takorafrom her panicked clutch on the Office of Center, consigning her to
Incompletion-degath. | can't!

He could till hear Takoras despairing cry of terror. He still felt his own stark hopel essness when Krinata
had displaced him to float out there helplesdy. How can | do that to Eithlarin?

But shewas dragging his Oliat to an ugly death. Maybe | can hold her, hetold himsdlf, and before he
could think more about it, he throttled down the link to his Protector to athread, aline with no diameter
but maybe strong enough to hold her. Smultaneoudy he opened wideto dl the others.



Eithlarin spun free, drifting into the void of her own memories—into the chaos of untime.

Jndigar cdled the othersto their Offices. //Krinata, Zannesu, Darllanyu, Llistyien, Venlagar!// Oh, steady
Venlagar, please, be our strength now!

With Krinatacamethe full blast of the Holot's perception of Phanphihy. Suddenly Eithlarin's hold on the
hive-dome image above them shattered. The dome cracked and fdll toward them. The chunks of dome
melted into an aily ichor that coated them with putrescent goo.

Jndigar gagged. But he held on, refusing to sever the lineto Eithlarin and shatter his Oliat. //Venlagar!
The dome was never material—thisisn't red! Venlagar, we must not Receive Eithlarin or the Holot!//

Venlagar gave them one clear view of the bird training field, Llistyien dressed in wisps of summer
clothing, running with the ultimate feminine grace, beguiling the fledgling birds with the glowing beauty of a
pure spirit so that battalions of them held the starving monsters of Vigtra off at the horizon, keeping the
meadow safe. Neither Jindigar nor Zannesu could have turned from such a scene where their mate wasin
danger. Venlagar wrapped it in fog. Perception shifted. The platform shimmered into view around them,
filled with knots of battling forms—and no birds.

Zannesu fought like awild thing—refusing redity, determined to go after Eithlarin. //Inreach!// demanded
Jndigar.

/INo! Jindigar, no!// begged Zannesu. //Let me go!//

But Darllanyu and Llistyien began to recover. Dragging themselvesto their feet, they teamed to sort the
images clogging the links, rgecting the Holot's distorted view of Phanphihy and the remaining echoes of
Eithlarin's nightmare. They brought into focus the platform, the stinking water swirling around them,
coating them al with red filth, and Krinata's red-tinged vision of snarling Holot. But under it al a
thrumming digtortion of redlity besat through thelinks.

Zannesu collgpsed, keening out awail of unresolvable pain. A Lehiroh saw him go down and aimed a
viciouskick at him. His Outrider threw his own body over Zannesu's, taking the full force of thekick, ribs
giving way. Thetwo human Outrider trainees moved in on the Lehiroh attacker.

Cyrus and Storm teamed up and threw one last Lehiroh Imperia trooper into the pond, then legpt onto
the back of the Holot who had Krinata. Krinatals Dushau Outrider seized the chance and wrenched her
free. Wrapping himsalf around her, he rolled with her toward the middle of the platform, cradling her
vulnerable head and neck in his hand.

Therest of the Oliat felt the pressure on their necks let up and, with Krinata, drew along, delicious
breath. The Holot's break-in ended. The reverberating horror died away.

Asthe ephemerd Outriders fought, most of those on the platform joined their defense of the Oliat against
the few attackers. Quickly a space cleared around the Oliat.

Almost dl the attackers, Jindigar noted, had once been of the Imperia force that had chased them to
Phanphihy and attempted to annihilate them. They were the only ones who, had once succumbed to the
Natives psychic attack, the hive's ability to induce psychoatic terrorsin their enemies.

Had the Oliat's mistakes caused enough despair to trigger the psychotic cyclein them again? He noted
that the attacking ex-Imperids were largely Cassrian and Holot, the two species most affected by the
recent disasters, flow could | have missed anticipating this?

The ex-Imperias were outnumbered, but they were combat-trained and driven by desperation. The



battle raged, friend againg friend, dly againg dly.

A Cassiian, aams and legsflailing, arced over Jndigar's head and splashed into the dimy water. All
around the platform swimmers were thrashing about or trying to climb back into the fight. They tirred up
such a stench that some people lay writhing in the throes of acute nausea. Jndigar saw one Holot in the
water, fur matted with muck, towing an unconscious human toward the edge of the pond where others
waited to haul them ouit.

In their protected space Jndigar recaptured the attention of his officers. //Zannesu, we can't save Eithlarin
thisway. Can you help me command the linkages?/

Hetore his gaze from Eithlarin and turned haunted eyes on Jndigar, but ameasure of acceptance was
there now. //I'm sorry. I'll try.//

Zannesu steadied down. Jindigar reorganized the links to the other officers, screening Krinata.again but
not reindtituting the choke-link. They were ill in the high perspective, scanning past and future aswell as
present, microscopic aswell as macro. As he cut the data flow to her Krinata began to stir, kneading her
throat and coughing. //dndigar?//

/[Eithlarin's episodic. Can you spesk for us?/ He had never exposed her to afive-axis spread before.
Every time shetried to move, dizziness assailed her. She saw everything through a haze of other images
overlaid and couldn't tell micro from macro, or past from future.

/ICam you make it stop, Jndigar?/
/l'n amoment—but I'll haveto cut you off again. Can you do it, Krinata? Just for aminute?/
She took a deep breath, closed her eyes, and groped her way into the Outreach's function. //Go ahead.//

"ITrinarvil!/[" Krinatas voice croaked. Shetried again. "//Trinarvil!//" It came out as shrill asa Cassrian's
voice, but thistimeit penetrated the noise.

Trinarvil's medics had been working their way toward the Oliat, clucking in and out of the battle with
uncommon courage. At Krinata's call they dashed across the last space to surround her. Jndigar briefed
Trinarvil in rgpid jargon that Krinatasthroat strained to articulate.

Asthe Outreach's voice was heard people turned to listen, .mil the last of the lighting subsided. Her fina
wordsfel into aslence broken only by the splashing of swimmers and the doshing of water over the
platform.

Trinarvil turned to the crowd and announced, "The Oliat has been gravely injured. We need more space
here

The ephemerd Outriders, Storm in the lead, moved into aflying wedge, their stances belligerent, their
attention on the crowd as they opened a corridor to Trinarvil's shed. Jndigar helped Eithlarin’s Outriders
get her into the medic's station. She was quivering in every muscle, her whole body trying to curl in on
itself. But he dtill had the whisper of contact through the wire-thin link. They were fill an Oliat.

Inside the shed Jndigar noted that Threntisn's chair had been moved to place him just inside the
door—out of the action hut ableto view it dl. They edged past him and deposited Eithlarin on one of the
couches. Then they told Trinarvil, "//We must report before attending to Eithlarin—if anything can be
donefor her./I" [/Krinata, can you makeit that long?/

INT | keep my eyes closed, maybe. What isthat stuff, Jindigar—uck!//



lietried to dim the micro and past-time data feeds and sharpen the present/macro for her as he explained
that she was seeing the microlife of the pond churned up now by dl the swimmers. Meanwhile Trinarvil
told the Oliat, "No—the report can wait." She examined Eithlarin's eyes. " She's critical .

Jndigar looked to Zannesu. Shaking dl over, the Inreach gathered dl hisremaining strength. /My
behavior shames me. | will not obstruct my Center further. If Eithlarin dies before we can report,
she—and dl of us—will have died for nothing.//

Jndigar replied warmly, //Y ou have nothing to apol ogize for—I'd have done the same had it been
Dallanyul/

He said through Krinata, "//We must report before the Gifters attack.//" Hearing the words she spoke,
Krinatatwisted to look at Jindigar—saw him covered with crawling amoebas and quickly closed her
eyes. [/Attack?//

Il explain.// Jindigar gathered them back toward the doorway where Storm's crew formed aliving
barricade in front of the Dushau Outriders.

He sent Krinata up beside Cyrus, who was nursing ahand bloodied asif hed smashed it into Cassrian
chitin. /Krinata, | must stay open to Eithlarin's condition. If you sense any change, pull back. | may have
to act suddenly. Can you handleit?/

/I Yes. If that stuff isjust Venlagar making like amicroscope, | canignoreit. It'snot nearly asbad asa
Holot with bad breath trying to choke me.// 1t was pure bravado. Her ssomach wasin knots, her head
swimming, her knees weakening, and her neck was aching like fire. But he wasn't going to let her know
he saw, for she valued her image of competence, if not in front of him so much, then in front of the others.

He scanned the crowd gathered tightly beyond the Outriders. People were tending their injuries and
peering into the shed to see what was happening.

Zannesu had afirm grip on the linkages, while Venlagar anchored them to redity. The Oliat became
aware of the buzz of the Gifter hive up on the plain growing ominoudy, while the corn blight festered
rapidly inthe warm sun. Therewasnt much time.

Jndigar addressed the crowd in Krinata's voice, describing what they'd discovered about the Gifters and
how the Holot must pay them. "//As soon asthey see you preparing apond for them, they will
understand. The hive-mind is primitive. It seesitsinteraction with usasakind of mating dance. Aslong
asour moves are of that dance, they will respond without hostility. We teased them with apond and took
it away. Now we must provide them another.//"

A burly Holot male Jindigar recognized as one of the ex-Imperias pushed through to the front and called,
"Why should we take your advice? We took your advice before, and look what happened Why did you
bring usto this crazy world? To starve our children and torture usto death?’

Therewasarising growl of agreement—not al Holot, either. "//Thisis not an insaneworld. It holdsno
grudges, knows no vendettas. But we are guests here and must abide by our host's customs. The Oliat is
learning those customs. We have made errors for which our lives may dready have | men forfeited.
Would you ask that of us?/"

A Cassrian voice, double-toned and reedy, untrained in Standard speech, caled, "We demand it! You've
destroyed ugl”

"And they've saved ud" answered a gruff Holot male. It was Irnils, Terab's mate. A generd wave of



agreement supported him, especialy among the Lehiroh community.

Terab on me forward and roared them to silence. "We can't afford civil war! Last night we voted to go
with the Oliat's advice one moretime. | say we get to work onit right now!"

Terab began to lead an exodus toward the stairs, to retarget the energies of the crowd, but the Oliat
cdled, "/[Terab, wait! We dso know how to stop the blight.//"

The Holot soldier edged away from Irnils. "Don't listen. We can't trust the Oliat. They wouldn't answver
methefirst timel asked! It took them thislong to think up alie!" It was the Holot who had choked
Krinata, hisfur torn out in patches, abloody gash showing on his cheek.

The padt-time axis played back what the Holot had been yelling a Krinata, when she couldn't hear him.
He had demanded a cure for the blight and away to keep it from spreading to the Holot crops. That'sall.

/[Easy, Krinata. HE's no monster. Just scared.//

/N know,// answered Krinata, swallowing hard and facing the real Holot before her, not the distorted
horror that had attacked her from the depths of the Oliat gestalt, part Holot, part gray-furred ape.

Terab commanded the crowd's attention. " The Oliat couldn't answer because they were working—and
never has any Oliat taken on aharder job! Have you ever heard of an Oliat working with double-guard
before? Have you ever seen an Oliat with Dushau Outriders before?”

Jndigar glanced a Storm. Obvioudly his Outriders had taken it on themselvesto instruct Terab.

The soldier outshouted her. "They just wanted to put 0» agood show after getting usinto thismess. You
can't trust a Dushau,—they don't care how long things take. And what kind of Oliat hasahumaninit?’

Argument erupted everywhere. The crowd, now swollen by those who had dragged themsalves out of
the pond, was about evenly split between doubters and supporters of the Dushau. Jindigar took that
moment to say softly to Terab, "//We don't have timefor this. Terab, listen. Y ou must commandeer the
Lehiroh cooking ail.//" And hetold her how it must be applied to destroy the com blight, and how to
supplement the Lehiroh diet until the next oil-nut harvest.

By then the shouting match showed signs of new violence.
Inside the shed, Trinarvil caled, "Jindigar's, you've got to refocus! Now!"

But it wastoo late. Without warning the wiry link to Eithlarin stretched, then thinned to gossamer. That
which was the essence of Eithlarin hurtled off around adimensiona corner.

The Oliat's sevenfold balance leaned askew-—asiif the Oliat would pour through the hole in space left
where Eithlarin had been.

Zannesu cried, //No!// and dove once moreinto the void after his mate, dragging the Oliat faster into
oblivion.

IV enlagar!// caled Jndigar, //Y ou must transform to In-reach — let Zannesu take Receptor to hold her!
Krinata, you must not interferel//

Dimly Jindigar was aware of the Dushau Outriders moving them back into the shed. Storm's crew jostled
the crowd away from the entry to close the doors. He felt Zannesu grasp the plan to transform Offices
and acquiesce as Venlagar took up the linkages—for Zannesu was dready hdf into the Receptor's



Office, straining to Receive hismate. Asthe transform took effect VVenlagar gripped thelink to the
Receptor and kept Zannesu from following Eithlarin.

Asthelink to Hillarie became more elusive, and the two officersflipped ther linksend for end in the
dance of-transformation, Jndiga—wholly inexperienced at doing thisfrom Center fought to keep his
Oliat from shattering, certain that the strain would pull hisvery body apart.

Hewas hardly aware of his Outrider pushing him down onto a cot. He heard a smothered whimper from
Krinata on the adjacent cot. He rolled over and reached for her, feding her bewilderment. /Steedly.
Were going to be dl right.// The human skin was clammy, and she was trembling—a different sort of
nervous reaction in ahuman but till dire enough: plunging blood pressure. Shock.

He gathered her to him, reinforcing their link, opening to her asif her skewed sensory impressionswere
no threat to his precarious grip on sanity. Then he groped for his new Inreach. It was a peculiar
sensation, rippling unsteadily through the contacts. The trangposition hadn't been properly done, nor was
il yet wholly complete.

And the five-axis perspective in time and magnification confused things even more, threstening Krinatals
sanity. //[Yen-

lagar, Zannesu!// He called them to their new Offices and threw everything wide-open to reach for
Eithlarin, using that barest whisper of alinkage to complete the Oliat pattern. He ignored the shimmering
datic that came down his Protector's link, drowning out the last trace of the shaleiliu hum. Krinata's
srength was fading. In three desperate, rough maneuvers he dammed them back down to groundstate
awareness—here and now, mMacro-Conscious.

Hefet Krinata shudder horribly with each shift in consciousness. Darllanyu only took it, hanging on
grimly. Llistyien fought nausea at the sudden transposition, but astheir avareness came back to single
perspective, Venlagar and Zannesu settled into their new Offices, relieving agreat ded of the strain.

Jndigar built the Oliat pattern again, findly bringing Zannesu into balance, hisinitid panic beginning to
subside.

/IJindigar, help her!// pleaded his new Receptor, and let them all fed the bewildered confusion coming
down the tenuous link from Eithlarin, who had fled her own intolerable memories and deserted the
world-plane, but was held back from the sweet oblivion of death she sought by the Oliat link.

Trinarvil was knedling at the head of Jindigar's cot, gesturing asif trying to attract Krinata's attention.
"You must let her go!" she demanded in an urgent whisper.

"/INol/I"
"Thenwéll losedl of you. How long can you hold—"

Fedling every bit of Zannesu's anguish, Jndigar answered asif it were Darllanyu out there. "//Aslong as
we must—as long as she can.//" Sometimes—rarely—people returned from that far place. But she has
chosenit.

Trinarvil put one hand on Krinatas forehead and |ooked into her eyes. " Jindigar—can you hear me?"
"IIY es /" answered Krinata, her voice husky.

Jndigar was aware of her body warming now despite her clothes, which were dampened by splashed
pond water.



"We've got to take Eithlarin to the worldcircle. If she and Dar arein the circle when Dar's dose of
pensone wears off, Renewa may lure Eithlarin hack. Can the Oliat move?"

"IIY es/I" they answered, Krinatas voice bresking thistime. She clung to Jndigar, burying her face
againg him, asif hewere her only anchor to redlity.

Jndigar'seyes met Cyruss. He held Krinata against him, wishing he could soak up the shocks il
washing through her system. Hut at least she's alive. | haven't broken my promise to Cyrus yet.

/ILet Eithlarin go, Jndigar,// saild Zannesu wearily. Jndigar had set the links so that Zannesu wasthe only
oneredly in touch with Eithlarin. //She cant makeit.//

They werein the Aliom Temple. Eithlarin, shrouded in folds of white, lay on an elevated platform within
the worldcircle, which was bright of itself but cast no light to see by. Jindigar, Krinata, and Zannesu sat
around therim. Venlagar and Llistyien had goneto cat, while Trinarvil wastrying to help Darllanyu purge
the drug from her system fast enough to do Eithlarin some good.

/1Y ou don't mean that,// answered Jindigar. Dusk cast dense shadows through the skylight. Thiswasa
dark world—depressing. Would Dushau eyes ever adjust? He could "see" Zannesu only viathe Oliat
senses or through Krinatal's human night vison. Did Eithlarin want to return to such aworld? Should he
wish that fate on her? With his aching fingertips he .strummed arandom chord on hiswhule. //But even if
you meant it, Zannesu | couldn't Iet her go. I'm going to keep vigil until Darllanyu isfree of pensone, and
then were going to give Eithlarin one last chance to return to us—to thisworld— to you.//

/[There's probably been brain damage. I'd rather die Incomplete than make her suffer that.//

Hisimplication was clear—that Jndigar wanted to recal Eithlarin only to sparethe rest of them the risk
of her desth. //Renewa may repair the brain damage—if she has someoneto love her, to simulate her, to
recast her body, to serve her anew. Does she, Zannesu?//

1Y ou know she does. Jindigar, | would have killed you in that moment when you cut her off! How can
you ever trust me again?/

//INo Dushau would have behaved differently, my zunre. Thereisn't an officer of this Oliat who would
hesitate to work with you. When the time comes, wéelll al bein the circle, and well unitein our cal to
Eithlarin. If we can bring her to us— even just alittle closer—weéll try to Dissolve and let you bring her to
Renewd ./

It sounded so smple. But even in the Archive Jndigar had found no record of an Oliat using the forces of
its officers Renewd in any way, least of dl to Dissolve.

Venlagar, Inreach now, intruded on the linkages with the aroma of stew and afresh grain bread
concocted by the humans. //If you're to have the strength to do it, Zannesu, you'd better come egt. Sure
you don't want some, Jndigar?//

/In awhile. Go ahead, Zannesu. I'll watch her.//

Herose. //If you haveto let her go, Jndigar—do it gently. Her suffering is so pointless.// The new
Receptor went toward the inner door to their living chamber, his steps heavy, hisweariness dragging at
them all. Only part of him had given her up. The rest fought the lass, and the battle consumed dl his
strength, for he knew he was her only anchor to the Oliat.

Asthe door closed behind Zannesu, Krinatarose and circled Eithlarin. Jndigar picked up her view of
Eithlarin'sform— the dark indigo skin dmogt invisblein thetwilight, making it seem asif the soft white



robe floated empty over the whitecircle.

Jndigar lifted the linkages from Venlagar, aware of Krinata's bizarre human conception of the
process—the two of them playing cat's cradle with aloop of string. He damped the pattern to prevent his
perception of Krinataleaking through to Darllanyu, or anyone e se, then passed the links back to hisnew
Inreach, who fumbled abit.

Then helet himself watch Krinata moving around the circle. She was so well attuned to Phanphihy and
the Oliat mat her step left no trace where she passed over the worldcircle. He let the daring thought
surface. Could his Oliat have lasted so long and accomplished so much if it hadn't been for Krinatabeing
asolid anchor, as no Dushau could have been on this alien world?

Krinatafolded hersdlf gracefully down beside him and commented, //1f Eithlarin dies, shelll probably
reincarnate—just like | did. Maybe she can be my child.// She reached familiarly for the whule that lay
across Jindigar'slap. Ashe surrendered il sheinssted, 111 didn't just lift Takorals memories from you—
and | didn't learn the whule just from your tutoring, either. Jindigar, | remember being Takora. | know
what it'slike being Center. 1 know what you went through, saving my Oliat— Takora s Oliat. | know
what you're facing now with Eithlarin. | want to help./

Clumslly she plucked out amelody, her nailsrattling lewdly against the strings. She grunted and silenced
the sound. //Well, knowing how to do it doesn't mean being able to do it with hands of atotaly different
design, no more than knowing the Center's job makes me able to Center. Jindigar, please accept that. |
was Takora. Or tel mewhat will convince you.//

Her being the redl Takorareturned would surely explain the way she evoked a peculiar fear and
impossible fascination in him. But most of that could come from her having been Ontarrah. //Thesmple,
obvious explanation isn't dways the correct one.//

//Don't quote the Observing Priestsat me! I'm trying to tell you that | know you handled Eithlarin
correctly. Y ou were dow—and you were clumsy—but that's just lack of experience. Y our judgment was
sound. And when you could finally make yoursdf do it—you did theright thing.//

/N didn't know you were aware of what | did. | had the Outreach link choked down pretty tight.//

She sghed and strummed a perfect chord progression. It sent acrawling sensation up his spine, for it was
onethat Takorahad practiced incessantly. //Jindigar—it's awfully hard to explain. Conscioudy al |
remember isthat Holot face distorted by an overlay of Dushau perception—your eyes seein so many
directions a once, but humans have only one retina per eye. My memories of being Dushau have images
that seem norma to my human memory—nbut when the Oliat lets me see through Dushau eyes, my brain
fedls split—and my eyesfed like they've come uncoupled and arelooking in opposite directions at the
sametime—like Dushau eyes.

//Even dfter you choked down my link to nothing, | still saw him asadevil from hell because| was seeing
him from six other points of view—and all of them Dushau. | think that's because/ am a Center too. Y ou
see, your link to your Outreach was shut down—abut / seem to have forged linksto the other officers of
my own—as a Center. Maybe it happened when | tried to take over from you—»but, anyway, they are
there. | can fed them, evenif you can't.//

/Y ou can fedl------------------- /l That would certainly explain why he hadn't been able to control the
distortion for Krinata, or to shut down the feedback between her image of the Holot and Eithlarin’s
image of the beast that had killed her zunre. The second set of links, operating out of sync with hisand
uncontrolled, would explain why Llistyien retreated to running with animas, avague shdeiliu. Her innate
optimism had turned flight from terrifying predator into training predator birdsto defend her from



nightmare.

A second st of links might even have contributed to driving Eithlarin episodic. Not that it's Krinata's
fault. | should have known those links wouldn't just disappear after the cave. Y et Krinatacould be
just imagining her own links. Imagination was her primary taent.

IIWell /I she continued, strumming firm chords, /1 know you did the right thing because even after you
opened the choke-link, | had no impulse whatever to take over your Oliat. Takoras experienceisin
me—far more experience than you'll ever have as Center—and her experience saysyou did right.//

lIKrinata—if you really were Takora, you'd never have let yoursdf be caught up in the Oliat linkages, and
you'd certainly never have become Outreach to my Oliat. Never in the memory of anyone aive today
has a Center been foolish enough to rejoin an Oliat.//

//Not even as Center,// she agreed, //for that would be the attempt to recapture past peak
experiences—to create stagnation. The result would be afdling out of the Office of Center into another
office—and the Oliat would perish.//

Fie had never told her that. //Where did you learn that?/

[[Takoralearned it—from Nushitan, her teacher. And Takorataught you—on the planet Riish, inthe
middle of atorrential rainstorm. | don't remember any more than that. Where's Riish? I've never heard of
it//

/I don't know offhand whereit is// he answered absently. //I'd have to ask Arlai.// But the Sentient
computer was dormant, inactivated, nothing more than ameta box among Jindigar's most precious

[pOSSESS ONS.
/lJindigar, what would it take to convince you?/

N think,// he admitted asit dowly cameto himin chilling waves, //I think | am convinced. | just don't
want to admit it. But there'sno way you could have grabbed Center that onetime if you didn't have both
Takora's knowledge and her experience. And you didn't get her experience from me—because 1 don't
haveit.//

/N didn't haveit, either, at first. | think you were right when you said I'd just picked up some of Takoras
memories from you. But somehow those acquired memories wakened more. And now it's different,
Jndigar. Sometimes—only sometimes—I| am Takora//

//Do you fed these—extra—linkagesinto the Oliat even now?/
/I Not redlly. They're only there when therésacriss.//

/Nf 1 see you command those linkages, exhibiting Takoras style, | think I'd have to admit you are
Takora// But it doesn't matter. There's no way on Phanphihy to Dissolve an Oliat with two
Centers, and whether she was Takora or not, we are an Oliat with two Centers.

When Dar was ready, they'd make their try for Eithlarin. They had all agreed on that. And he had
promised Zannesu that if he could get the full pattern of linkages operating, he'd try for Dissolution. He
had been thinking he might till savethem all. But if Krinataredly had been Takora, or even just had
Takora's Center experience, at least some of them would die.

He had to accept that. The time had come when he had to deliberately sacrifice some livesthat others
might surviveto Completion. Y et everything in him shrank from it. Even the chance that some of them



might reincarnate as ephemeralsdidn't help. | will not choose who lives and who dies, but | will not
survive if Krinata dies.

/ILook—// offered Krinata, //I shouldn't have said anything. I—the human in me—thought it might make
you fed better to know that someone understands. Jindigar—you're carrying too much of aload for all of
us. It'snot right./

/IA Center would know—I'm only doing the Center's job.// He wanted her ignorance of that to be proof
she was only empathizing in the human way—imagining it al. Aliom science rested on the bedrock idea
that Dushau could not reincarnate, and Aliom science was their only way out of thistrap. He dared not
gart doubting it now.

She moved alittle closer to him. He could fed the heat of her body as shereplied, /1 do know. That's
the problem. Once | made the same mistake—taking on too much of aburden. | collapsed under it,
endangered my Oliat, and you had to do— what you did. Now it'sasif you're compelled to relive my
mistake.//

INf that'sthe case, Krinata, and you must cut me off to save the others—then do it.// He turned to face
her. //l mean that. You are going to survivethis Dissolution.//

She struck the shdeiliu chord on the whule, the chord that summoned the Oliat to session, then she
pushed the instrument half into hislap, taking his hand and guiding it to touch the resonating chamber.
/[Thisisamanifestation of the carrier wave of the universe, and it seemsto betelling me, right now, that
you and | go to Completion together—or neither of usgoes. If | have to send you off into death,
somehow we will meet again and doit dl again, until wefinaly get it right. But | don'tintendto doiit
wrong again thistime, Jindigar. Thisismy Oliat, asitisyours, and | don't intend to lose any of us. Think
of it thisway—if I'm Takora, then I'm a Center, yes, but I'm a Center who never Dissolved—so I'm il
legitimately part of an Oliat. Maybe that'swhy | couldn't resist.//

That, too, would explain alot. /But thereés no way to determineif you are Takora//
/[The Dissolution will proveit to you, one way or another. I'm not worried. | just don't want you hurt.//

Touched beyond words, he put his arm around her shoulders. He could fed the human bone structure
under her jacket as her clean hair moved lightly across his bare forearm. She turned her face up to him, a
white ovad in the darkness. There was absolutely nothing Dushau about her, nothing even faintly
suggestive of femde. Y et-aguarding knot insde of him loosened. He felt tension draining from his neck
muscles where the glands stirred comfortably. Helet his aching fingertips sound the whule strings,
suggesting amore intimate mel ody, mid was not surprised when Krinatas fingers finished the tune of the
lovers song.

Sowly, asif she werefighting an impulse stronger than she was, her hands dipped upward over his chest
and sought the sengitive points at the base of his neck with the unerring accuracy of the sexualy mature
Dushau. But there was atentative innocence to her exploration that was more erotic than the most
experienced bride's touch.

Hefdl hislipsform words put of asoftly expelled bregth. "Oh. Krinata, no..."

If she weretruly Takora—truly a Center—she would know better than to court such adanger. But even
if she'd been Takora, she was now human and facing death. Were her needsredly so very different from
those of a Dushau?

But eveniif it would help her, it was stirring him and so it must stop. He would haveto find the strength.



Suddenly Krinatajerked up, staring into the darkness behind Jindigar. She shrank from what she saw
there. Jindigar turned, half afraid that she was halucinating, tapping into Eithlarin's world somehow.

Between them and the fire at the far end of the room was the silhouette of a Dushau woman, and Jndigar
knew ingtantly that it was Darllanyu. As she moved toward them he dso knew that she'd heard the
melody of lovers plucked by Krinatas fingersin tandem with his own unmistakable touch on the strings.

Sharing music on that level was avery great intimacy that he had not yet permitted Dar. And she had
certainly noticed that he'd cloaked himsalf and Krinatain privacy from the rest of the Oliat. He
rearranged the linkages to include Dar, bracing, for he knew she was now amost free of the drug. The
languid comfort Krinata had evoked in his body evaporated before the sharp heat of Dar's presence.

He stood up to confront her, gathering the poise of the Center around himsdlf, but feeling morelike an
Active Priest than anyone competent to work Oliat.

Darllanyu announced, //Trinarvil says shell be here before midnight to give Eithlarin the stimulant—and
then well try our plan.// Then she shifted her gaze to Krinata.

Darllanyu could only be seeing a shadowy hint of Krinata, but through Oliat awareness she knew what
they'd felt. The strain was evident as she asked, //Jindigar, is there any reason for me to wait for you after
Disolution?/

Unexpectedly Jindigar was paralyzed by arush of alarm, asif he stood in aship that had suddenly lost
internal gravity. Krinataanswered in the tone and cadence of Takora, //Only that you are hismate. It's
gonetoo far, Darllanyu. If you leave him now, hewon't mate thistime. Don't do that to him— please
don't.// She gathered her jacket around her and cut across the Temple to the front door.

Darllanyu turned to stare after her, astonishment suffusing the now open linkages. Severa moments later,
as Jindigar was dill frantically searching for something to say, Darllanyu observed, //If sheredly is
Takora, she knowsthat snce | can no longer have children, you may aswell choose the mate best suited
toyou.//

His heart pounded wildly &t the mere thought that she might leave him. But then, what of her, if Krinata
had to kill him?//That mateis till you, Dar.//

//Do you regret that?//
//No. | thought you understood that 1'd learned that |esson when she was Ontarrah.//

/Then why does she attract you so? Why is this happening? I'm not going to be even semirationa about
it much longer. Explainit to me, Jndigar.//

/Nl can't. | don't understand it. But as soon as we Dissolve, shell be out of our lives. Just let me havethe
chance to prove that to you./

IIWhy me, Jndigar?/

//Because you're so beautiful and you do things to me that no one else has the power to do. Krinata's
right—I've chosen you. There won't be anyone e sethistime. | thought it was mutua ./

INtwas. Or, a least | thought so, until 1 saw what Krinataisto you. Jindigar, if you'd chosen me, it
wouldn't be possible to respond to Krinatalike that.//

/Itisn't the samel// heindsted.



/IMaybe not biologicaly, but psychologicadly it is. Otherwise, why did you chooseto cut Eithlarin off
when Krinatawas the actua source of the disruption? Y ou could have cut Krinata off. Even if Krinata
had died, it wouldn't have hurt her—sheld only reincarnate again. But Eithlarin haslost her chance at
Completion!//

/IShe's not deed yet,// argued Jindigar doggedly while his mind gnawed at the insidious question Dar had
posed. Even if prompted by onset-induced jealousy, it was agood question. Krinata/Takora approved
of hischoice, but that was no evidence that held been right.

//Dar, much of what a Center hasto do is done on perception of shdeiliu, using the Aliom "srike."
Maybe | was wrong— maybe | can't risk Krinatajust because, on someleve, | do believe she was
Takora—and | can't do that to her twice. | dmost couldn't do it to Eithlarin. It wasa"sirike," Dar.
There's no reasoning behind it. No way to judge it this soon.//

/IY ou're not redly answering me.//

IIWhen you've been Center, maybe we can discussit.//

/\Why do | get the impression that you've discussed it with Krinata?/
//Because | have. Center to Center.//

IIndigar!//

Shefelt that apart of him did not belong exclusively to her, which, in Onset as she was, seemed an
intolerable threat. Jindigar aready felt the same about her. Dwelling on it would only make it worse. He
tried again to explain in terms anon-Center could grasp. //1 set aclose, tight link to Eithlarin. She chose
to go—wherever sheis-.// He turned to Eithlarin, opening the linkages so Dar would fedl the gaping void
and the whispering static of thelink. //We all had a part in what's happened. An Oliat, more than any
other bound entity, isan integrated singularity. The Center can't do anything the Oliat as awhole doesn't
do. No officer's needs prevail, and no officer isfree of the consequences./

Darllanyu shuddered and turned away, as if wishing she could control the linkages and close off her
awareness of Eithlarin. //All right. Y ou've made your point. | did beg you to stop Eithlarin. | shouldn't
have done that, any more than you should have alowed what—you just alowed with Krinata.

But I'm not qualified to Center. | didn't know what would happen to Eithlarin if you shut her avay enough
to protect the rest of us. | didn't mean her any harm.//

//Neither did I. But | knew what might happen./

/I'm ashamed to admit,// she confessed, transfixed by the input of Eithlarin, //that I'm glad it's her, not
me.// She hugged hersdlf, her inflamed fingertips absently scratching at the gold armlet Jindigar had given
her. //1f it had been achoice of me or Krinata—who would it have been?/

lie clamped off dl thelinkages, isolating his groan within himself. That was the question he had not dared
ask.

/A Center hasto make choices, Jndigar,// she reminded him gravely. //Y ou're going to have to decide
which of uslives and which of usdies. If—because of what you once did to Takora, you can't or won't
sacrifice any of us, then just like Takorayou're going to take your whole Oliat to Incompl etion-desth with
you.//

/INo!// he answered without thinking. //Krinata, at least, must live through this.//



Darllanyu concluded, /So, you would have cut me off to save Krinata. That's honest, anyway. Jindigar,
hasit occurred to you that you're behaving this way because you've spent too much time among
ephemerals—too much time Emulating ephemerals? Y ou don't know what it isto be Dushau anymore.
Maybe you'd better use that phenomend ability of yoursto Emulate a Dushau and find out what it'sredly
likel//

With that she gathered herself and amost ran out the front door, taking the path inward toward the
Renewal park, where sheld be sure not to encounter Krinata.

EIGHT
Svarm

Watching Dar go, Jndigar shut down hislink to her, making sure she knew she had privacy now. And
then he was totally aone except for the wisp of Eithlarin's presence.

Hed often been told that to be Center meant to stand aone, but held never suspected what it would be
like

He sank down on the periphery of the worldcircle and stared up at the white blur that was Eithlarin. Had
he been wrong to do thisto her? There was no one to ask. It would be more than athousand years until
he might ask a Complete Priest from Dushaun. //Oh, Eithlarin—come back to usl/

Asif Eithlarin's return would make everything as it had been! That wasakind of falacy typica of
ephemerd thought.

Was Darllanyu right? Could his very thinking have been warped by too much time among ephemerals?
Had he adopted the short-term outlook, forgetting how a small error propagates through time to become
amgor disaster? The harm to Eithlarin was aready permanent and would propagate through al her
zunre, dl her community. Asan Inactive Priest, he should serve that group, not harm them like this. Had
he decided to cut Eithlarin off only because he was becoming Active and interested only in the persond,
or had he logt his priesthood?

He could hear hisfather asserting with that overwhelming aura of true knowledge, You're a Historian,
Jindigar. You've never belonged to Aliom.

Trembling, he leaned over and placed his hands on the worldcircle, feding for the vibration of thisworld,
the stamp of itsindividuaity. His hands were dark shapes againgt the whiteness. The pure flowing energy
shimmered and blurred around al fourteen of hisfingers, the distortion showing that he, unlike Krinata,
was holding himsdlf away from Phanphihy. At hisleve of the priesthood he should be superficidly
attuned to the world hewason at al times.

Why am | holding myself from Phanphihy rather than leading the community to attunement?

A chill clamped at his heart. In hisfear of fighting the dysattunement battle he had overlooked how vita
his personal attunement was, not just to his Oliat but to the community. Perhaps he, himself, wasthe
disruptive source of al their errors. The act of Inverting the Oliat function, as he had done when he sent
Takorato her death and as he had done so often to save Krinata from ephemera death, produced a
disruptive backlash in the Invert'slife—so that aperiod of errors, disasters, and bad judgments ensued.
Was that the source of their problems? Simply Inversion splashback? If so, there was no cure but to ride
it out, taking care not to Invert again. And <so far he had kept his pledge to this Oliat not to Invert them.

But Inverson wouldn't cause aloss of the Priest's attunement to Aliom the way omission of his priestly
duties could. That omission could be the real reason he couldn't make a Center's decisions properly.



He knew what he had to do—unknowingly Darllanyu hed said it. He must Emulate a Dushau. He must
do the most basic of aPriest's exercises,, the Emulation of himsdf at his own induction, in order to attune
himself and al who resonated with him, to Phanphihy.

Despite dl of Raichmat's zunre's careful plans, he wasthe only Aliom Priest who had yet madeit to
Phanphihy. Only he could do thisfor them—and he had not doneit in al the time they'd been here. True,
he could only do the Inactive Priest’'s Induction—the rest would have to wait. But even that—even that,
he had avoided. Why?

The others didn't know of his omission—they didn't know there was anything to be done. Very few of
those who dected to learn Aliom and train in Oliat ever became Priests. An Aliom Priest forsook al
other disciplines, for Aliom filled the whole of life—in Renewa and between. One had to be very sure
one could attain Completion in Aliom; one had to sense shdeiliu between the sdf and Aliom before
taking that drastic astep, because the dedication, once made, could not be forsaken.

Jndigar had made that dedication gladly and had never regretted it. Then why—why had he neglected
thisduty?

As he struggled to frame that question apal of lethargy sapped hiswill, damped his thoughtsto stillness,
immobilized hisbody. Thisinability to move or think was his species method of hiding from predators.
But this predator was athought —a danger to life, perhaps, but till only athought.

liefought hisown will, wrestled with ingtinct, and won glimpses of what he feared: Krinatatime and again
wrenching control of hislifefrom him asthey fled the Empire; Ontarrah invading hisfamily, inadvertently
wreaking havoc among those he loved, Takora making him choose between Inverson and
Incompletion-death. And dl of them were Krinata. Icy fear transfixed him, fear of Krinata. What if she
really is Takora?

Wl what if shewas?He gazed into the white of the worldcircle and knew why he had neglected his
disciplines. What if | reach for my priesthood and find nothing—because Aliomix an illusion—
because Krinata has forced me to see through that illusion? There was only oneway to find out
whether Aliom ill held anything of valuefor him.

With it tremulous sigh he farfetched back and back into menu try, threading hisway around the familiar
scars of pain thatlittered his experiences, and found the day of hisinduction into the Aliom Priesthood. He
Emulated himsdlf at that moment, integrating hisyoung salf with his present sdif.

He became young again, just past his second Renewa . He kneeled down in the worldcircle of the
Inactive Aliom Templein Therdiv. None of hisimmediate family had come to witness this most solemn
moment of hislife, dill ingsting held return to Historian's training. But his young self was brashly confident
that he had found his own straight path to Completion. What if | was wrong? He had been wrong about
onething. It had not been so easy or so Straight.

The thrumming of ahundred whules echoed in the vaulted hal. The white-clad Observing Priests
surrounded him. The Senior Priests made a double line before him, a pathway to the eastern portal of the
Temple around which were arrayed the symbols of Aliom: the lightning flash, the hand whose fingers
were generated by lightning, and whose pdm held life, the Oliat X balanced on the point of an arrow.

Through the portal behind the X came the Complete Priestsin Oliat formation, dressed in black over
pure white, each wearing one pure color of the spectrum. Asthey marched forward to surround the
worldcircle he stretched out prone. They arrayed themsalvesin spectra order. The young Jindigar had
not been ingtructed in what to expect—only to remember it always so that he might learn its meaning.



Four of the Senior Priests, those just short of being Complete, took hold of hislimbsand pulled until he
was spread-eagled into the form of the Oliat X. They suspended him above the white worldcircle,
facedown above infinite white.

And then the whule music ended. The silence, despite the packed Temple, was profound. Hed imagined
that the induction would be another formal questioning where held publicly declare hisalegianceto
Aliom, or perhaps another grilling where they asked seemingly superficid questionsthat required deep,
abgiract answers. But this—it was silly.

Perhaps that was the test—to seeif the candidate had any common sense? He tried to raise his head to
tell them that held gotten the point and they could stop now—but his eyes were glued to the whiteness
benegth him. Hisinitiation robes hung from hisbody, fluttering asif in abreeze—but not abregth of air
gtirred. His body was overhegting. He couldn't squirm— his limbs were numb. And there was nothing but
whiteness that invaded his senses and possessed hismind.

A sudden, piercing panic thrilled through him. They were doing something to him, something that would
change him forever. HEd said held wanted it—but he'd no idea it would be done to him, not something
he promised to do to himsdf.

But he would have doneit to himsdf if they'd given him the tool to do it with. Hed decided that, though
at thetime he'd thought in terms of the other initiations where the candidate did something symbolic to
himsdlf, such as nicking the flesh to draw adrop of purple blood or blindfolding the eyesto sharpen other
senses or binding the will with an oath.

Hisolder sdf balked, no longer confident that his elders knew what they were about. But the memory
played on relentlessy as he surrendered to his captors, |etting the whiteness swallow him. Emulating,
Jndigar could not prevent the youth's confidence from becoming his own again.

And then the colors started. Braids of rainbow hues stirred through the whiteness—as if he were looking
down on the tops of clouds touched just so by the sun, stirred by the winds, and wafted into rainbow
swirls.

Suddenly he was|ooking down along tunne—falling up it—racing dong it—fdling out of the
universe—into the heart of Dushaun. In one mind-searing flash he was part of the complex of forces
generating life out of the dementd stuff of the planet and its sun, generating the star and its planets out of
the plasma of the cosmos.

He stood outside redlity and watched it forming in accord with the well-ordered Laws of Nature. He
became one with the whirling lifestream that generated the Laws. There was nothing that was not
Jndigar, yet Jndigar was only acomponent. He was only a Jndigar who would one day, if he could
Complete, join The Jndigar.

He had been named Jindigar—Eterna Reverberation—but only now did he discover what it meant. The
Completion of Jndigar would sound a chord, like shaeliu, that would ring from one end of timeto the
other. The Complete Jindigar was part of the Completion of the lifestream itsalf. It was part— and yet it
wasthewhole.

Aswith al thingsin Aliom, the part contained the whole, and the whole was only apart. The part and the
whole, theindividua and the group, the Observer and the Observed, Dushau and ephemera, Dushaun
and Phanphihy, Incomplete and Complete—the relationships were so clear to him at that peak moment
that The Complete Jndigar could look upon the Incomplete and seethe wals of fear dividing hismind,
kesping him Incomplete.



Hisinner fragmentation was reflected in everything around him, just as Shoshunri's Second Observation
predicted. That's why nothing his Oliat did worked. His Oliat's failures hadn't been caused just by
gplashback from his past Inversons but so by the fearsdividing him.

The fear had started when he had first suspected that Krinatawas in fact Takorareincarnated as an
ephemerd.

Because, if Dushau reincarnate as ephemerals, then all of Aliomisinvalid. Which means my
experience at my induction was only illusion, which can't lead to Completion. In fact, if Dushau
reincarnate, it isn't even necessary to pursue Completion with such dedication.

He had admitted hisfear aoud, but the saying had blocked his gppreciation of meaning. It was alesson.
Truework isdonein slence. How could | have forgotten that?

He had indeed Emulated humans too deeply, too often, too persstently. Perhaps he had been reaching
out toward Krinata, who could not come to him. To the degree that he could not reach her, hefeared
her. He had to touch her, to close an open circuit that was draining away hisvitaity. He had to dispel the
fear of her, thefear of how helpless her every act made him or, perhaps, the more basic fear of being
helpless before overwhelming force.

That was the one sdient lesson toward which Oliat training led—that being passive did not mean being
ineffectua. Thiswasthe step he had to take toward Completion before he could Dissolve his Oliat and
become an Observing Priest. When he had doneit, held be able to give up Oliat work without the
poignant regret held dways fdt at the thought of leaving Oliat behind forever.

The colors of the Complete Priests blended into the whiteness of Dushaun's worldcircle, and Dushaun's
whiteness blended vibrantly into the whiteness of Phanphihy, the part into the whole, Observer into
Observed, and dl of it faded rapidly as the induction Emulation ended.

Asan Active Observing Priet, it would be incumbent upon him to comb the tenets of Aliom for falacies
and truths and to teach by Observing what he found. He had dways known that, but now he knew with
thunderous revelation that it was up to the Observersto chalenge every tenet, and even to rewrite them.
Every Observer has discovered at least one fallacy—in order to become a Senior Priest. He
couldn't think of asingle exception, yet never had anyone made a specid point of it.

Isanything | believe correct? He had once told Krinata that she had to develop an epistemol ogy. B,
true to Shoshunri's Second Observation, it was he, himself, who needed to reconstruct his entire
episemology, for clearly hisfears had kept him from Observing many important things.

Shoshunri was famous because he had codified the epistemology of Aliom, but every Senior Priest had
made some contribution. Aliom was not infalible, nor wasit Complete. It offered no safe refuge from
overwhelming force. Nor had anyone ever made a secret of that.

Aliom viewed the universe halistically, and Aliom itsdf was holistic. An error in one premise, such as
"Dushau do not reincarnate’ did not necessarily invaidate the whole any more than one mafunctioning
brain cdll incapacitated the whole brain. The vdidity of Aliom was not threstened by Krinatabeing
Takora

And when Krinata had the chance to cut him off, as he had cut off Takora, she hadn't doneit. Krinata,
hersaf, was no threat to him.

The trouble her actions caused him was probably the result of hisInversion of her Oliat. And what he
redlly feared was the incredible force he had unleashed with that Inversion. The splashback from that



force was naturaly overwhelming. He would smply have to grow strong enough to absorb it and damp it
down, or wait it out. It wasn't something to fear, it was something to cope with and learn from. It wasa
redl threet only if hewastoo afraid of it to Observe it properly.

He had been tying himsdf in knots over nothing.

How absurd to fear truth. He couldn't imagine where he had picked up such atwist to histhinking. It
wastotaly out of character. Darllanyu had known him long enough to be disturbed by the change, and—
No wonder Grisnilter was so worried about me! He must have thought Aliom had taught me to
fear truth. But then, why would he have trusted me with his Archive?

Again revelation shattered him. Every brush with the Archive made him want the Archive, undermining
his priesthood—because carrying an Archive wasinitiatory, like the Aliom induction. It wrought
permanent change. Grisnilter did that to me on purpose! And Jndigar had been vulnerable because of
the blind spots hisfear of Krinata created.

Wil, no more. He was ashamed of what held put his people through, but it would end now. He would
make the Center's decisions as necessary, and he would face what he had to face to finish with Oliat, for,
he redlized, he had just received hisinduction into the Observing Priesthood.

Peace throbbing slently through him for thefirgt timein far too long, Jndigar cameto full avareness. As
aways after thisdiscipline, he was cold. His dark indigo handslay spread before him, the pure energy of
the world rising through them now without distortion. | have joined Dushaun and Phanphihy.

Ontheworldcircle, ashort way in front of his hands, were two bare feet, Dushau feet, femae
feet—dark, dark indigo feet; elderly feet, but the toeswere dightly inflamed with budding nails. Still
struggling to focus his eyes, Jndigar forced movement into his neck and followed his gaze up thetwo
trousered legs, and up and up to find Trinarvil looking down a him, her face in repose, radiant.

As his eyes made contact she effaced hersalf and bent to place both her hands, palm down, on the
ground before him— doing homage to the Active Priest, saying by that sllent gesture, ™Y ou have, by the
exercise of your craft, given the world into my hands and shown me how I'm apart of it."

Jndigar had not intended to perform in that role. He had done his discipline to maintain himsdf and the
community &t large, asan Inactive Priest must, not for the service of any individua, asthe Activedo. |
mustn't become Active yet.

He pulled his hands back from the circle and rose tiffly. It was nearly midnight. Without disturbing him
his Oliat had assembled in the Temple, and now they closed in around him poised to work, asif there
had never been gtrife among them. His exercise had steadied the Dushau, but he couldn't guess what had
brought Krinata peace with herself.

He had not felt them around him so harmonioudy since the moment before the planned weddings when
they began to Dissolve. There had been risk then. Now it was amost certain that someone would die.
Deep revelaions aside, he was ruefully aware that he still would not accept any deaths. Some stubborn
part of himsalf was convinced that there was away for dl of them to survive. But thereisn't.

Hetook the linkages and brought them into balance, tuning now for the shaelliu hum, strongly perceptible
under the static of Eithlarin's nebulous link. And even amid the static, that ineffable tone appeared. His
Oliat strained to expand awareness, but this operation required compressed awareness, o he let them
encompass only the area right about the settlement, carefully keeping to the macro-scale.

On the plain above the cliff the Holot had made agood Start at creating a pond, though darkness had



now stopped the work. Near the cliff edge, at the head of the rope and winch lift, the Holot had |eft their
digging tools asasign to the Giftersthat they would return. Thelift platform rested at the bottom of the
cliff, the ropes dack and beaded with moisture from the fog off theriver. The Gifters were adeep now,
too, but it was clear to the Oliat that the Gifter hive was accepting the Holot gift.

The cornfields were dotted with barrels of Lehiroh oil, and some of the rows had aready been treated. A
crew of exhausted L ehiroh, humans, and Cassrians worked by torchlight to treat the rest of thefield as
well asthe Cassrians pond. Otherwise things were very quiet, the night's stillness broken only by an
occasiond nocturna hunter's cry. If nothing €l se happened, the colony would survive very well indeed.

Jndigar fdt that he should run afull check on the entire colony, searching for the seeds of the next
disagter, but there was no time and no strength for that. As beautifully ashis Oliat was functioning now,
there was no way to guarantee that they could keep it up for long. And they might cause more harm than
they could prevent by lingering. So he brought them back, focusing in closer and closer.

Acrossthe square that separated the Aliom Temple from the Historians, Jndigar sensed Threntisn Sitting
on the Higtorians porch, watching the Aliom Temple by the meager light of the moon, knowing what they
weretrying.

In the worldcircle before them Trinarvil administered one last drug to Eithlarin, then gathered her things
and stepped out of the marked area. She didn't go far, however, but stood to watch from the shadows as
the Oliat drifted into the world-circle, forming up with Eithlarin in the Protector's position.

Jndigar scanned his officers. Krinata was relaxed enough to accept the bizarre mixture of imagesfrom
the Oliat's multi-awareness. Llistyien and Venlagar were the most stable, and thistime, when Jindigar set
the linkages and turned them over to Venlagar, the Inreach didn't fumble.

But Darllanyu was a nexus of foment. Zannesu, in the Office of Receptor, was dreedy fighting his
responseto Bar's desire, unwilling to stir up the needs that had twice sent him after Eithlarin. //Zannesu, in
this operation you must permit yourself to respond. | know how hard it is, but for Eithlarin you must. Dar
isgoing to Formulate Renewd, and Llistyien will Emulateit for us. Y ou will Recelve that force, making it
part of the Oliat.//

INf we let that loose among us, welll never stop it, Jindigar,// warned Venlagar, glancing a Llistyien.

II\WEere not going to stop it. Eithlarin will have to Protect us. She will return for that—to Protect for
Zannesu. The very force of Renewd itself will draw her. And it will be no trick. Theforce of Renewa will
disrupt the linkages and destroy the, Oliat—through Dissolution, | hope//

IIWeve discussed dl this, and we agreed to try it,// Darllanyu reminded them impatiently. //WWe must risk
it//

Habitudly fighting the symptoms of onset, Jindigar curbed animpulseto promise, | will keep you safe.
And then, though he did not utter the words, he let the feding possess him, savoring it ashelet her
presence suffuse his awareness. Her eyes sought him. Rapture engulfed her.

Happiness shook Jindigar. He yielded, his neck throbbing with asweet ache at once familiar and strange,
urgent and fearsome.

The Oliat braced for the grating shock of dysattunement. Jindigar groped for the world attunement and
found that the circle still resonated with the fading overtone of Dushaun he had evoked. Famiiliar,
comforting, it let them take life from this alien world and hope for ahome.



A wondering moan of relief and hope escaped Darllanyu'slips, and Jndigar returned his attention to his
Formulator. //Wewant to hold at this level—the very urge to go on isthe power we need to summon
Eithlarin. Zannesu?/

IN've never Recaived anything from within the Oliat before.//

Zannesu had been thrust into an Office beyond histraining, hut he was dready resonating to Dar's
Renewd, sraining after Eithlarin, who, frugtratingly, was not responding.

//May 1 show him the inner Reception?/ asked Llistyien,

and, a Jindigar's assent, Emulated a Receptor focused inward at the Oliat while a the same time
Recalving externdly as Zannesu was Receiving Eithlarin.

Bardly breathing, Zannesu digned with Llistyien, and suddenly the Oliat lost al externd awareness except
for the narrow thread of Krinatas human senses. Llistyien shifted to Emulating Renewa—which was
hardly necessary considering her own condition. Krinata gasped. Jindigar's glands pulsed. Venlagar
groaned. Zannesu emitted an uninhibited mating cry that somehow harmonized between the shaeiliu hum
andthe Eithlarin link gtatic.

It built faster than Jindigar ever dreamed possible. He never knew how he found the fortitude to focus
them outward to Eithlarin. /Protector! Danger!//

And she responded.

Eithlarin, biologica ingtincts a mere memory to her disembodied psyche, nevertheess strained toward her
mate, fending off Llistyien and Darllanyu asif they wererivals.

Thelinkages shuddered with forceswhoally unsuited to the Oliat channds, building until the linkages
wobbled and quivered, like out-of-tune whule strings interfering instead of making music.

Eithlarin gtirred, eyes fluttering open. Zannesu checked his automeatic step toward her, and hovered,
Receiving her totaly. She turned toward him, her linkagesinto the Oliat strengthening asthe Oliat pattern
itself blurred with the vast energies surging through them. Zannesu tore a his shirt collar, hisglands
engorged.

Darllanyu took two steps toward Jndigar, reaching for his neck with fingersthat offered tender relief. The
energy built, destabilizing the Oliat instead of Dissolving it, wiping away the shaeiliu hum. But there was
no way he could stop it. Whatever happened now, happened.

Suddenly the linkages prickled with human surprise. Jndigar flicked aglance at Krinata, and his gaze
locked with hers. His bregth caught in histhroat as he saw himsdlf through her perception, tall shadow
within shadow againgt searing whiteness, vast, commanding, powerful, mysterious, and forbidden.
Wanted but forbidden.

She closed her eyes and thrust a question aong the linkages together with afaint sound that grew rapidly.
I\What's that?//

"Natives!" It was Trinarvil's voice, carrying to them from outside where she stood on the Temple porch,
and she ydled the warning. "We're under attack!" An aarm bell began to toll.

Andthen they dl heard it. It was ahowling, chattering babble, stretching from their very porch into the far
distance. Trinarvil ran back through the porta and turned asif to fend off an attack. Six shadowy forms
boiled from the entry way. Hardly pausing, they knocked Trinarvil over. A mob of shadows erupted out



of the doorway. They headed straight for the worldcircle asif they could senseit.

With every step one of the outsiderstook the circle dimmed. Their footsteps took on avague
luminescence. Then, asthe vanguard reached the circle, it shimmered and smeared out until the whole
floor was permested with Phanphihy's energy, just like the rest of theworld.

Thesubtle hint of Dushaun that had held them in attunement with Phanphihy vanished.

Heedless of the stunned Oliat Officers, the intruders charged onto the spot where the circle had been,
jostling the officersthisway and that. Sobering waves of shock washed through the Oliat. Buffeted by
howling Natives, Zannesu staggered, catching sight of two huge shadows smashing into Eithlarin. Asif
waking from paralyss, he let out aroar that set the roof beams vibrating and dived acrossto Eithlarin,
grabbed her off the elevated platform, and rolled away from the attackers.

Jndigar'slink to Eithlarin stretched tight, draining al the energy inthelinks. Then it snapped with a
sudden finaity— everything that was Eithlarin fleeing the one nightmare she could not tolerate, bregk-in.
She vanished asif she had never been.

Eithlarin was dead before they hit the floor.

The shock of the snapped link to their Protector hit them hard. Jindigar, as Center, took the brunt of it
but couldn't prevent it from going through him to dl the others. Without his valition his body staggered
toward Darllanyu, compelled by pure, physical need to protect her. But she was surrounded -by Natives
stamping and howling in afrustrated war dance. His knees buckled, and he dropped to al foursamid a
forest of legs. Feebly he groped for the linkages to shut down the channel to Krinata. He had to protect
her from the Dissolution shock.

He was hardly aware of the room filling with frantic bodies, barely conscious of the reek of unwashed
Native hive-dwellers, the most intelligent four-gpecies symbiontsin the gaaxy.

"Jndigar!" Two gentle hands shook Krinata. Dushau hands. "Jindigar, listen. Call meto Protector!
Jndigar! | candoit! | havethe attunement!”

Heforced his eyes open against the crashing pain in hishead, his spine, the searing spasms of hisinterna
organs. His senseswereraw, asif flayed of every protection. The dim room was too bright, the babble
deafening, the odor paralyzing. Hands scrabbled at his skin, feet kicked a him. And it was al dien, too
dien.

"Jindigar! | have the attunement. Take meto Protector!” It was Trinarvil shaking Krinata. He needed
Trinarvil. The Oliat needed her. He put his hands out to her and called weekly, //Protector!//

The protests from the others came only as silent agony. They had |ost attunement, the world turning into
aninfinite, formless menace. And they couldn't let go of Eithlarin.

Zannesu crouched over alifdess hulk. Eithlarin's presence was gone—smply gone.

/Mrinarvil! Protector!// repeated Jindigar with grim determination. She turned to him, put her handsout in
response, and answered steadily, //Center.//

Heforged thelink to her, following the line that relieved the crashing, stunning pain. Weakness envel oped
him, and he lay curled on hissde, panting helplesdy. But the Oliat steadied asif of its own accord. A
new note had been added, deep, cam, vibrantly adive, and stable beyond belief, reasonably at home
here. Thiswas maturity.



The texture, complexion, and identity of the Oliat changed then, asit must with each changein officers.

Trinarvil Protected. Gradualy understanding replaced helpless horror, inducing attunement in them once
agan. It wasn't hard. They'd only lost it momentarily.

Jndigar expanded their awareness. The room wasfilled with unwashed bodies, stinking of fear and flight.
Weaponsflashed in thelast flickers of the dying firein the pit at the other end of the room. The Native
hiveswarriors brandished spears, hatchets, and other throwing tools. They were of medium size,
covered with aheavy winter pelt, and favored traveling on dl fours, apdlike. Their upper pair of limbs
branched at the elbow into one forearm with ahand at the end of it, and another with a paw with
retractile claws. Their main clothing was their wegpons harnesses.

Among them wereafew of the rustlemen, as Krinata had dubbed them. They were the most intelligent of
the hive-dwellers, evolved from the predatory rustlebirds. They were covered with the quas-feathers or
evolved scalesthat caused the rustling sound when they moved. They stumped about the unfamiliar space
of theroom trying to bring the warriorsto order with piercing screeches and gestures. Severa of the
rustiemen carried on their shouldersthe little, carapaced hive-binders, the tel epaths of the hive who
created the hive's group mind and defended it.

Thewarriors milled about, asif bewildered, somping repeatedly at the place where the worldcircle had
been, asif infuriated at being chested.

The cacophony outside rose. Energy wegpons fired over the roar of voices. The settlement's defenses
had mobilized. Death permeated the Oliat perceptions.

lIZannesu!// The Receptor still bent over Eithlarin's body, rocking back and forth. //Zannesu! Receptor!
We haveto stop thisl/

With incredible effort Zannesu dragged part of his attention back to his Office. Jindigar focused the
Oliat's awareness outward toward the cliff, setting Zannesu to Receive what was happening, carefully
gentling Trinarvil into Protector.

On the upper cliff edge, the last of the hive-dweller Natives were climbing down the ropes of thelift onto
the settlement below. And the reason for their panicked flight was now evident to the Oliat. Right behind
them came a pack of ravenous carnivores such as Jndigar had never encountered before. They were
wiry-pelted and went on al fours, but they had long, snouted heads that ended in a suction appendage.
The forepaws appeared to be nearly as dextrous as hands. Asthe Oliat focused on them one of them
grabbed one of the small, exoskeletal hivebinders, cracked the carapace, and sucked the shell
dry-without bothering to kill the Nativefirg.

Briefly perception blurred. Thetiny telepath's agony blanketed the hive-mind and the settlement with a
gpasm of distorted horror and creeping dread. Then it was gone. The settlement's militia, drawn mostly
from the ex-Imperia troops, went wild. They fired indiscriminately into the hordes of Natives now
streaming toward the Dushau compound.

Within the compound itsalf, people ran in every direction. Some fled the encroaching predators. Others
dashed to rescue mates or restrain those in the irrationdity of Renewa onset from mindless, suicida
attacks on the invaders. A few, desperate, set fire to buildingsin the Natives path, hoping the primitives
would stop out of fear. At least there aren't any children yet!

/IDarllanyu, can you Formulate the dome image around the Temple?//

She sat up, dashing blood from a cut on her mouth, struggling for salf-possession. She didn't answer him,



but the dome image wavered hazily over them.
//Protector, seeif you can pick that up and useit.//

Trinarvil had not been on the planet when the colony had used that image to repel the dl-out attack of the
hives, but she had heard the story. Llistyien brought Emulation into play behind her efforts, and soon the
gray blocks of aNative hive-dome were dmost tangible above the Temple.

It took longer than Jindigar had expected for theinvading hive to react. Their hive-mind wasin chaos,
convulsing with deeths. But findly it penetrated: the dome above them was not their dome. They werein
someone e sEshive.

The hivebinders riding the rustlemen’s shoulders reacted firt, twittering and nipping & their partners. A
profound disturbance ran through the invaders, and within moments the commands of the rustlemen had
triggered amass exodus.

Asthelast of the Natives squeezed through the doorway, Jindigar got to hisfeet. //Weve got to expand
the hive-dome to enclose the entire compound.// He hel ped Zannesu up, cradling the Receptor away
from the sght of Eithlarin'slimp body, urging, //Come, Receptor.//

Outsde, chaosreigned in the lanes of the compound. Severa buildingswere on fire, lending an eerie
flicker to the growing dawn light. A military flare went up, burst, and shed white light over dl. The Olia
wove that radiance into the image of the dome, expanding it, adding details of aging, stains of droppings,
scars of old battleswon. With every detail of redism the invading hive's retreat hastened.

NINE
Chinchee Returns

The hive-mind noticed that the strangers hive-dome wasinvisible. Panic seized the hiveswarriors.
Outside the Dushau'swill led compound, the stream of hive-dwellersreversed in their tracks and poured
north, along the base of the cliff. But here and there individual Natives regarded theillusion-dome asa
perfectly ordinary thing, apparently aware of the colony'sright to it.

Gradualy the hive-mind accepted that pragmatism, and the rout became an orderly retreat to regroup
around the spaceships parked at the northern edge of the colony'sterritory.

The Olia, till numb with shock compounded by Zannesu'sringing denid of hisloss, watched in growing
horror as the advance warriors stormed the open hatches of the ships, showing every sign of taking

permanent possession.

Flatly, tonelesdy, Zannesu warned, /I need to hate them. She didn't deserve that. Why—why, Jndigar?
Why did it happen like that? Ten minutes—just ten minutes more and shedd //

Incompletion-death is always senseless. It isfailure, pure and simple. Or so Aliom seemed to imply.
Maybe he hadn't understood. Or maybe Aliom waswrong. /1 don't know if I'll ever find an answer for
you, my zunre. But aslong asl| live, I will try. Onething | am sure of, though—to hate the Nativesisto
throw onesdlf after Eithlarin.//

/Nt was my fault. | couldn't hold her.//
Something in Zannesu'stone hit anerve. Eithlarin'sinex-

orable retreat, the sudden, shocking loss, the excruciating need to act—If | had been faster, held
harder, thought more clearly— she'd be alive.



Guilt. He fedl's guilty—but there was nothing he could have done. It cameto Jndigar with a sense of
creeping horror. | have held that kind of guilt about Takora—all these yearsit's been in me, and |
never knew it. | thought that, because | did the best thing, that | had to consider it the right thing.
But the truth is, I don't. He could not tell Zannesu what he had been told—that he need not fed guilty
because no one could have saved her.

Surprisingly Krinataadded the comment that lightened Zannesu's anguish. //Look at it thisway. Eithlarin
gave us oneinvauable parting gift. By truly heroic effort, so very typica of her, she returned to uswhen
we needed her. She loved us and knew we loved her. Evenif it wasin her—-fate, maybe— to die
Incomplete, she wanted usto know it wasn't our fault. Persondly | don't see how such a selfless act
could earn her anything but good from the universe.//

It was the strangest thought ever planted in Jndigar's mind. He wasn't sure he wanted it to germinate. It
could lead to suicide in misguided causes. Y et he could find no flaw in Krinatas reasoning. He knew
why. The carefully constructed epistemol ogy held relied on for judgment had suddenly been wiped out.
Everything had to be rethought from scratch, and at the moment that was all he wanted to do. Onset
symptoms! I'min no condition to be a Center.

But for the moment Zannesu stabilized. Jndigar called them to work and, with Krinatals permisson,
choked down her link again, invoking their normal multiawareness. //Receptor, Protector, Emulator—we
must expand the domeimage over the whole colony—including the ships. The hive must not settle among
the shipgl//

AshisOliat responded the shaeiliu hum returned, al trace of static gone. But, after what they'd doneto
themselves, how long would it take for hormona surgesto build again?

Jndigar lifted the linkages and refocused the Oliat's attention outside themsalves, hoping for the best.

Despite the recent acrimony, the colonists formed up to defend their homes againgt this new menace.
Trinarvil, so much nearer Completion than Jindigar, Observed the shaeiliu engulfing the ephemeras. She
should be Center.

Jndigar followed her lead, focusing the Oliat on the shdeiliu generated among the colonists, and his
Protector gratefully seized upon it and used it to spread the dome image out over houses, barns and
fidds, and the Cassrians pond, everywhere that men and women stood shoulder to shoulder to claim
their homes.

In Trinarvil's hands Eithlarin'sworn, aged, and spotted dome of uninspired gray blocks became a
wondrous miracle whose beauty flashed directly to the soul's very core, like the Aliom lightning. To
experience that immanent beauty directly, not filtered by life's accumulated emotiona barriers, was more
than the younger officers could bear.

/IProtector!// called Jndigar, breathless with excruciating joy, //Were not ready—not ready for this!//
Have to extend that dome over the ships!

But Trinarvil waslogt in rgpt contemplation of the glory of existence and the adoration of homelife.
Jndigar sensed that shewas carried into it by a Renewa hormone surge set off when she finally touched
Phanphihy and found it welcoming her. Knowing that her mature ability to find every faint hint of shdeiliu
waswhat his Oliat had lacked, that Trinarvil could have been to his Oliat as Lelwatha had been to
Kamminth's— Jindigar ill had to Sopit.

He had to fight the seductive lure of her vision—for that was whét life should aways be. Threetimes he
tried to bring himsdlf to act. Findly, knowing that he smply could not match Trinarvil's mature Strength,



he resorted to damming the Pro-lector's link down to a narrow band.
Everyone protested the sudden loss of the ineffable.

IIWhat?/l asked Trinarvil, bewildered. Then, //Oh, sorry. | guess I'm out of practice.// The domeimage
solidified over the colony, alovely thing, freshly scrubbed and sound enough to last ageneration, but no
longer divine, and not yet covering the ships.

Suddenly lightning flashes of human vision pounded into the Oliat consciousness like shards of broken
mirror rammed through the choked-down Outreach link.

A lone Native warrior legpt high into the air before Dar. He snarled his battle cry. Two hands gripped the
neck of Lelwatha swhule. Two muscle-knotted arms held it cocked at full backswing. The heavy
sounding chamber swung directly a Dar's head.

Dar'sfacefrozein horror.

The whule hurtled toward her eyes. The Oliat watched it through Krinata's human eyes, the antique
urwood glittering in thefirst rosy light of dawn. The linkages carried Dar's view of her own face reflected
in the digtorting roundness of the wood, looming larger, pardyzed with fright.

Jndigar saw that the impact would come before the warrior even touched ground again.

And there was no Outrider on station to guard his Formulator, his mate. On awave of explosive primitive
rage Jindigar legpt to deflect the blow.

The massive whule glanced off his open hands, sending paralyzing pain up hisarms. The stringsrang
discordantly. Then the whule smacked into the Sde of Dar's head, sending flint shards of pain through the
Oliat. She hit the ground in athird burst of shocking pain that propagated through the linkages.

Zannesu Received their pain. Llistyien Emulated pain. Venlagar, asInreach, was unable to reset the
linkages alone. He could only hold them wide so the pain bounced back and forth, redoubling with each
crcuit. //Jndigar!//

Jndigar fet hisknees buckle but didn't fedl the sharp gravel under his hands because of the smarting pain
growing ever louder asit seared up hisarms again and again, amplified and echoed by the Oliat. His head
hit the ground in one last numbing shock, adding to the pain of the blow Darllanyu had taken. Wildly
growing pulses of pain shot through his skull. Only Krinataremained on her feet.

Dimly Jndigar sensed Dushau struggling toward them across the stream of retreating warriors—Dushau
Outriders. Another Dushau hurtled through the air, tackling the warrior who had stolen Lelwathaswhule.
The Dushau landed asprawl in front of Jndigar, scrabbling desperately for the whule. Jindigar saw adark
turban worn with adeep purple shut and trousers. Threntisn!

Thewarrior rolled over supine and clubbed Threntisn with the whule. Then he used theingrument asa
gaff to climb to hisfeet. He gave abloodcurdling yel | and charged through the gpproaching wall of
Dushau, sweeping the whule before him in vicious arcs. Two large piolsthat had joined the chasing
around asif it were amating dance got into the warrior'sway. He ssumbled, jabbed a the animaswith
the whule, and € bowed a Dushau out of hisway.

Thelast thing Jindigar saw before vision failed was Krinata taking off after thewarrior at adead run. Her
voicerosein an ululating shriek of predatory fury that barely reached them through the constricted
Outreach linkage.



Ever-increasing pain drowned Jindigar, and he knew it would not stop until the energy was grounded.
With hislast strength he reached for thelink to Trinarvil.

/IProtector!// he called.

[ICenter!// she gasped.

INnreachl//

/ICenter /I replied Venlagar weskly.

Jndigar finished therall call, announcing, /On my signd each of you must channel dl the pain to me.//

The pain was transformed kinetic energy—the blows from the whule, and their faling to the ground.
Trapped and amplified by the magnification function he had set into the linkages to enlarge the dome, the
energy now made it impossiblefor Jndigar to reset and damp it out. And it grew with no theoretica limit,
for it drew now, not just on their physical bodies, but also on the shdeiliu hum.

Thiswould not just Dissolve the Oliat, as when he drew on the hum deliberately, but it would soon topple
the Oliat into an Inverson. They would be set to affect the environment, not just Observeit. The Inverted
Oliat would remanifest the energy in kinetic form. But the energy had been so vastly amplified, it would
explode out from the Oliat like abomb and would kill hundreds aswell asthe Oliat, Threntisn, and the
Archive,

Jndigar set himsdf to prevent that. He had seen this done only once, in ademondtration. He told himself
it was possible, therefore he could do it. Theoretically any energy could be grounded into a planet core.

Without consdering what adight error might do to his nervous system, he summoned avisua memory of
theinsde of the Temple and theinlaid Oliat symbol, which was all that was | eft of the worldcircle.

Theoreticaly askilled Priest should never need to step into aworldcircle to contact the life matrix of the
planetary energies. Onceignited, acircle dways existed, at least in potentia. He sought for it, and the
very ingant when he thought he felt it, he called in the energies. //To Center!//

A flooding rush of unendurable agony cascaded through his nerves, and he was sure he couldn't do it.
Despair weskened * him, magnifying the pain. He had no choice. Feebly at first, then with increasing will,
he grounded the raw energy into the very soil of the planet, into the mantle, and down into the molten
corewhereit would be stored and used to produce life, not degth.

He sank in molten liquid, churned by magnetic energy. His soul shrank, compressed to adimensionless
point. But the pain was gone.

Outside hisbody, gpart from al physical concerns, he melted into the heart of/ the planet, fdling inward
to apoint that encompassed the universe, encompassed Dushaun. Thevibra

tion of home called to the demental stuff of his soul, gathering the scattered wisps together into the
colorful, complex identity that wasaJndigar.

Welcome. Bright, comfortable light. Beauty—constant beauty. And there—right there, beckoning, was
The Jindigar—afew short steps and hed be Complete, ableto join The Jindigar. It was dl hisnow—he
had only—

But what will happen to my Oliat if | leave now?



It hed been drilled into him for centuries: Centers cannot die Complete without Dissolving; Observing
Priests cannot die Complete without Observing their persona truths to transmit them to others; Seniors
cannot die Complete without forsaking Completion; and the Complete cannot die Complete without
initiating the cydle.

He had never understood it before, but he knew now that no stage could be skipped. There was no easy
way, no single feat, to earn Completion.

Gathering himsdlf from the ends of the universe, he shrouded himself in the soothing energies of Dushaun.
How can | leave this? Clinging to the preciousfeding of home, he neverthelessforged hisway back to
the center of Phanphihy and struck upward toward his Oliat, like adiver surfacing from the depths of the
ocean into sparkling sunshine.

Whiteness spewed upward around him into afountain that erupted skyward and sent him tumbling,
fdling, fdling faster and faster, until he landed back in his body with ashock that forced agrunt from his

lungs
He sat up.

Hewas among his Oliat. Morning sunshine spilled over the nearby roofsto warm histoeswhile his head
was gill in the shadow of the Aliom Temple. The greensward around them was churned into raw muck.
Some of the young trees had been pulled over despite their mooring lines, and young piolswere
swarming over them curioudly.

All the warriors were gone j and so were most of the Dushau. Black smoke rose from severa buildings
where fireswere being put out. Underlying that wasthe Oliat's globa awareness of theimmediate
surroundings dominated by the brilliant plume of the re-ignited worldcircle within the Temple.

But that plume of white energy was different. There were definite overtones of Dushaun among the
digtinctive patterns of Phanphihy. Thistimeit wasn't just afading tinge but strong pulsesthat formed the
character of thecircle.

Alarmed that the new circle might attract the Natives again, Jndigar drew the Oliat attention outward,
searching for the hive-dwellers.

They were digging acircular trench around the spaceships. Already acircular mound of dirt guarded the
ground they claimed astheir own. Unlike animal hives where specidization reigned, the Natives had
turned out al handsto erect their defense line. Warriors labored besde the intellectud rustiemen while
thetall, white-skinned species that were the craftsmen and herdds directed the efforts. Thetiny,
exoskeetd hive-binders were grouped in the middle of the array of shipstelepathically weaving the
shattered remnants of then- hive-mind back into a cohesive whole. Already that hive-mind was able to
send waves of psychotic horror at the colony.

Asthe Oliat's attention swept the hive some Natives glanced south, toward the Aliom Temple, shrinking
from the pluming energies and the impulsesit evoked, determined not to make the same mistake again.
The hive-mind was fighting alagt-ditch battle for surviva, confused that the huge hive-dome they had
found was not openly welcoming.

Jndigar was astonished that the domeillusion had held.

The hive, however, seemed to consider it just another part of this aien place where they'd had to claim
ground. The hive had scoured their new home clean of dl invaders—thelab techniciansin one of the
ships had been daughtered, leaving equi pment running—and the hive would not—could not— flee again.



Too many had died. The rest were wounded or too exhausted to go any farther. And till the colonists
grouped around the symbolic bulwark of the hive'strench. The fields were littered with dead Natives,
killed by the openly hostile colonists.

Why hasn't the hive unleashed its psychic weapon?

Suggishly the Oliat responded to the Center's curiosity, following the connectionsto the plain above the
diff where afew scattered Nativeslay dying, and afew of the badly wounded still dragged themselves
toward the cliff edge, knowing they could never make it down.

Ignoring the wounded Natives, the hive-bleeders that had driven the Natives across the plain were now
bunched for an dl-out assault on the Gifter hive. The Gifterswere so smal, the hive-bleeders did not just
suck them dry—they ate them whole. The Gifter hive, however, had not yet been breached.

A troop of Holot in scarred Imperia body armor advanced againgt the flank of the hive-bleeders. All the
able-bodied Gifterswerein theair, diving at the hive-bleeders, harassing them and occasondly killing
one. But they werelosing against the voracious predators who could swipe one of the winged creatures
out of theair, crushit, and edt it before other Gifters could raly to its defense.

Asthe Oliat watched, the armored Hol ot opened fire with flamers—probably the last of the wegpons still
functional. The stench of scorched hive-bleeder flesh rose to mingle with the wood smoke from the
Dushau compound, and the thready screams of the hive-bleeders cameto the Oliat's ears.

Fatigued, the Oliat only shuddered, recoiling from the scene, too weary for the suffering to penetrate. But
the Native hive-mind, aware through its dying members up on the plain, glowed with satisfaction, feding
safer by the moment—not because .hive-bleeders were dying, but because their new neighbors could
vanquish such adeadly threat and were willing to do so for neighboring hives.

Only let one colonigt's hand be lifted againgt the Natives, the Oliat knew, and the hive would lash out with
their fina wegpon. The ex-Imperiaswould go mad.

Jndigar groped for his Outreach, needing to tell the colony how precarious the truce was.

Krinata's eyes showed him the outer court of the compound and the Outrider barracks. In the yard
they'd set up arough field hospital consisting of upended crates for tables and blankets spread on the
ground for beds.

On one pdlet a Dushau lay with hisforearm across his chest, bleeding darkly where rough bone ends
jutted through the flesh. Storm was stripping a crate down to make splints while two other Dushau
prepared alitter. Beyond them, a Cassrian was bandaging a human's ankle. Two Lehiroh women were
tending each other's burned hands while aHolot Jndigar recognized asthe new herbdist waslaying afire
on the stone hearth that formed the center of the yard, preparing to brew up some remediesin quantity.

Krinata sat cross-legged on one of the blankets near Storm. Cyrus blotted a cut over her eye. She stared
into the distance, obliviousto his minigtrations. The moment the link opened, she gazed around, amazed.
Cyrus sat back on his hedls, alook of exquisiterdief on hisface.

lIKrinata, are you al right?/ asked Jindigar, having no ideahow much of the pain the Oliat had suffered
had gotten through to her, or what such pain might to do ahuman mind.

I13ndigar?/
/Y es, of course. Can you spesk for us?/



She blinked, and the scene before her penetrated, the Oliat's globa awareness carrying a sense of
urgency. //l—I guess so. Jndigar—I hit him, but | lost it./

IIWhat?l/ he asked, not following her thought.
IMhewhule//

Hefdlt tears sting her eyes and trace dirty streaks down her face. She caught back her breath and stifled
the reaction. Jindigar remembered seeing her take off after the warrior. Krinata hit that warrior? The
Olia hadn't evenfdt it through dl the tet. If they had— //Krinata, you mustn't ever do anything like that
again// 1f she was ever Dushau, ther€'s certainly little trace of it left! Those warriorsare at least
three times her size!

/N won't. | promise. It was awful. And he got Lewathaswhulel//

/I No timefor that now. We must report.//

She took adeep breath and placed hersdlf at hisdisposd, "//Cy, we have amessage for Terab.//"
"Storm!" called Cyrus. "The Oliat! 1t's not Dissolved! She's not in Dissolution shock after al!”

"What? Krinata? | mean, Jndigar? Storm handed the splintsto one of the Dushau building the litter and
cameto kned beside Krinata. "Y ou're alive? From the way Krinatawas—"

"IIPleaseligen//" Jndigar drew on dl his officersto describe the Native hive's condition and stance. He
tried to make it acrisp, professiona report despite the fatigue overtaking them dl. Llistyien was unable to
stand, and Dar was |leaning againgt her Outrider, one hand over the bloody lump on the side of her head.

"/[Haveyou got dl that?/" finished Jndigar.

The human and L ehiroh nodded smultaneoudy, then Storm commanded crypticdly, "Cy, go get him.
Jndigar, | think there's more to this hive turning up here than just the hive-bleeders chasing them."”

Prompted by the Oliat's weariness, Krinataraised one hand to forestall Storm's enthusiasm. Jindigar
noted, asthe hand cameinto her field of vision, that the fingers were shaking. Storm noted it, too, and
gpologized. "'l wouldn't hold you here except that it's very important.”

Just then adoor clattered. Krinata's hearing picked up softly padding bare feet on wooden stairs. With
supreme effort Krinataturned and saw one of the stark-white, incredibly tall humanoid Natives coming
toward them. The scarred ears on top of his skull seemed peculiarly familiar. His crossed harnesses—the
only clothing he wore—marked him asaHerald. One arm wasin ading, but he carried a hivebinder on
his other shoulder—something the Oliat knew was very unusud.

Ashe came out of the shadow of the wdll, Krinataand the Oliat recognized him at the sametime.
"/IChinchegl/I"

Thiswasthe Herdd they had found wounded and dying in a Native hive smashed by the Imperid troops
who were searching for them. Nursed back to hedlth, he had refused to leave them. When more Imperia
troops had been closing in on Jindigar's party, Chinchee had led them to refuge insde another Native
hive. The Imperias had located them, anyway, and had attacked the hive. In the ensuing action many had
died, and the hive, sorely wounded, had expelled Jndigar's party and two other offworld prisoners,
Darllanyu and Cyrus.

Later Chinchee and his stray hivebinder had been taken prisoner by Imperia troops, who aso attacked



the colony and captured Jindigar, Krinata, and many other settlers. When al the hives of the plain had
attacked the troopers, Chinchee had hel ped the colonists form the psychic union that created the image
of the hive-dome over the settlement and convinced the massed hives of Phanphihy that the
settlement—and the Imperids—were just another hive.

Now the Herald had brought them some new neighbors. Dangerous neighbors.

At last recognizing Krinata, Chinchee loosed abarrage of Cassrian whistles and clicks. Through the
Native's accent and Krinata's human hearing Jndigar barely distinguished the morphemes for friend and
welcome.

But the Cassrian femae medic set aside her bandages and came toward them excitedly. "Was he only
parroting like an animd, or did he really expect usto believe that was a peaceful and friendly approach?’

Her voice was well schooled to the single-toned interspecies language, so Jindigar had no trouble
understanding her, but there was no time to explain the Herald's talent and function. //Llistyien—//

/NN try // replied hisEmuletor.

[ft was unreasonable to ask such precision work of her after —""al shed been through. /I'll help,//
Jndigar offered, and worked with her to establish Emulation of Herald, Cassrian, and human, while a the
sametime calling the Receptor to focus. Jndigar's own work was doppy. Zannesu's shock was wearing
off, the pain and horror of hislosssinking in. Darllanyu wasin adaze. Even Venlagar could barely
manage to grip the linkages as Jndigar set them. But gradually the meaning of what Krinatawas
witnessing camethrough.

"Friend!" piped Chinchee repeatedly. "Scared. Need help." And each time he repeated it he added
severd whistled versons of Jndigar's name.

While he went on ever more urgently the others argued the meaning of his message, occasionally pleading
with Krinatato say something.

Finaly Jndigar opened to his Outreach and, hampered by inflexible human articulation, sang out in the
Native'slanguage, "//dindigar can hear you. Remember Oliat?/"

Krinata coughed at what those few phrases did to her throat while dl the rest stared at her, amazed.
Chinchee stopped in mid-phrase, dashed up to Krinata, threw himsdf down pronein front of her, and,
with the hivebinder scurrying onto his back, did three push-ups. Everyone who had not been with them
on the trek across the continent from the desert where Ephemeral Truth had crashed, laughed. But
those who had been there when Chinchee led them to the hive refuge lined up to do push-ups back at
Chinchee.

/lJindigar, | dontthink | candoit.//
l/IRelax, Krinata. | doubt Chinchee expectsyou to.//

But the Native was obvioudy delighted with the others response. As he roseto hisfeet he warbled, "Oh,
Great Jndigar, your hive will prosper, your memory will tunnel through eternity. Y our generosity will be
recorded for dl time."

"What did he say?" asked someone.

"Wait," admonished one of the Dushau. "L et the Oliat question him."



Storm added, " Somebody go get Terab. She's probably in the field, trying to prevent an al-out attack on
the Natives."

Peripherdly the Oliat knew that was exactly what Terab was doing. And she was succeeding.
Apparently people had finally begun to grasp that little could be gained on this planet by frontal assaullt.
Or perhapsthe Imperia troopers who had experienced the wrath of the hivebinders were unwilling to stir
that up again. "//Tdl her,/[" called the Oliat, "//that our attack on the hive-bleeders has made the Natives
less hodtile toward us//"

One of the Lehiroh women with burned hands turned to go, saying, "I heard your report. I'll tell her.”
Chinchee carolled, "Did | hear afamiliar name? The name of Greatfursixarms?

"IY ou are the most talented of al Herdds, Chinchee. The name of Terab isfar greater than Jndigar's, for
she speaksfor thishive, not Jindigar, and not the Oliat. She will decideif thisnew hive can stay /"

"Newhiveswarm cannot leave. Cannot move again. Greatfursixarms must know. Swvarmed a startime,
and sttled new land on the plain. Built hive-dome, began new life." Chincheg's voice took on the
cadence of abard reciting along series of great historica events, for Herdds were a so the newsbringers
of the hives. "Hood weters came, high and higher, swift aswind, shattered hive-dome. Survivorsflee,
across plain, into strange land of hive-bleeders. Chinchee come, fight hive-bleeders, lead newhiveswarm
to safety with fellow hive-people. Newhiveswarm need friend, need help, need peace. Here, Chinchee,
Jndigar, made peace. Here, newhiveswarm find peace we made here.”

All so logical!
"//Why did the newhiveswarm smash into our hive and hurt and destroy /"

Chinchee folded to the ground, his knees sticking out a an angle, hishead drooping. Through Llistyien
Emulation the Oliat knew thiswas shame. His voice was tremulous as he told them, "Hive-mind, stripped
of hive, so many dead to plainwater, so many dead to hive-bleeders, so many dead to newlifemaking,
younghivemind broken, hurting, terrified, sensed throb of newlifemaking, sensed safe goodplace.
ChincheeisHerdd, not of younghivemind—not of hive. Herald cannot command hive."

Hewastrying to keep his story smple, but even so, Jindigar knew they weren't getting al the nuances.
Onething was clear. Theworldcircleitsdf had attracted the swarming hiveirresigtibly. The Oliat's
projection of Renewa energiesinto the circle had probably triggered the swarm's headlong dash toward
what they perceived asthe oasis of safety the Herad had promised them. And they had been too mad
with the need to settle again in time for new births to heed Chinchee's objections.

"//We understand now, Chinchee.//" Krinata's voice cracked on the high note, and she doubled over ina
fit of raw, throaty coughing.

"Isshesick again?' It was Terab striding into the outer court on four legs. She waswearing afield
worker's cloak over atool harness and carrying asmal grenade-thrower under one arm.

While Cyrus explained, Jndigar told Krinata, //I'm sorry. If anybody € se could have done that//

INt'sdl right,// shereturned. Cyrus handed her a cup of teathe herbalist had brewed, and she accepted it
gratefully. 1t soothed her throat, and she could speak again by the time Terab was ready to hear what
Chinchee had to say.

Folding her walking legs under her, Terab faced them both and heard the Oliat out before objecting, "I
don't care how, but find some way of explaining to him that they've got to move. We don't want



neighborsthat can blow our minds to spacedust. We can't let them have the ships. 'Specidly not now."

"/IChincheeislearning Cassrian. In afew weeks he may be able to negotiate some sort of accesstreaty.
That's the best 1 think you can hope for.//" 1t seemed aforlorn hope-. For al Chinchegs kill asa
Herad, he knew nothing about different cultures on hisown world, et alone assmilating different species.
Hed never have enough Cassrian to handle something delicate like this.

"Krinata—" started Terab, then corrected hersdlf. "Oliat, listen to me. While you were saving Eithlarin,
four people have come down with Krinatals Fever—" She broke off again to apologize, "Krinata, if you
can hear me, I'm sorry, but that's what they're calling that fever you had after the clickerhive attacked us.
Thelab just identified the mutated strain that's turned up now. It's abad one, Jndigar—Vvectored across
species, different life stages, too complicated for an old spaceship captain to understand. But onething's
sure—it'sgot ashort incubation time.

"The children are ma nourished—it's going to hit them hard. And the Lehiroh are frightened for those
nursing infants—because they've sacrificed their oil. What drugs we have are on those ships. The lab was
working on Jindigar's blood and asking for more Dushau blood. We thought we had it under
control—but now... And one way or another we've got to rescue those lab techs.”

Overwheming despair swept through the Oliat, sapping the very last of their strength. Krinataburied her
facein her hands, needing to cry and not daring to unleash the turbulence among the Oliat. //Jindigar, oh,
Jndigar.//

Cyrus pulled his hand back from touching her and offered, "I'll make them change the name. 1t wasn't
your doing, Krinata."

"/IShe knows,//" answered the Oliat with Krinata, and Jndigar added, "//Terab, your lab techs are dead.
And—welogt Eithlarin.//" Reception wavered as Zannesu recoiled into himself. Jindigar closed down his
link to Receptor as much as he dared and told the Oliat long with the ephemerds, "//We can't, Terab.
We smply cannot.//"

Hed said that before. HEd lost credibility as, time after time, they'd responded to new emergencies. He
saw itin Terab's dark eyes as she gazed at Krinata. But then Krinata met her eyes, and Terab believed.
Jndigar could seeit, even though Holot was not included in the multieniulation. Stricken, Terab looked
into failure, find and absolute. But she said, "I'm sorry. | thought—since you were still functioning, |
thought..."

"/[Trinarvil has been able to take Office—but only very temporarily.//"

Terab understood something of the problems Dushau had with colonizing. She accepted that. "Y ou've
done enough miraclesfor us. 1 guess were on our own now." Sherose. "I'll send someoneto find
Shorwh. Maybe he can get through to Chinchee." To the Outriders she said, "Take care of him. He may
be the most important Native on this planet.”

Asthey watched her leave Jindigar addressed the two Dushau with the litter. "//1t doesn't seem that
Krinata can walk back to us//"

They left Storm to set the other Dushau's broken arm and carried Krinata back to the Temple.

After afew hours rest under Trinarvil's therapy lamps, some solid food, and endless amounts of herbal
potions, they were ableto join Zannesu in grieving Eithlarin. It helped, but even by late afternoon of the
next day, Zannesu was still glassy-eyed and duggish in hisresponses. Jindigar didn't want to adjourn,
leaving him like that, and didn't want to try the Dissolution until Zannesu could work.



They were gathered in the Temple near the new, enlarged worldcircle, their Dushau Outriders on guard
outside the front entry. The Oliat formed up around Jndigar in working array, slting cross-legged on the
floor. Jndigar surveyed his officers, clean and neatly bandaged, dressed in carefully patched clothes.
None of them were in much better shape than Zannesu. It was u good thing, he reflected, that they had
worked past exhaustion, considering the forces they had stirred up among themsalves, trying to save
Eithlarin.

Therewasn't atrace of sexua energy |left in any of them. Perhagpsit would leave them in peace until
they'd Dissolved.

Jndigar put it to hisOliat. //My judgment isimpaired.

I'm no longer fit to Center.// Jndigar glanced a Dar. Thefedling of Dushaun emanating from the
worldcircle was sirong enough to set off whole trains of association for them both. It wouldn't take much
to gir any of them again. //But it seemsto me that we'd best not delay any longer.//

Krinata objected. //The colony needs us. |sn't there some way we can at least go and talk to the hive?|
don't want to go out thereto live with that stting on the doorstep—and with the fever loose...//

Venlagar answered, /1t isn't up to Jindigar and Darllanyu to ded with these mattersright now. It redlly
isn't their responsibility—nor Zannesu's, either. That'safact they're having ahard time facing too./

/N can't faceit,// announced Darllanyu, looking straight at Jndigar. //Krinatasright. We should at least try
to discover something to help.//

/N have made too many wrong decisionsin the midst of operations. | don't dare take you back into the
fiddJ//

Darllanyu turned to the worldcircle. //And do you cdl this awrong decison?/

/N didn't do thigl It just—happened. | didn't know it was even possible to bring one world through
another world'scirclel//

/ILigten to yoursdlf,// argued Darllanyu. //Y ou performed according to the highest Aliom idedls—you
executed a"strike'—acting and reacting perfectly. Y ou've worked three thousand years to devel op that
ability. Why should you be surprised when it produces the very serendipity Aliom promises?/

Trinarvil passed her hand through the zone above the circle. //Dar, | don't think he redlizes what he's
done. He hasn't suffered much, yet, from dysattunement.//

//He may never now. Maybe no onewill.// Darllanyu rose and stepped into the circle, her form ingtantly
enveloped in the shrouding whiteness.

Jndigar's breath caught in histhroat, for despite the bandage danted over one side of her head, shewas
the image of the bride awaiting the marriagetrid. He amost didn't register Trinarvil's comment. //Maybe
it'snot amyth that Dushaun was colonized.... Jindigar has discovered away it could have been done!
Hée's brought through to Phanphihy that overtone which we think of as Dushaun, but which isredly from
our planet of origin. | wonder if even Threntisn's Archive has anything on that!//

Darllanyu moved out of the circle, and Jindigar released his breath. She came and folded hersalf down
before him. Her nearness sent a strange new kind of quiver through him, and he knew, suddenly, that
hed taken agiant legp into Renewa with the Eithlarin operation.

/lJindigar, | maligned you that night, before wetried for Eithlarin. Y ou are nothing lessthan an



accomplished and dedicated Aliom Priest. No one e se could have donethis. | trust you—in the
fidd—or anywhere.//

/INo, Dar, you wereright. I've discovered that alot of people | haven't been listening to may have been
right about medl aong.// Like my father, for example. Jndigar was acutely aware of Krinata. He had
the linkages open evenly, trying to rest their nerves. Krinata, sensing an intimacy in their words, was
feeling embarrassed, asif she were eavesdropping. //Zunre, I've begun to have the kind of
sdf-revelationsthat generaly come beyond the onset of Renewa. Dar'sinsightsinto the deeper truths
about me are very vauableto me. | want to spend this Renewal with her.//

/IAnd I with him,// responded Dar formally, asif they had never made the announcement before.

Their eyesmet, and dl the friction was gone between them. Perhaps they would now settle easily into full
Renewd. The promise made Jindigar eager enough to have forgotten the precarious position of the
colony. But Darllanyu finaly saw the change in him and pulled back, moving to the Formulator's position.
//But first we must discover what can be done about | he hive, Chinchee doesn't stay anywhere very
long. When he leaves, the colony will have no meanswhatever of talking to the hive. With communication
theré'sachancefor an aliance//

/IAnd it'sup to usto find away to communicate, // concluded Krinata, //before we Dissolve.//

There was a et to her features and a hardnessin her gaze that made Jindigar fedl she was about to
challenge Center again. //Y ou don't know what you're saying, Krinata. Y ou're talking about
suicide—group suicide. If we go on, therell be no hope for any of usto survive Dissolution.//

Very camly Darllanyu questioned that. //How do you know we haven't passed that point already?/

TEN
Historian's M ethod

Darllanyu gazed steedily a Krinata, illicit Center whose presence aready condemned at |east some of
them to Incompl etion-death. The Formulator’ s dread was so cold, it was acam that spoke asloudly as
the riotous sensudity her condition broadcast through the links.

His mate's chill acceptance tapped a till quietude Jindigar hadn't known was at the center of the
gibbering fear knotted insde him. He confessed with growing astonishment at the deeply mature tone of
hisvoice, //1 don't know | haven't long since sacrificed dl our lives, just by accepting Krinatainto Office.
Thereisno way to predict what will happen when a dua-Center Oliat triesto Dissolve. Sometimes a
few officerssurvive. | have been hoping to minimize our losses—only hoping./

Hefdt Dar's scrutiny rake through him, reassessing him, and smultaneoudy her very identity shifted,
sending starbursts sparkling through the linkages. So that's what it looks like when Renewal compels
realization of an error. An Oliat couldn't function in the field with such disruptionsto the linkages.

IIWhy hope?// chalenged Darllanyu. //Remember, our objectiveis not to survive but to implant a
colony—a Dushau multicolony, thefirst of itskind. Raichmat's zunre agreed thisis a necessary step for
Dushaun. We are moving in ariptide of history. And always at such points, some die that the concept
may live. Jndigar—maybe the Historians have a hedlthier attitude toward Completion than Aliom. Maybe
we shouldn't cling to ourselves so much asto the currentsthat are carrying us.//

Jndigar flicked hisattention to Krinata. They al knew she considered hersaf TakoralOntarrah reborn,
but they didn't know how close he was to accepting that as afact. /Dar, you don't believe that if wedie,
we will be reborn ephemerd?// So sacrificing our lives for this colony would be so trivial that to



refuse to do it would be such a crime against the Laws of Nature that we'd |ose our chance at
Completion. He couldn't accept that.

N think,// she replied, //we must admit that we do not know what we don't know. But we must act on
what we do know—our objective—to begin a society where Dushau and ephemera are bound into a
single unit designed to protect thisworld from the galaxy, and the gdaxy from thisworld, until they can be
united into one. Raichmat's Oliat knew this planet could not be colonized except by Dushau, but that
even we could not survive here as a single species. Raichmat's knew what the price would be. Y ou were
Outreach to Raichmat don't you remember?//

He remembered. It had been adaring vison rg ected by the rest of Dushaun because so many Dushau
would die Incompletein any attempt to colonize. But he had known that in such a project—the welding
of disparate speciesinto awhole, the protecting of the helpless, the riding of the currents of
evolution—lay his Completion. He had known that ever since the day held first met aliving ephemeral.

Through the open linkages the thoughts and emotions of the others became his own. Venlagar and
Llistyien at last confronted the possibility that Krinatareglly was Takora Trinarvil puzzled over why, if
one Dushau had become ephemera, no others had ever been identified. Zannesu deplored his eagerness
to offer hislife, knowing it semmed from the amputation of his mate but finding no surceasein that. And
Krinatarestrained her impulseto lead them into one more effort, asif she were Center.

/I am Priest and given to the processes of Aliom. Dar, without benefit of priesthood, has seen what |
could not. Paradoxical asit seems, / have no other way to Completion but to give my lifeto this
deflection of the stream of history, asif | were Historian too.// The truth of what heéld just said burst upon
him through adam of resistance he hadn't known was there. He saw his own death and knew he had to
surrender to it with no thought of surviving. Is this what Takora went through?

He saw aquizzica smiletouch Krinata'slips, but she politely concedled her sharp white teeth. Suddenly
shewas no longer restraining hersdf from Center, for she knew he was committed now to the same
course that she was.

/I am not Center anymore, zunre,// Jindigar told them. /1 can't lead in this, for | am too Activeto see
anything but my own point of view./

Llistyien answered, //1t's our point of view too. Very seldom has an Oliat been called to such atask, but
it'snot unprecedented. Jndigar, the Dushau specieswill die out if we stagnate on Dushaun.// She
gestured at the new worldcircle. //With this the colony hasarea chance. But if we can't accept that there
isno Completion for us, that we're called to serve our species, then the colony will fall and therewill be
no Completion for anyone.//

Trinarvil agreed. //1 have pursued the Hedler's path to Completion: working at the performing and
cregtive arts, learning al the cosmogonies, magicks, and sciences, and even doing the regimens of al the
priesthoods, including, most recently, the Ambassadorid. | had no ideaiit would lead me to the Healing of
anine-gpecies community. But thereisonething | have learned in Healing—it is not something that is
doneto you but something you do to yoursdlf. | am of this community and of thisworld—and so | must
do what is necessary to Hail .//

Krinata stated, asif sheredly understood, //1t's up to Center to decide what's necessary. The Center's
jobisto guide the officers dong Aliom toward Completion. And, Jndigar, whether you're ftill qualified or
not, you're our Center—and you must decide; not us—not avote—you. I'll abide by whatever you
decide.//

IIA promise, Krinata?//



She frowned. //No—a prediction.//

//And how would Takora decide?//

/[That's not fair,// she objected.

/N know.// Takora had once opted to take her Oliat with her to oblivion. Would she do it again?
Findly Krinatamet his gaze. //Takoras had no vita objective worth seven livesto achieve. We do.//

She was right—a habit with her. And he had resolved to make the decisions a Center must. /Y ou've al
been lulled into afase sense of security by the dangers we have aready survived. We're not talking
about danger now, were talking about certain death.//

A somber dillness settled over them dl. They were unanimoudy willing. But it was hisdecison. He knew
what he had! to do, but hisworst regret was that by doing thishe'd be violating his Priest's vow to Cyrus
to return Krinatato him. It would be the first mgjor breach in hisintegrity since hisInverson. What does
it matter? I'm giving up Completion, anyway. But something in him stubbornly refused to believe tht.
If there's any path out of this, it lies straight ahead.

II\We go into the field. On pensone. Trinarvil, will you get the via 2/ He adjusted the linkages so Trinarvil
wouldn't be bothered with multiawareness and announced, //Meanwhile well survey the Stuation. This
Oliat will succeed beforewedie// Why did | add that? My promises aren't worth anything anymore.

/IGood,// agreed Krinata. Then she offered, //Besides, we have to get the whule back. Lelwathawould
never forgive Jindigar if helogt it to someone who couldn't play it./

Dallanyu asked, //dndigar, isthat why you like humans?/
//One of the important reasons, yes.//

A warmth suffused the linkages and made his Oliat whole, asif they had just met the red Krinata, the
Krinatawho had dragged him acrossthe galaxy, saving hislife time after time, refusing to give up no
matter how hopelessit became. Suddenly it became very hard not to hope they would survive.

Refusing to let the feding grow, he flung their awareness wide, encompassing the entire settlement. The
colonists had worked in shiftsto construct an assault on the hive's position. Now deep furrows were
clearly visblein the ground, leading from the river to the ships—water channelsthat were dmost ready to
be flooded.

On the ground just beyond the new trenches an arrangement of large wooden shafts and levers was being
raised upright. It was a catapult with a person-sized basket at the top of the throwing arm. A thick cable
led from the basket off toward the south—to the power station at the waterfall. A Cassrian was strapped
into the basket, both arms wrapped around his head asif the swaying of the basket made himill. 'e

The areawhere the ships were parked was now encircled by a solid barrier of dirt and rocks compacted
into the classc foundation for a hive-dome.

The Oliat could see why the hive had gravitated to the shipyard. By chance the ships had been parked
around a central monster of an orbit-to-orbit vessal that had been floated down by tenders so it could be
cannibalized for parts. It jutted above the large ships next to it, which in turn dwarfed the smadler ships
around them, and the whole array formed a dome-shaped ouitline.

Not one ship was still spaceworthy, but in every one, the Natives who were not working on the



hive-dome or digging thewell in the middie of the dome areawere building fires and preparing food they
had brought with them.

At even intervas around the new dome foundation, clusters of hivebinders faced outward, vigilantly. The
hive-mind behind them was shaky but recovered.

Zannesu interpreted his Reception. //They don't know what Terab is up to, but they understand that those
trenches are meant to be athreat./

//Shelll have to break their foundation before she can get the water around the bases of the ships,/
observed Jndigar, wondering how long the crude generator could el ectrify the ship's hulls—and how
much real damage that might possibly do. They could only plant one cable a atime, and the Cassrian
who rode the catapult with that cable would never return.

/IWhy such an el aborate scheme?/ asked Darllanyu.

/Nt seems// answered Jindigar., //that our ephemerd alies havefindly discovered that attacking in force
doesn't work on Phanphihy. They probably think the primitives won't understand what hit them.//

Terab, plastered with half-dried mud, came onto thefield leading a party of burly Holot. They carried
charges of chemica explosivesin al four ams and walked on their hind legs, stepping carefully. A
demalition crew.

The hive had not missed their gpproach. Below the rim of the foundation, warriors, unsure of what sort of
attack they faced, crept bravely to the point targeted by Terab's party.

/IJindigar, we've got to stop them!// Krinata gathered her legs under her, asif to make for the door. But
then she halted, and Jndigar sensed the conflicting impulsesin her. Determined not to usurp Center again,
she looked back at Jndigar.

He adjusted the Outreach link so she got only a comfortable trickle of information but4old her, //There's
nothing we can do but watch. Even if we could get therein time, we aren't stable enough yet to work on
abattlefidd./

Before Terab's demolition crew reached the foundation, the warriors legpt out at them, throwing
wespons flying and spears thrusting. The universe spun into an insane distortion—the hive's defense.

Redling from the menta impact, dodging their attackers, the demolition crew swarmed onto the barrier.
One by onethey placed their charges and turned to flee. The warriors, unaware of their danger, atacked
thefleeing Holot.

The hivebindersincreased ther efforts. Suddenly one of the demoalition crew hurled hisexplosives aside
and went after one of hisfellow Holot. The Oliat saw the hideous monster he fought so heroicaly. Three
other Holot scrabbled to disarm the charges they had just placed, deluded into believing that they were
about to destroy a pricelesswork of art. Nearby a Holot female, with gleaming teeth bared, heaved at an
invishle monster and stood up straight, asif in victory. Then, sanity once again in her eyes, she glanced
around and saw Terab leading a pitched battle against the warriors.

With quiet dignity the Holot female bent to the charge primer, and Jindigar knew what she was doing.
Franticaly he grabbed up the linkages and pulled in the Reception.

The horror he felt and the horror he anticipated joined as the explosion erupted. Their own flesh tore
gpart. Chunks of themselves went flying, showering blood onto the ground.



Cringing, Jndigar yanked them free and sent the Oliat spinning into blackness. The horror followed them,
churning the blackness with nightmares. Jindigar gripped the linkages and focused on the worldcircle,
tapping into the balm of Dushaun. Then he eased them back to limited awareness.

Krinatasumped to the floor where, she stood. The others knelt or hugged themselves. The hive's
defense redoubled in volume. Anchoring to the worldcircle, Jindigar, inspired by desperation, organized
the linkages so their multiawareness cross-checked each perception and accepted only what seemed the
sameto dl of them, Sfting redity from halucination.

It made an incredible tangle of the linkages, but within moments the others pushed upright, blinking hard
a Jndigar asthey sorted out this new function. Real images became extra-bright tranducencies
surrounded with white halos of world-circle energy. Halucinations appeared transparent and pae next to
the redl—but sometimes there were many layers of halucinatory images. If | could have done this for
Eithlarin....

Only Krinatastill felt the warped redlity esting at the edges of her mind. /I'm sorry, Krinata// Jndigar
gpologized, //but if | opened any further to you, the data flow would be more confusing to you than the
digortion.//

She shoved her hair back from her face and shook asif to divest herself of something wet and
unpleasant. //It'sdl right— aslong as | know it'snot redlly redl.//

Venlagar asked, working hard to hold the unique pattern Jndigar had set, //Can you manipulate the Oliat
likethis?/

Observing what he had creeted, Jindigar didn't give himsdlf timeto think but merdly took up the linkages
and called, //Receptor, we must find out what has happened.//

Zannesu fumbled about until he focused on the hive again. The last dirt clods spattered down. All the
ex-Imperias kept their heads down until it stopped, but afew colonists looked up too soon and were hit
with rocksand dirt. Asif out of nowhere, water coursed into the channels the colonists had dug. It
tunneled through the hole the explosion had ripped in the hive's dome foundation and spread out among
the ships» The ground, already saturated from spring rains, soaked up very little, and most of the water
formed a puddle around the base of thelab ship.

Soon water backed up in the channel. An innocent-seeming piece of wood began to float in that water- It
lifted alever and set off achain reaction. Ultimately the catapult fired.

The Cassrian and the end of the cable went flying toward the [ab ship—the only ship powered up to
supply heat and light within, the one ship likdly to contain the most vulnerable members of the hive.

Now everything depended on the Cassrian.

But this one must have been an acrobat or a stuntman. He landed square on the doping hull and
anchored himself with fittings taken from avacuum suit. Histask was extremely smple—clamp the
electrica contactsinto place. But when he did, he would bethefirst to die.

Severd times, asthey watched, it seemed he would abandon the task to chase phantasms of horror that
opposed him while thered adversary, six warriors and two rustlemen, closed in from below, climbing
handholds on the ship's skin. The Cassrian battled with rapidly weakening movements, asif hisinitia feat
had taken up al hisremaining strength. But, with only seconds to spare, the Cassrian overcame his
persond demons and plunged the cubic home.



Ingtantly he stiffened, then tumbled down the polished hull.
Below him, the eight Natives screamed and died.

Those who ran to help them were caught in the current and died. Those ingde the ship, not knowing they
wereinsulated from the danger, rushed out to see what was happening, touched the hull and died. The

entire hive was gravitating toward the charged puddle. Three hivebinders cautioudy advanced toward the
sricken and died. At the same ingtant the horror broadcast flicked off, and reality settled in around them.

The hive-mind stopped the headlong rush to the rescue of itsdead it ml dying. Natives danced around the
edges of the puddle, feding thetingle of electrica charge through the damp ground. Then the generator at
the waterfdl blew.

A column of black smoke rose from the generator shed, but the Natives didn't connect that with the
cessation of desths. They circled the puddle, sniffing and babbling at each other.

The colonists picked themsalves up and congratul ated each other asthey gathered their dead.

I Why?ll 1t was Krinata, scrubbing at her face with her hands asif to dispel the last nightmare. //Why did
Terab let them do that? Jindigar, two people killed themselvesto ddliver ardatively minor blow to the
hive. Why?/

Jndigar plucked his cross-check linkage pattern gpart and reassembled it into a standard global search.
It wasn't an Out-reach’'s function to Formulate such questions, but Darllanyu was only asplit instant
behind her with the correct formulation.

It didn't |ake long. In the houses and in one barn that had been designated a hospital, people lay tossng
helplesdy in the grip of Krinatas Fever. In lessthan two days, while the Oliat had struggled to recover,
fully aquarter of the colony had come down with it—and adozen bodies of al four ephemera species
had been laid out for buridl.

Severd wereinfants.

But no Dushau. Some ephemerals must feel the Oliat has deserted them because we don't care—
the fever hardly touches Dushau.

Krinata's thoughts flew toward Cyrus and the Outriders. //Krinata, take care. Outreach must retain
exterior contact.//

/"'m sorry. I've got to know!// She got to her feet again, making for the door. Then she stopped.
/lJindigar, pleasel//

It took every bit of discipline Jndigar had to keep from flickering the Oliat awarenessinto a search for
the Ouitriders. //Of course, Krinata. Take your place.// He waited for her to resume her position as
Outreach, feding what it cogt her. His Oliat might be doomed, but Jndigar wasn't going to throw their
lives away by laxnessin the most basic safety rules separating officers functions.

At the very ingtant she reached her position he broke, and opened the linkageswide in afull global
search for Cyrus and the Outriders.

He found them together, in Storm's cabin in the outer courtyard of the compound. Storm was seated on
the bed, knees gathered to his chin, armstightly binding himsalf together asif he might fly apart from grief.

In the crib beside the bed the L ehiroh's baby lay, unbreathing, aflush of fever il suffusing the skin,



though the features were dack in death.

Cyrusleaned weakly against the doorjamb, blocking the door into the adjacent room. His upper lip was
damp with beads of swest, and his shirt showed dark stains. "Maybe this doesn't help,” he said, "but I'm
glad hismother didn't haveto liveto seehim die. It would havekilled her, Storm. Ruff, you tell him."

Ruff was bent over thetiny body, tenderly composing it for the burid. Only the dight trembling of his
hands showed the tightly coiled emotion within him. But as Cyrus spoke he glanced up at his human
colleague, left hisjob to one of the other co-fathers, and went across the room lo him. "Cy! You
shouldn't he out of bed! We can't afford to lose you too. Think of Krinata - -think of the Oliat.”

Storm roused himself to gaze at the two, and as Ruff eased himsdlf under Cyrussfreearm to help him
back into the other room, the front door rattled to an ins stent touch. One of the other humans opened it,
then stepped back, asking, "Threntisn?' His eyes shitted. "lsn't that—"

"Chinchee. Yes. May we enter?"
"Were quarantined,” called Storm.

"I have had the disease," announced Threntisn, "and Chincheeis unlikely to acquireit until it mutates
agan."

Storm waved them inside, saying to Ruff over his shoulder, "Put Cy to bed and see that he drinks more
of that concoction that brings the fever down."

Threntisn glimpsed Cyrus and stopped them. "This concerns you, most especialy Cyrus. When | heard
that you had contracted the fever, | knew it would endanger the Oliat. They have not Dissolved yet, but
when they prepare for the effort, they will become aware of your condition. Krinatawill be affected—the
Oliat could be endangered.”

"Wevetold him that, but he won't stay in bed,” explained Storm, casting afrustrated look at his human
colleague but paying no attention to Chinchee.

The Native, with his hivebinder on his shoulder, crept closer to the infant's bed to look down on the
dtillnessthere. He watched the L ehiroh who was wrapping the body. Solemnly the Native gestured in the
air over the baby, then relaxed asif agrave but necessary chore had been completed. Findly he turned
to study Cyrus, comparing him to the infant, comprehending at last that the adult human had the disease
that had killed the infant Lehiroh.

The Oliat gathered that such cross-species diseases were common on Phanphihy.

"I have devised aplan,” announced Threntisn. "I have retrieved the techniques necessary to operate the
lab machinery. | can create the gppropriate serum from my own blood and inoculate Cyrus. If | do so as
the hive watches, they will come to understand why we demand our ship back.”

"You'll never get near them!" protested Storm. "Terab'strick didn't even impressthe hive."

"Chinchee assures me that it won't move, no matter what Terab does,” answered Threntisn, "but it may
giveusthelab ship.”

"Y ou can talk to Chinchee?' demanded Cyrus. , "His Cassrian isn't good enough to let him understand
much, but heisanxiousfor the hive and the colony to negotiate. That seemsto be aHerad's function,
and Chinchee fedshe hasfailed. | think hell do his best to get usinto the hive area— therest | believel
can manage.”



"Chinchege," assarted Chinchee, confirming that he understood he was being discussed. With one hand he
stroked the hivebinder on his shoulder, while in Cassrian whistles he said, "Go. Now."

"Wait now," countered Threntisn in good Cassrian. AsaHistorian, Threntisn had to be skilled in many
professions. He probably could "manage’ the lab. But Jindigar couldn't figure where his crazy scheme
had come from.

Then he remembered Dar's comment on the Historians view of Completion. Threntisn must see himself
asassging a the birth of anew civilization, Completing al Dushau, not just himsdlf. But carrying the
Archive, Threntisn wasn't freeto risk hislife. On the other hand, Historians were such mystics, shunning
the smple, rigorous derivations of Aliom. How often had he heard Complete Priests say, Never
extrapolate a Historian's future actions. They delight in confounding us.

"Cyrus, will you chance it with us?* asked the Historian.
"Don't doit," advised one of hishuman comrades.
"I would if I could walk thet far,” said Cyrus, and coughed weekly. "Besides, I'm in quarantine.”

"We have alitter outsde. Well carry you. The medics have authorized it. The quarantineisn't working.”
Outside, four Dushau waited with alitter. Therest of the yard was empty.

"What do you think, Storm?" asked Cyrus. "I can hardly see acrossthe room, let donethink.”

"They'll kill you. Remember what it'slike insde a hive? Chinchee couldn't help us then. What can he do
now?'

"Thisisadifferent hive. If they don't kill usfirgt, will the plan succeed?'

Thefour Lehiroh scrutinized Threntisn and agreed. "Very likely," said Storm, but the Oliat picked up the
unspoken undertone, If you had Oliat backing.

Cyrus pushed away from the doorjamb, steedying himsalf on Ruff's shoulder. "All right. I'm ready."
"I'm coming, then," grunted one of the humans, and the other also prepared to leave.

"No," said Cyrusand Threntisn in unison.

Storm argued, "The Oliat might want us."

"Not likdy," said Threntisn. "But Cyrusand | will enter the hive lone. We must be no threat. We merely
wish to demondtrate a point.”

"He'sright," agreed Cyrus, making hisway to the front door. "Y ou al wait here. I'll be right back.” Then
he pulled away from Ruff and stood straight, facing them with acocky grin. "Besdes, | have nothing to
lose" And hefainted in aboneless heap.

IICy!/I Unable to restrain hersdlf any longer, Krinata surged into the balanced linkages, filling them al with
her sense of urgency.

Jndigar gathered control and snapped, //Outreach!//

Krinata struggled againgt hersdlf until she once more occupied the delimited position of the Outreach. But
her jaw was clenched againgt the need to seize contral, to rush out and do something.



Thelinkages crackled with her human tenson, and for thefirst time since hisgrieving of Eithlarin, Zannesu
broke out,

/lJindigar! No—not again. Not to Krinatatoo. Don't let it happen! She doesn't deserveto lose amatel//

Hefdt the same sympathy for Krinatain Darllanyu, asif dl her hostility toward Krinata had gone. He
could hardly bear the sudden yearning that seized him. Never in al his Renewas had he experienced such
an overwhelming need for a particular mate, asif Dar promised someinconceivable delight. And now,
before he had it, he had to rdinquish it.

Then Darllanyu shifted awarenessto his physical presence, returning his gaze. It was asif energy flowed
from her into hisinnermost being. As he drew his next breath the Observing Priest he would soon
become noted that this sgnded thefulfilling of their marriagetrid, for only in shdeiliu could two mate so.

Trinarvil, hersdf glowing with arousal, returned with the pensone and interrupted without apology. //1
recommend afive-hour dose, which we can repesat if necessary. We dl need it, except Krinata//

They took the capsules she doled out and swallowed them hadtily.

They caught up with Threntisn near the hive's perimeter. Asthey approached, the Higtorian lifted Cyruss
blanket-wrapped form off the litter and carried him draped across both arms like achild. Not noticing the
Oliat, Threntisn paced behind Chinchee, who danced toward the hive's guards, gyrating and hooting in
the formalized Herald's gpproach to astrange hive.

Ashe moved, two older piols—the pair that had come with Jindigar—scampered out of the new
water-filled trench leading from the river and welcomed their old friend Chinchee by racing around his
feet in amating chase.

Ignoring the animds, the litter attendants fell back, turning to deal with Terab and the colonists who were
gathering— apparently ignorant of Threntisn's plan.

The Oliat, surrounded by their ephemera Outriders—plus Krinatas Dushau Outrider substituting for
Cyrus—moved as awell-drilled marching unit, gathering stares until, findly, a cheer rose from agroup of
humans and quickly became agenerd chant. "Jndigar's Jndigar'st Jndigar's”

Hearing that, Threntisn turned, registered astonishment, then acceptance of the Oliat as he resumed his
progress.

Jndigar gathered the linkages to guide Zannesu's Reception ahead to the hive boundary. Asthey
watched, the hive'swarriors deployed in well-drilled order behind the mound that marked the hive's
perimeter. They bristled with spears and throwing hatchets. The air throbbed with one convulsive shiver
of horror—a tentative warning, declaring that the hive's spirit had not broken under the recent assault.

Behind the ranks of defenders afew rustlemen gathered, consulting with each other asthey observed
Chinchee. The Herald had led this hive to catastrophe and was no longer trusted. But there was
something ese.

/[The rustlemen are moving too dowly,// noted Llistyien smultaneoudy with Jndigar.

/Nnreach,// cdled Jndigar. //Emulator is correct. We need amicrofocus on the rustlemen.// These beings
werethe key intelligence of the hive. Jindigar |eft the linkage pattern he'd dready established in place and
added another level of awareness focused on the rustlemen, with atime perspective several days deep
into the past. Carefully protecting Krinata from the flow, he handed the second pattern over to Venlagar
gingerly, dreading afumble.



//Relax,// responded his Inreach. //I've got it.//

Jndigar turned his attention to Zannesu, who Received a clear picture of what had happened. Rustlemen,
examining the corpses of the technicians, had dso handled the virulent specimens they had been working
on. Theingdious offworld disease had promptly mutated to live in them. The rustiemen had absolutely no
resstance. We've brought death to this world when we only meant to protect it from ruthless
exploitation.

Thewarriorsleveled spears at Chinchee and forced him to stop. Jindigar kept on marching, even when
Threntisn hated.

He brought the Oliat to astop just afew paces behind the Historian and sent Krinata ahead to whisper to
Threntisn, "//The rustlemen have Krinata's Fever /"

Threntisn pierced her with aglance, flicked his eyes over the Oliat, and then silently acknowledged the
datum.

Chinchee danced up to the barrier where a section was a bit lower than the rest—the erstwhile
doorway—and deposited his hivebinder on the beaten-down soil. The hive sent one of itsown
hivebinders forward. The little cargpaced beings walked on two limbs toward one another, waving their
clumsy hands a each other.

/ILigten!// prompted Zannesu suddenly, and brought them alilting mel ody, awhisper on some other plane
of awareness.

Jndigar seized the linkages and chased that elusive sgnd, bringing the Formulator and Emulator to bear
on themeaning of it. //A mindtune—another way they have of communicating,// identified Trinarvil. //Not
hogtile//

INt'snot information,// volunteered Darllanyu.

/IContent isemotional,// reported Llistyien. She brought it through, flooding them with the hive's
inarticul ate gpprehension, sharp skepticism, and fedings of betraya, desperation, despair, and arabid
determination to fight to thelast life for thisfina resting place.

Krinata, who had remained forward, just behind Threntisn, glanced at Cyrus as he stirred delirioudly.
/ICenter, may an. Outreach make a suggestion?/

/IFor communicating—certainly./

/I once overheard you playing the whule in mourning for Lewatha—hislast compostion. Do you think
the hive would understand that?//

Jndigar studied the hive. Llistyien, who had captured afair semblance of an al-hive Emulation, rendered
her verdict. //They have asense for tonality that doesn't seem very alien— for ephemeras.//

/[There doesn't seem to be any way to make them understand that we can cure the disease if we can get
ingdethe ship,// mused Jindigar. //So welll try this. Krinata, get Chincheeg's attention and see if helll let
you pick up his hivebinder— but be careful. Their sting isletha to humans.//

/N know.// She advanced to where the Herad squatted, watching his hivebinder.

/[Try to relax your throat, Krinata, or thismay hurt,// Jindigar warned, then piped softly in Cassrian,
explaining what they wanted but not why.



Chinchee turned as Krinata spoke, his huge saucer eyeswidein his stark white face, his ears standing
graight up on top of hisskull, giving him an attentive look. Seeing that his hivebinder was not making
much progress, Chinchee plucked him from the humped dirt barrier and deposited him in Krinata's arms.

Krinatastroked the deek shell of the hivebinder. Sheld handled him before, but few of those memories
were pleasant. Jndigar felt the small creature reaching toward Krinata, throbbing with londlinessand
despair. Even though Krinataheld him, the tiny being was lost in the mindsong of hisfelows, alament for
their brothersin fullsong.

The Oliat automatically began to pursue that odd concept, but Jndigar restrained them. He settled them
onto the ground behind Krinata, Sitting cross-legged, asif to play the whule. He fetched the tangible
memory of hiswhule, its satiny urwood finish, the long fretboard that lay just so, the perfect baance, the
bow that fit hishand asif made for him. He had to vanquish thefed of it smacking into hisarmsand
smashing into Dar'sface.

Then, quite deliberately, he pulled Darllanyu into the memory. She, too, had exulted in that treasured
antique whule, itstone, its obedient response to the musician's every whim. She Formulated it for the
Oliat, and Llistyien Emulated the playing, holding the whole-hive Emulation aswell.

Jndigar expanded the degp contact with the rustlemen to include the other three species of the hive,
seeing that they were not yet affected by the plague. But they were so exhausted and despondent that
genera vitality had reached acritical ebb. This hive had been set into its spring reproductive cycle before
they were flooded out. Now those pressures forced them to stay and fight a hopel ess battle with their
new neighbors, with no timeto grieve their dead.

He brought that knowledge into the music welling up from his memory, just the way L ewatha had taught
him, and he channdled that music out through Krinata just as he would speech but high up in that band
where the mindtunes wafted to and fro, lamenting the inevitabilities of life and death.

At firgt the Oliat's music clashed with the Natives slent , song. But then Krinata becamelost in her own
memory—that first time sheld heard Jndigar play.

Every bow stroke evoked in her an echo of the pain he'd felt at the loss of so many zunre, at the loss of
Kamminth's Oliat, of Lelwatha, Kamminth's Emulator. With every ddicately plucked string, with every
strummed chord, Krinata recreated every response Jindigar had put into the piece, that onetime held
playeditinfarewd| to Lelwatha.

Jndigar'slosses, Krinata's losses, the Oliat's |oss of hope for survival, the colony's bleak acceptance of
wholesa e death blended and became one with the hivebinders lament. Obliquely Jndigar chided himsdlf
for never suspecting how well Krinataread hismusic that day. He had unknowingly turned himsdlf out
naked before her. Now they must do the same before four alien speciesthat might not understand.

Unashamed, Krinata bent forward and, as she had hardly dared when she'd first heard Jindigar play, she
let hersdlf cry for the one who suffered so, for anyone and everyone who suffered—for Lelwathaand
Jndigar and the colony and the hive. The Oliat rode her wave of emation.

Lelwatha had gauged the length of that exquisite passage so perfectly that just when none of them could
tolerate it another moment, the piece moved into the final segment, one rising arpeggio bringing them up
over the peak of agony and down into the quietude of forever. Spent, they rested with Lelwathain the
radiant peace beyond Compl etion where hope need not be, painful, nor joy etched out of the knowledge
that it must be followed by despair.

Jndigar dwelled on thefind note, letting it sound through the linkages, refining the Oliat's baance.



For along time the hive's mindtune was silent, and Llistyien, still alittle bresthless, judged, 111 don't think
it meant anything to them.//

The afternoon shadow of the dliff had long since covered them. Threntisn shifted, obvioudy tiring of
holding the weight of the human in hisarms. He knew only that the Oliat had tried something, but his
patience was wearing through.

"IIWait,/[" the Oliat cautioned him through Krinata.

Asif that wereasgnd, the hive warriors parted, opening anarrow laneinto the hive. Chinchee
confidently retrieved his hivebinder from Krinata's |ap and marched forward into mat opening, urging
Threntisn to follow with a Cassrian command.

Jndigar scrambled to hisfeet. //Let's seeif they'll let usintoo.//

AsTrinarvil and Ruff, her Outrider, crowded up behind Threntisn, the warriors narrowed the opening,
clearly excluding the Outrider. //Jindigar?/ she asked.

/IThey digtinguish between Oliat and guards—and they don't want guards.// Through Krinatahe said to
Ruff, "//Let's not make an issue of it.//" No Center in hisright mind would take an Oliat in without any
Outriders. But they had already commended their lives to the community.

One by one the officers passed through the lane and followed Threntisn to the [ab ship.

ELEVEN
Hiveheart

Thetwo piols scampered up the ship's ramp, threading between the feet of two warriors who followed
Threntisn and Chinchee. One of the warriorstripped over the animals. Their squeal's of surprise stopped
everyone. Handing his throwing spear to his comrade, the warrior bent to capture the two animals, and
Jndigar's breath caught in histhroat. These piols had been dl he had to cling to during some of the
hardest times of hislife.

But the warrior rose with one piol tucked gently under each arm, their claws neatly immobilized. He
edged past the Oliat and deposited the animals on the muddy ground, giving each afirm, instructive pat
on the rump that sent them off to dig happily in the mud. Jindigar didn't need Oliat awarenessto see that
the piols had dready made themselves at home among the Natives.

They dl resumed their climb toward the ship'slock. Asthey approached the opening a new mindsong
intruded on the Oliat's awareness, different and deeply disturbing.

At thetop of the ramp two warrior guards leveled then-spears, barring entry to the ship. Chinchee
protested, and an animated discussion ensued, which was interrupted by atruly huge rustleman female, a
Rustlemother, decked in harnesses and |eathers covered with thousands of tiny polished jewel s that
rattled together musically with every movement she made. She came out of the interior of the ship, lit
from behind by the ship's emergency lights. She moved jerkily and braced hersdf with one hand against
the bulkhead when she reached the lock. It wasn't just her advanced age. She was not well.

Zannesu, as Receptor, wanted to search for her exact position in the hive's hierarchy, but Jndigar
throttled that impulse and set the Oliat in ground-state awareness, pleased to fed the steady, sure beat of
the shdelliu hum confirming the baance of his Oliat. //We may have to respond to unpredictable events.
Curiosity can be satisfied later.//

She parted the guards and admitted them, but then ordered the guardsto follow. Apparently the hive had



no idea of their goa or purpose but was smply standing aside to see what they'd do.

Threntisn led them through dirt-smudged corridors directly to the main lab where Jindigar had cometo
donate a blood specimen for Krinata. He stopped in the space between the door and the clerk’s counter,

fighting desparr.

The place was a shambles. Clearly the technicians had defended themsalves well. Movable lab
equipment had been swept from the tops of fixed counters, and some portable tables had been
overturned, chronometers smashed, but many of the drawers and bins had been locked, as had the doors
to some of the sderooms. Dark stainsthat could only be blood were smeared on the sides of cabinets.

Thefloor was strewn with fresh dirt ground in by many feet. A place had been cleared in the middle of
the room and stoneslaid for a hearth fire, which now smoldered dully, coating everything with soot.

And the whole place stank—not the cozy hive redolence they'd encountered where they'd taken refuge
on the plain, but burning synthetics, meat seared over open fire, suppurating wounds, illness, and the
close pungency of unwashed bodies still reeking of terror, desperation, hope, grief, and something else
that pierced through the rest insstently.

/[This can never be replaced!// Trinarvil's despair nearly overwhelmed the Oliat.
Jndigar demanded more curtly than he intended, //Emulator, how doesthislook to the hive?/

The alien den had been made margindly livable, but there were few amenities. Y et it was the best shelter
availablefor the hiveheart. The mind-gatherersin fullsong were desperately grateful for the shdlter, eveniif
they lacked food and water. In the other barely livable chambers of this deserted hive, the mind-singers
were being tenderly cared for, though they called forlornly for the hivemothers, thwarted in their need to
spur the hive's regeneration. Nothing could convince their bodies that the newhive had been displaced
from the home they'd built, that it wasn't safe yet to make new life. And so the hive-mind alowed them a
gparse few hivemothersto satisfy ingtinct, and curtailed their complaints with stern discipline,

/IThat explainsthe different mindsong we found here,// concluded Zannesu. //dndigar, we don't belong in
here//

/ISteady /I cautioned Jindigar. //We have to see this through. The pensone should hold for long enough.//
He diverted thair attention to evaluating the Rustlemother's status. She moved laborioudy after Threntisn
when hefindly pushed through the gate in the counter and picked hisway carefully over the dippery,
dirt-covered floor. She was beyond the age where the full song could affect her, and so she exercised
authority over the hiveheart. From the way her attendants fussed about her, they obvioudy knew she was
deathly ill, and the hive could not afford to lose her.

Y et now anew hope glimmered in the depths of the hive-mind. This strange hive segment from their
hostile neighbors seemed to be offering atruce of some sort.

Hoping to find away to reinforce that impression, Jindigar focused on Threntisn. The Historian carried
Cyrus straight across the lab to a small back room where he deposited the Outrider on atreatment table.
Jndigar, ignoring the assortment of curious Natives gathering around them, assembled the Oliat around
the doorway .

Checking the human's condition and securing the blanket lightly around him, Threntisn glanced toward
Trinarvil asif hoping the medic would take charge. But, of course, Trinarvil could not function soin Oliat.
Hefixed on Krinataand asked, "Jindigar's, are they going to let me do it?'

"/[They are waiting to see what you are going to do. Move dowly /"



Threntisn edged out of the room and surveyed the useless messin the main lab. His stance and
expression showed that he was working an Archive access. He set off across the room, stepped around
thefire, and punched alock code to open another side-room door. On ship's emergency power, the
door opened very dowly. It wouldn't be long before the power failed.

Threntisn glanced ingde, then, satisfied that he had the right room, he turned and called to Chincheein
Casxian, "Tdl them to wait. | will show them something." Then, as Chinchee burgt into twittering mation,
he added, "Jindigar's, | think we can doit." And he disappeared insde, closing the door behind him.

Controlling evidence of her weskness, the Rustlemother settled next to thefire. Seven or eight of
Chinchee's kind rushed to rekindle it for her comfort. The others burst into discussion both vocal and on
some hive-mind level that lesked through to the Oliat dong with theinsistent call of the hivebindersin
hest.

Jndigar's knew now what the hivebinders outside had lamented so. Their brothers were suffering, and
because of their unfulfillment, the hive would die. But the hive was dying, anyway. They had no more
strength to fight. They had admitted the strangers because they had nothing to lose and because the
strangers hive segment had seemed to understand what it wasto lose dl. Possbly Chincheewasright,
and the strangers did wish to enter the hive to hedl.

Threntisn took longer than the technician who had processed Jindigar's blood. Jndigar kept the Oliat
standing around the door to Cyruss room, concentrating on shutting out the ever more insistent
hivebinders fullsong, and consequently they lost track of the hive's reasoning.

Abruptly amenta silence descended, and asmall group of htvebinders gppeared in the hatchway,
dragging Lelwathaswhule. They arrayed themsdves before the Oliat, asif they intended to form ateam
to play thelong, complex instrument laid before them.

Nut they didn't touch it. A whisper of another mindsong reached through the Oliat's defense. Jindigar
asked Zannesu, //Can you filter that out of the fullsong background?//

It expanded to occupy their whole attention, and it was unmistakably Lelwatha's composition. Hesitantly,
with many clumsy searchingsfor the right fingerings, the mind-gatherers arrayed before the whule plucked
out alaborious, but accurate, rendition of the opening notes.

Clearly thiswasabid for friendly dialogue. Jindigar itched to go to the whule and demongtrate the
sounding of the piece. Ingtead he told his Emulator, /Llistyien, we must discover their motive for doing
this/

His Emulator brought the hivebinders viewpoint up, washing them in the obscure symbology. Ingtantly
Darllanyu Formulated an interpretation. The hive-mind figured that the strangers hive-segment had come
here to console the hivebindersin fullsong viatheir remarkable mindsong. When the strangers segment
had not resumed its mindsong ingde the hiveheart, the hivebinders had brought the odd instrument, which
had been captured by avaiant warrior, hoping it would stimulate the song.

The hivebinders faced the grotesque mind-singers now, puzzling over the continued silence, trying to
reawaken that moment of mindsong they had shared while, in the background, the full song resumed,
urgent, demanding.

//We can't do Lelwathas Lament again,// warned Trinarvil. /1 won't be able to Protect us with the
fullsong in the background.// Renewa undermining her stability, she had reacted very strongly to
Lelwatha's composition and expected to lose control thistime. Especially, thought Jndigar, if | actually
play it on his own whule.



He redlized with sudden compassion that Trinarvil and Lelwathamust have known each other intimately,
for the very thought of him aroused her further. None of my business. Thelinkswere leaking persona
information again, despite the pensone, and Jndigar could not shut it of .

Zannesu'sgrieving for Eithlarin had begun to form atough scar around the pain, but the wound where his
mate had been amputated had not healed yet. However, therewas ill lifein him, despite their suicide
mission. Stirred by forces beyond his control, he eyed Trinarvil with speculation and hope. Who could
fail to be attracted to her mature vibrancy?

Trinarvil's awareness of Zannesu's condition was sharp enough to pierce the vell of pensone. At the same
time Jindigar could fed Darllanyu fighting to keep her eyes off hisown neck. Venlagar buried hisfacein
his hands and forced hisitching fingers not to stray to hisaching glands.

Krinata, embarrassed by inexplicable physica sensations, concentrated madly on how much her feet hurt
in the higher gravity of Phanphihy. //Jindigar,// asked his Outreach, //what's going on? The pensone can't
be even haf worn off yet./

Before Jindigar could answer, another awareness raked through the Oliat linkages—a mogt, but not
quite, like being scanned by another Oliat.

Zannesu winced away from the crude intrusion. //The hive-mind! Venlagar, watch out!//
The hive-mind tugged at the linkages, plucking them loose from Venlagar's grip.

Stunned, Jindigar struggled to get anew grip on the linkages. But the hivebinders seemed to have
combined to lift the linkages out of Jndigar's control.

It was not an attack. There wasno mdicein it, only innocent curiosity. The moment of nascent arousal
had finaly struck another familiar note for the hivebinders, who knew that the surviva of their hive might
well depend on figuring these strangers out. The rustlemen had to know what their motives were. The
hivebinders had studied the linkages binding the strangers and now felt no compunction in candidly
probing into them, asif there could be no such thing as a private or persona matter.

Jndigar had never felt anything likeit. Nor had he ever dreamed he could react to such an intrusion with
amused cam. Since |l consider myself dead already, very little can threaten me. It was an odd sort of
freedom. His Oliat had not completed its mission, and so he would not permit it to be stolen from him.
But he did not resst with his ordinary stridency, telegraphing to his opponent that he wasindeed seriousy
threatened and therefore haf beaten dready. | never knew how much | feared death.

It was another deep-Renewa insght and had no place in the affairs of a Center.

But something of it communicated to the hivebinders. Their probing went from demanding to respectful.
Then they withdrew, leaving behind a poignant sorrow over the Oliat's dreadful affliction and areverence
for their nobility in theface of such afate.

The hivebinders climbed onto the whule, sitting erect with their hand limbs clasped before them, here and
there aleg draped over the side to keep the bowl-shaped sounding chamber from rocking. They buzzed
with amindtune offering sympathy and hope, apologizing for misunderstanding why they had come, and
promising to help the srangers overcome their insengtivity to the vitdizing of the fullsong.

In response to the hive-mind'sinsight anew group of hive-binders appeared at the door. They had glints
of bright red and orange in their carapaces. With scarcely a pause they rushed eagerly into the room,
projecting their mindsong before them, targeting now on the Oliat, rather than on any of the members of



their own hive. Ther glee @ the hive-mind's having findly lifted the harsh and unreasonable discipline
restraining their fullsong infused it with anew vigor.

Jndigar seized thelinks to his Receptor and Protector and wove u tighter defense againgt the intrusive
sgnd. But the proximity of the Sngersintensified the song. It beat through hisfilter.

/IBrace yoursdlves!// warned Llistyien in tandem with Darllanyu.

Understanding didn't help. The dien rhythm beet through them in ever-increasing waves asthelittle
beings poured dl their frugration intoit.

Jndigar franticaly ran through a desensitizing procedure held never had a chanceto teach hisOliat. He
wrapped them in acocoon spun of their own linkages, atangle worse than held built to filter the
halucinations. Asfast as he worked, the fullsong eroded his efforts, seeping into their nerves, hitting
reflexesthat triggered vitdl glands deadened by the drug.

The Dushau felt sick, but Krinata, unprotected by drugs and unable to benefit from Jindigar's complex
cocoon of linkages because her brain couldn't handle the data flow, could not resist the song. She turned
toward Cyrus.

Muttering ddlirioudy, her mate fought free of the blanket he was wrapped in. Driven by her human
response to the forces of Renewal, she drifted to her mate's side and bent to tuck the blanket around
him. Before Jindigar knew what she intended, she blotted Cyrus's damp forehead with one corner,
seeking with al her heart to ease his suffering and hed him.

/1dindigar—// warned Trinarvil, trembling with a sudden need to support Krinatas effort through Oliat
function.

Krinatasintent in her action, to affect the outcome of an illness, was periloudy closeto akind of
symbalic Inversion of the Oliat. But, lost in the grip of the fullsong, she had al but forgotten that the Oliat
was baanced and working and that she could draw the rest of them after her.

With a sudden, determined effort Jndigar snapped them dl to attention. //Krinata, we must warn
Threntisn of the hive-heart's function. Then we've got to get out of here.//

Krinataglanced at Trinarvil, then at the hivebinders, and the fog cleared from her eyes. Shuddering a
little, she tore hersdf from Cyrus and with more than one backward glance went to the lab door. Just as
she arrived the door opened, revealing Threntisn holding aloaded injector. "I've got it," he announced in
Cassrian, then searched for Chinchee, puzzled when the Herad wasn't visible.

Al Threntis' sfirgt words the fullsong cut off on anote of bewilderment. All around the room, tangled
piles of Natives, twined together in mutua enjoyment, ceased their activities, stunned b the sudden
interruption. In onefar corner Chinchee struggled up among u group of his own species, his harnesses
and wishes of rank discarded, hiswhite skin smudged with the dirt from the floor. Threntisn recognized
him, anyway, and caled out, "Tell them | am ready now to show them why they must leave thisship to
us”

Jndigar could hardly believe that the Historian was oblivious to what had been going on in thisroom. But
Threntisn wasn't in Renewal. And he was intent on the miracle he was about to demonstrate. He cut
straight across to the trestment room and administered the dose to Cyrus while Chinchee self-consciously
attempted to recoup hisdignity.

Satisfied with Cyruss condition, Threntisn turned, saying, usif expecting Chincheeto be standing right



behind him, "Tell the Rustlemother herethat it will take awhile before she sees achange, but — "
Surprised that neither Chinchee nor the Rustlemother waslooking over his shoulder, the Historian cut off.
He looked down to find many hivebinders gathered in the doorway, observing his every move, reporting
to the hivemind. His gaze lilted, searching for the Rustlemother, who was dumped by her fire, apparently

adeep.

am he watched, the elderly femad e toppled to the floor, the platelets that made up her skin rustling audibly
and the myriad accoutrements of her office clattering againgt the floor as shefdll

Two warriors and severd of the white-skinned craftsmen dashed to her sdewhile Threntisn darted a
look at Krinata. "Jndigar’ s, you should have told methe leader was sick too! "This could be our chance!™
Looking neither left nor right, he went to alocked cabinet, found a blood specimen extractor, and strode
directly to the Rustlemother's Side, edging out some of her attendants as he called to Chinchee, "Tell them
| anafriend. | will help her."

Jndigar had his Oliat nearly paradyzed in the net of their own linkages, and as swiftly asheworked, he
could not disentangle them quickly enough to shout awarning.

The hivebinders could move as fast as a Cassrian when they chose. The entire complement of them in the
room, seeing the giant alien using his sting on their Mothering-one, svarmed al over Threntisn and stung
himfird.

While the Dushau system could handle most toxins with dispatch, the sheer volume of poison brought
Threntisn to his hands and knees. The hive-mind, seeing it as an attack by peace-heraldswho cameto
get help—help that wasfredly given—recoiled in shock.

Chincheelet out an ululating walil of protest and dashed forward, throwing his body into the strenuous
contortions of Herald's speech, begging the hive to hdt the attack on Threntisn. But it wastoo late.
Threntisn did down and lay prone, unmoving”

Jndigar finaly unlocked the last crosslink and addressed his Receptor. //We need to monitor Threntisn's
lifefunctions— if he dill lives//

Zannesu, understandably off-stride, gave them too much amplitude. Threntisn'svita functions flashed
through the Oliat, dominating their own united heart and respiration rhythm. AsLlistyien was
overwhelmed by the Reception, her Emulation of the effect of the toxin on the Historian's nervous system
awakened smilar responsesin the Oliat.

Jndigar was as helplessin the grip of the toxin Emulation asif held been stung himsalf. Spontaneoudy the
contact with Threntisn became alink. Aghast, Jindigar watched the link transform and deepen of itsown
accord into ameta-Oliat link, asif Threntisn were the Center of an dlied Oliat.

It's the toxin, thought Jndigar, repelling panic. It'sjust an illusion. Threntisn would not touch Oliat
functionsfor anything in al crestion. Me was Historian, through and through, set on guarding and
maintaining hisArchive. Unless my meddling has damaged something! Jndigar recdled dl thetimes
he'd struggled to sift the data properly during the debriefing and how held gone too deep into territory he
wasn't authorized to tap, when held searched the Aliom filesfor away to Dissolve- and found a
meta-Oliat function.

But there was no time to think. In aflash the new meta-link Fastened into Jndigar, asif attracted to him.
Thelink opened into Threntisn and beyond Threntisn into the rest of the Archive, asif the Archive were
Threntisn's Oliat.



A familiar terror gripped Jndigar as he thrashed against the forces that sivept him up out of his body and
into the intangible regions where Archives and Oliat linkages existed. The thick darkness flowed
inexorably, carrying him and his Oliat toward a glowing aperture, an Archive Gate.

Breadting that current in an effort to belay their fall, Jindigar glimpsed the Structure around the aperture, a
glisening network of colored jewels defining atesseract that warped away into unimaginable dimensions.
Windows on its faceted sides showed scenes that enticed the unwary, for they were trapsthat protected
the Archive from unauthorized entry. They had to stay away from those windows.

Not only had Jndigar once carried this very Archive, he dso had worked with itsreserved Aliom
sections, and held debriefed to it in link with his Outreach, who had once been lost init with him, and,
who had, together with him, been rescued by Threntisn.

Now the new link that bound them to Threntisn quickened the Archive with welcome, asif it recognized
them. | wouldn't put it past Grisnilter to have taught it to recognize me!

The Gate dilated, inviting Jndigar to enter, to travel the pathways and chambersto the core, to the
ArchivesEye, the origin of the Archive, and the point at which al Archivesjoined, the point at Infinity
where all existence touched non-existence, the Historians fabled Gateway to Completion.

Asdangerous as he knew it was, as forbidden as it wasto an Aliom Priest, Jindigar was drawn forward
by agripping pang of nostalgia, aneed he'd never known wasin him. Concurrently he was aware of
Krinataparalyzed in the grip of remembered terrors, wanting to break away from the Oliat and flee but
refusing to yield to Dushau ingtinct, which would be human cowardice.

| am Center, hetold himsdlf, in Office and working to a purpose. He groped for that solid anchor,
struggling to find redity again. And as he found it their headlong rush toward infinity dowed. 11 Must
reset Receptor's focus.11

Helifted the Oliat linkages, but before he could reset them, avagudy familiar disturbance loomed out of
nowhere, permesting the linkages. //The hive-mind!// identified Trinarvil. Smultaneoudy the hive-mind
snatched the linkages out of Jindigar's grasp, the sudden digtortion cutting off the shaeiliu hum, leaving
Jndigar sunned.

The moment Jindigar's res stance dackened, the Archive pulled them in faster. Shocked by the loss of the
linkages, Jndigar was unable to check their uncontrolled fal into the Archive Gate. He and his Oliat were
swept into the voracious maw of the Archive asif they were just another datum to be recorded,
classfied, and stored. But, behind him, attached by the nebulous tissue of the Oliat linkages, camethe
hive-mind, as bewildered asit had been when its members had been electrocuted.

Reflexively Jndigar fought to regain hislinkages, acutely aware of the darming overload of data pouring
into Krinata from the hive-mind and of the acute shock overcoming his officers at astrange touch on the
links. But the hive-mind was bigger than the Oliat, stronger, older, and determined to survive.

Suddenly it all made sense. The Dushau had come here to protect the Natives, but this planet would
tolerate no intruders,

just asan Archive would not, just asan Oliat would not. They could not protect the Natives unless they
became Natives. Then Jndigar saw the answer. The two Archives, hive and Dushau, must be joined.

Hedidn't stop to reason it through but acted in the manner of Aliom's"strike,” and for thefirgt timeit was
totdly effortless.



Dimly Jndigar was aware that he was using skills hed garnered from the Observers leve of the Archive,
skills beyond him despite hismillennia of Oliat experience. He reached out to reinforce the meta-link with
Threntisn while at the same lime he offered the same sort of meta-link to the hive-mind, luring it closer
until he could repossess his own linkages in exchange for the meta-link, setting that link into the centra
core of the hive-mind—with asure, fearlesstouch. Asif he knew what he was doing.

His own linkages settled back around him again, and he tuned for the shaleiliu hum held cometo rely on.
Hewasn't prepared for the roar that blasted into their consciousnesses, shaeiliu hum asloud asif they
were indde the sounding box of awhule.

Hetuned it down as best he could, but till it was like working inside arobofactory where noise was not
controlled. To gain control he had to balance the trinary Oliat. //Archive Master! Hivemaster!// He called
the co-Centers.

Threntisn's response was duggish, bemused by the toxin that warped his sense of redlity. //What a
strange place... the walls speak... but with respect. Come then, Walls, | will be your Archive Master.
Come, we will record you for al timeto read./

The hive-mind, bewildered by thisturn of events, responded, //.We Record!//

But the responses a one were enough. Jindigar solidified the hive, the Archive, and his Oliat into atrinary
meta-Oliat, announcing, 111 am meta-Center.//

His own officers scarcely knew what was happening. Oddly enough it was Krinatawho first understood
and found her place as meta-Outreach.

The data flow waxed to a stupendous volume, long since overloading her human brain. She had given up
trying to gpprehend it al. By some obscure mechanism of the human mind she was ableto ignore the
incomprehensible and organize the rest of the incoming datainto familiar patterns. Jndigar, afraid that her
endurance was limited, yielded to her metaphors, |etting this un-space take on the forms sheimposed on
it.

He turned to the hive-mind. I1ts Whole Memory stretched off to one side, asnaking tunnel likea

tel escoping tube with events depicted on itswals asliving plays of the greet hitorical events of the hive.
Newhiveswvarm brought with it the Whole Memory of its parent hive, amemory that stretched back eons
into the dim reaches of pre-intelligence. The Rustlemother who held the Whole Memory could transmit it
and add toit just asan Archivist could, but she wasill and dying, making the scenesdim and listless.

The Archive surrounded the Oliat and the hivemagter, plucking inggtently at the hints of data coming from
the hive-mind's vast memory. Left aone, the Archive would devour the less sophisticated hive-memory.
Jndigar forestaled this by invoking the Oliat's globa awareness and baiting the Archive with aflood of
data.

Thelab wasfilling with awestruck Natives, too aware of the burgeoning Archive swallowing their Mind
to attend to the fallen Rustlemother, nearly crushed under the weight of the stranger. Even the hivebinders
in fullsong had suspended their compulsive call.

Jndigar opened out to include the settlement and the plain above. Hefed dl the datato the voracious
Archive while hetried to shake Threntisn out of his stupor. //Threntisn! Y ou've got to help! Archivigt! |
can't dothisaone!//

Just when despair overtook him, Jndigar heard afamiliar hail echoing down the chambers of the Archive,
/IIndigar!// Hewhirled around within the Archive space to find Threntisn arrowing toward him, propelling



himsdlf through the kaleidoscopic shapes of the Archive's chambers by the power of hisown will, not
riding helplesdy on the voracious currents of the Archive. His progress seemed erratic but nevertheless
purposive. Perhaps the hivebinders' toxin is wearing off at last!

Through the metarlink hetold the Archivigt, /We must form asingle unit of Archive and
hive-memory—then we must open a channd between them so the hive-mind can understand that we can
cure the disease that's killing Rustlemother— who islike an Archivigt. She carriesthe Whole Memory of
the hivel//

Puzzled, the Historian hesitated. //Y ou can't talk to me. Y ou're balanced.//

//Never mind that now,// pled Jindigar. //The Rustlemother's your colleague, Threntisn. Y our ingtinct was
right. We must save her or the hive will become amere collection of individuas—al that datalost!//

The Higtorian'simage blinked dowly. Still fighting the toxin, he wasn't quite adleto grasp it dl. But his
eyeswent to the long tube that represented the hive-memory. A Historian's cornucopia, itstail snaked off
toward the Gateway into the Archive while the wide-open end faced them. The open end was screened
by ablurred area that sometimes seemed to be one Native species and sometimes another; occasionaly
an amagam of them dl. But in Krinatals metgphor the shifting image represented a composite being, the
Hivemadter.

Jndigar opened adataflow to the Historian along the meta-link that bound the ternary Oliat. Gradualy
Threntisn comprehended. /A channel to the hive—of course. But | wouldn't know how, Jndigar./

/l/Let'sdo it thisway,// suggested Jindigar, and directed Krinata, as meta-Outreach, to approach the
hivemader.

She eyed the zone of mixed images, then returned, //That's ahole into the hive-memory. I’ san infinite
tunnd. | could fal down it forever!//

She had falen through such a hive-memory with him once, while trying to save hislife. It had been one of
the most terrifying experiences shed ever endured. Jindigar knew, through the long intimacy of thelr
linkages, how she had overcomethe terror by smply putting it behind her, saying, I'll never do that
again. And he was sending her into it again.

/IY ou can't fdl in while werre meta-linked,// he assured her, knowing that logic had nothing to do with
phobia But he carefully explained his plan.

Krinataglowed with skepticism, but she moved out into the vaguely defined space between Oliat and
hive-mind. Jndigar sent Threntisn out with her, coaxing him into the meta-link with Krinata, urging him,
//Now go ahead and explain to the hive-mind what you were trying to get Chinchee to tell them when you
were taking the Rustlemother's blood specimen.//

Krinata approached barely close enough for her projection to reach the hivemaster, then, glancing
nervoudly at Threntisn, she squirmed as the other meta-Center spoke through her, "// | —we—want to
be your friend, Hivemaster. As | have healed one of our sick, I—we—can hedl your Rustlemother and
save your Whole Memory /"

Threntisn twisted to gape at Jndigar. //Save the Whole Memory? Jindiga—how could | follow—Dbe
understanding—//

/Y ourereading Oliat data,// explained Jndigar confidently while he quailed inwardly. He'sa Historian!
Bemusedly Threntisn accepted that, perhaps gill affected by the toxin or maybe absorbing Krinatas



unquestioning attitude. Asif it weredl routine, the Higtorian formulated amethod Jindigar could never
have imagined. //Let us show you what iswrong with Rustle-mother, how it was our doing, and how we
can cure her.//

With adramatic gesture Threntisn reshaped the Archive chambers about them, confronting the
hivemaster with a panorama of scenes recorded in the Archive, scenes explaining the concepts of
communicable diseases, scenes of the development of immunology, scenes explaining the rapid mutation
of certain microorganisms so they could cross specieslines, and the rapid and efficient control methods
availablein the ship'slab.

It was avirtuoso performance by atrue Archive Master, and Jindigar was about to heave asigh of relief
and turn his attention to how to get them dl out of thiswhen the hivemaster rumbled ominoudy, sending
only confusion down the metatlink.

/ILlistyien, can you Emulate the hive-mind?/

Jndigar fdt her trembling a the very idea, till clenched up tight around hersdlf, expecting annihilation
momentarily. But, with Krinata performing her Office asif nothing unusua had happened, Llistyien
straightened and brought the hive-magter's rumble to the Oliat as aclear expression of bewilderment. As
elementary as Threntisn's presentation had been, the hive smply didn't comprehend.

/IDai, are you with us?/ asked Jndigar tentatively.

/'mtrying,// she answered, and Jndigar felt the linkage waken. He suppressed asurge of darm at the
clear tinge of Renewa she had been suppressing. If the pensone is wearing off, we've been in here for
hours!

//Formulator and Emulator, in tandem,// called Jindigar, resetting the linkages and handing the pattern
over to Venlagar. //We have to trand ate the Archive data Threntisn is presenting into terms the hive can
comprehend.//

They had no ideawhat those terms might be, but Jindigar ignored that and set to work. His Oliat would
discover theright casting. Hatily trained beginners, they had nevertheless devel oped into afine-tuned
ingrument. The shaeiliu roar that surrounded them attested to that. Thisentiretrinary Oliat wasinlime
with some universd force.

/ISteady now, and we can handle this,// Jindigar coaxed. Then he blended his Oliat linkage pattern into
Threntisn's meta-link. //Show us how the display is evoked. We must trandate for the hive-mind.// The
Historian hesitated—control of the Archive functionswas grictly Historians responsbility. But then he
overcame the trained reflex and alowed them access to the imaging mechanism.

Jndigar worked through Threntisn's touch, schooling himself not to yearn to take control from the
Historian. But he couldn't deny it was along-sought thrill—all that data at his persond command. There
was nothing likeit in Aliom. And there was something € se—some vadt, profound insight that beckoned
just beyond the tantaizing horizon. 1t was something Threntisn and al Historians seemed to share,
something Jndigar wanted with al his heart and soul. But it was not for an Aliom Priest.

Keeping hisdistance, Jndigar used Krinatato Outreach the Oliat's trandation directly to the Historian,
not through linear vocalizing but through adirect, multidimensond interface.

/lJindigar, don't—I can't.// Krinatawinced away from the contact, asif it were a deeply persona
violation.



Jndigar slanched the flow of data. //Krinata—// But, fedling her reaction, he couldn't ask it of her.
Threntisn shuddered. /I'm sorry, Krinata. | never redized, a human—I mean—//

Jndigar interrupted, 111 don't think | can adjust that sort of full spectrum meta-link to a narrower channd,
but I'll try.//

/We haveto doit, don't we?/ Krinata asked. When no one answered, because not one of them could
ask it of her, shetold Threntisn, //I'm gameif you are. Afterward well just pretend it never happened.//

Helooked to the hivemaster, squirming impeatiently. The Rustlemother was dying. //Jindigar, | want you to
know that a Historian carries just as strict aconfidentiality code asthe Aliom Priestsdo. | won't even
know that | know anything | get about you from her, until you tell me.//

| didn't realize—oh. Krinata! But they had to. He worked to narrow the channel, excluding the
persond, but it wasn't effective because so much of the understanding of the universeisbased on the
persona. And how much confidentiality can one expect from a hive that barely comprehends
individuality?

Jndigar barely found the strength to continue recasting the images, subgtituting hive Nativesfor the
peoplein Threntisn's story, showing which were workers, craftsmen, scholars, and explorers or Heralds.
They showed planetary civilizations as hives and microbe species as hiveless marauders. The concept of
microscopic life was remarkably easy to get across—the concept of independent individuals smply could
not be trandated. So Jindigar let the devel oping science pass as the work of acommunion of hive-minds.
But he meticuloudly cast the closing scenein the ship'slab, dirt-smeared floor, campfire, and dl just asit
was now, with Threntisn in the role of technician, dressed in the belts, headdress, and sgils of amaster
craftsman.

When they were done, the hivemaster's rumble had turned thoughtful. Jndigar dispelled the crosdink
between Krinataand Threntisn, sensing Krinatas relief ashisown. He fdt dmost asif held forced her
into an intimate act. He needed to break down and beg her forgiveness, pledging to protect her body and
mind from any such invasion. The very ideaof her pliant body clagped in hisarms set him to trembling.
Time's running out. |'d better not even look at Dar.

The hivemaster findly stirred, seeming at last to have comprehended their plan to help the Rustlemother.
The long cornucopiathat was Krinatas image of the hive-mind squirmed about, asif searching for the
exit fromthe Archive.

How does one Dissolve a meta-Oliat? Jndigar had only the vaguest idea, but the standard procedure
wouldn't work in this case. Neither of the other two entitiesweretruly in Oliat. If they did "Dissolve,”
they would totaly self-destruct.

Before Jndigar could work up a plan, the hivemaster turned and dived down the throat of hisown
tunnel-memory, turning it ingde out, svalowing himsdf to turn end over end, lunging toward the Gate at
which they had entered, dragging the Oliat behind.

Reacting fagter than Jindigar, Threntisn closed the Gate ahead of the behemoth, telling the Oliat, asit
drew him dong initswake,//That's not an exit!// He shook at the meta-link joining them asif it werea
noisome animal stuck to his flesh by sucker pads. //Let mego! If he bresks out, he could pull the Archive
ingdeout.//

Thrashing, the Historian stretched the metarlink, dragging them backward, while ahead, the hivemaster
drovetoward the solid wall of the Archive, stretching the metarlink in the other direction, asif determined



to break through to freedom. If those links should snap...

The shdélliu roar roseto ahigher pitch asthelinks stretched. //Threntisn, if you can reform the Archive
around the hive-master so that it is headed for an exit, while | release the meta-links that bind you both to
me, perhaps we will separate without harm and let the hivemaster go on hisway.//

It was a desperate plan, but Threntisn apparently didn't sense that. He began shifting the environment
around them, giving them theillusion of hurling through the Archive toward the Eye. His control was
Steadier now, the toxin apparently wearing off at |ast.

Jndigar told Venlagar, who was strained to the breaking point with the extraweight of the meta-forms,
lNnreach, we need to take on energy from the shaeliu hum. Give methelinks one at atime.// Then he
warned his officers, apeculiar sense of cam steadying him, //Brace yoursalves. One way or the other,
thiswill be our last attempt at Dissolution. But no matter what happensto us, the Archive and the hive
must go free of it/

Then, one by one, starting with the metarlinks, Jindigar plucked the linkages from Venlagar's grasp and
infused them with the shaeliu roar until it thrummed through them dl. As heinduced the correct pitch into
the linkages the thundering vibration took over the Oliat. The linksthat bound the three entities
shimmered, becoming indistinguishable from that background carrier wave of universa energy.

| don't believe this. We're actually dissolving. Maybe there was more than one way to use ameta-link
to Dissolve adud-Centered Oliat.

Asthe moment gpproached when Jindigar would have no further control over the linkages, he became
hyperaware of Krinata. She was the center of atangled knot of infinitesmal colored threads—the links
she claimed to have to my officers. Ashewatched in amazement her links grew stronger, more
organized, as his own diss pated.

TWELVE
Dissolution

/lJindigar! Stopit! I can't makeit stop!// Krinatathrashed among her linkages, asif trying to extricate
hersdlf, but only succeeded in tangling herself more deeply, reinforcing the hold her own links had on her.

/1 don't know how!// She had Center'slinks all the time. She told me and | didn't believe her.

His officers strove to deny Krinata's links, too, and to stay with the Dissolution of Jndigar's, hoping
againg dl hope that they'd survive. Then, gradualy, each of them succumbed to despair, for Krinatas
links held them bound to each other in another Oliat—K rinatals Oliat—with Jndigar as her Outreach.
Shereally is Takoral

The shaelliu hum, once loud enough to pulverize bone, was fading fast, for her links were unbaanced.
Jndigar ignored the sickening whirl the change of Office made of hismind, knowing that the effect was
ten thousand timesworse for her. He had to think. If she could manage a balance and begin Dissolution,
Jndigar would find himsdlf in the same position she wasin now, snared in aspontaneoudy activated
network of linkages, for part of the energy hislinks had soaked up had come from her links—which had
been hanging on the edge of nebulosity, not quite thoroughly formed.

When an Oliat formed, it was bound by emitting energy— grounding it into a planetary core. An Oliat
was stable because it sat at the bottom of a potentia energy well. It had to absorb energy to disassociate

again.



Krinatas links had formed in the Hol ot cave, but he had prevented her from grounding the energies and
actudly taking Center. Which Takora wouldn't want to do, knowing the dangers. Thisis something
that's happening against her will.

When Jindigar had invoked Dissolution, hislinks had stolen energy from her links, causing her linksto fall
into solidity. If shetried to Dissolve, sheld soak energy out of hislinks again—and they'd go around and
around forever.

MIJindigar!// Krinatatwisted, turned, and pulled, rgjecting the potent intimacy of the Center linkeges asif it
burned, rejecting the position of Center, for it didn't belong to her anymore. Shereally is Takora! |
didn't destroy her!

Needing to relieve her suffering, he grabbed for hislinkages «. again. Only, they and the meta-links were
now too insubstantial, having soaked up too much energy from the shaeiliu hum, likeice melting, then
boiling away. You can't pick up a handful of steam. But hislinks were more like live steam compressed
inanetwork of pipes.

Nevertheless, they carried a doubled anguish as Krinata struggled againgt her linkages and, at the same
time, relived the moment Takora knew that she was trapped at Center, unable to Dissolve. She knew
that asaresult of her own bad judgment, her death would take her Oliat with her. It al flooded down her
Center-Outreach link. Hisown link to his Outreach resonated with the same emotion. Trapped.

Jndigar lived it with her: the moment he had redlized Takoras was doomed, and this moment when he
knew Jndigar's was likewise doomed—Dby his own bad judgment. The Laws of Symmetry, Parity, and
Polarity areinescapable Laws of Nature. But how many more timeswould they haveto liveit? Could
even death end it? | must—I must end it!

Along Krinata's own link to her Outreach hetold her, //Takora—Takora, you must calm down. Y ou've
got thelinks. Y ou must manage them.//

Her panic froze into ashocked stillness. A startling thrill of pleasure coursed through her linkages,
captivating her of-

ficers. She gasped, //Y ou—you know now? Y ou believe?/ All the linkages pulsed with that too-intimate
contact that shouldn't be there. Shetold him intently, asif everything depended onit, //Jindiga—Jindigar,
listen. | forgive you. | want o very much for you to forgive yourself. Please, try to forgive yoursdlf./

For thefirgt timein al thetimes sheld told him that, Jindigar heard. It seared through him like alightning
drike, so fast that he didn't have time to brace againgt it. And in the wake of that flash came afeding of
warm lightness. For the first time he experienced being Center. A knot he had hardly been aware of
melted ingde him, atight reluctance to abandon Center, an Office hed not redly held until this moment.
There are no shortcuts to Completion. //Takora. Takora—thank you.//

/Nt I'd had the courage, Jindigar, 1'd have begged you to release me asyou did thefirst time. Thistimel
don't need courage because | know it isn't the worst possiblefate. If you can save the others by killing
me, thendoit. | can't take Center—Jindigar, | mustn't do it!// She hesitated, then added, //Just tell Cyrus
| regretted leaving him.// With that, a serenity suffused her linkages, a peace that made him believe her.

And out of that peace an idea struck. It wasamost asif he could grasp the entire pattern of the
symmetries of the universe, asthe Oliat grasped the pattern of an ecology. Before the clarity could fade,
he reached for contact with the worldcircle and made himsdlf a conduit for those energies, intending to
pump that energy into the double network of linkages binding them. His Oliat had not been formed on
Dushaun, nor had Takoras second Oliat been grounded into Dushaun'sworldcircle. They were both of



Phanphihy more than anywhere e se. The energies should be compatible.

They didn't need much. The shdeiliu roar had dready provided most of the Dissolution energy. But the
dud-Oliat with metarlinks attached required an enormous amount of energy. And all the links had to be
saturated—al| at the sametime.

The metarlinks had stretched to the bresking point before shimmering into the high-energy form but il
held. Jndigar fet astonishment from Threntisn.

Threntisn tared trandfixed as the open Gate he had been trying to direct the hivemaster through filled
with the white glow of theworldcircle. A tendril of whiteness wisped through the Gate, threading through
the longitudinal axis of the cornucopia representing the hive-memory, through Jindigar, and through
Krinata. The shaft of worldcirclelight shot dong the meta-link right into the center of the Archive and the
Eye

An dectrifying surge lanced through them al when that wispy tendril touched the Eye, for it completed a
circuit between the core Infinity at the center of Phanphihy and the Eye of the Archive, which dso
opened into Completion, the Infinitude where dl was One.

But instead of gushing entirely into the links that bound Krinata's Oliat, the energy of the worldcircle shot
through the structure of the Archiveitsdlf, asif the Archive hungrily drank in the Dushaun component of
the new worldcircle. The superstructure of the Archive became adazzling array of thin lines dotted with
colored jewels glowing brighter and brighter, winking and flashing dl around them in receding
perspective— tesseract joined to tesseract, warping aside into the wildly unimaginable space that was
bigger ingde than outside.

The hive-mind, unaware that such beauty might sgna danger, gaveitsdf wholly to the primitive, exquisite,
uninhibited thrill of direct contact with the worldcircle—the illusory lure that had drawn them acrossthe
plain. //Chincheedidnt lie!//

The hivemaster checked his thrashing effort to escape from the trap which was the Archive and turned
end over end again to regard Jndigar and Threntisn with ever-increasing amazement.

Each hive species basked in the sensuous glory of the fountain they had regarded as amirage when it
disappeared as soon asthey got to it, and reappeared when they retreated. The sensitive hivebinders
flinched at full exposure to the Dushaun energy carried by the new circle, but then they succumbed to the
lure of pure rapture asthey basked in theintengfied flow of Phanphihy's energy. Jndigar recognized the
mindvoice of Chinchee's hivebinder, boldly leading the others to release their long pent-up fullsong.

| wonder what the Active Circle will be like for them?

Hut the hive knew nothing of that. Tasting the worldcircle energies through its hivebinders, the hive
concluded in ajoyousinductive legp, /It isthrough you, and only through you, that we may havethis. We
accept your peace gifts of health and life. We offer in return the peace-binding to One.//

Without pause the hivebinders unleashed the full power of their mindsong, reaching out to bind
al—Native and gtranger, Oliat and colonist—into one mind, throbbing with the seductive fullsong—an
innocent offering of shared joy and find understanding.

Seeing the metar-links asjust another form of bond, the hivebinders grabbed them up to weave them into
the group mind. But the meta-links were at amuch higher potential energy. The ingtant the contact was
made, energy drained from the meta-linksinto the hivebinders newly forged network. The meta-links
resolidified—only the hivebinders had creasted a new meta-link, joining four Centers—Jindigar, Krinata,



the hivemadter, and ThrentisVArchive.

A new tond wave, ashdeiliu hum octaves degper than anything Jndigar had ever imagined, shook
them—more fdt than heard invading Krinata's unba anced linkages and creating a painful subtone, asif
oneinstrument in a huge orchestrawas out of tune.

The Archive's recording of the meta-Oliat had held only a pale shadow of this eruption from the roots of
exigence. Its sheer intengity wasfrightening. The Archive itsdf resonated to the unsound with a powerful
kinship, just asthe Oliat links resonated to the shalelliu hum and Dissolve,

Something deep in Jndigar responded, aching and straining toward the raw energy, yet dso shrinking
from the searing,

dretching, bright painit ignited in hisbrain, blurring everything. Only a Complete Priest could tolerate
much of thig!

Smultaneoudy the hivebinders drew greedily on the unlimited worldcircle energy, channeling it into their
song. Asthey did, more and more Dushaun-tinged energy spilled into the Archive and drained into the
Archive's sructure, which began to shimmer as Dissolving Oliat linkages did.

/INol/l came Threntisn'sroaring denid. //Not the Archivel//

Abruptly darkness enveloped them. Disoriented, Jndigar discovered that the worldcircle current was
gone. Threntisn had dammed shut the gateway, cutting off the current. The hivebinderswailed in protest.

The hivemaster howled in shock at yet another betraya.

The Natives reaction cut off asthe Archive whirled and spun around them, imagesflashing by ina
searing, dazzling blur. Then everything dammed to astop, and Threntisn propelled them toward another
gateway.

Krinatas old fregfdl phobialanced through her linkages, infecting them al and injecting anew panic into
the hivemagter. Without warning the hivemaster twisted and dove at Threntisn.

Thelast Jndigar knew, the Historian disgppeared into the shifting images of the hivemaster and down the
shaft of the cornucopiaof hive-memory, as Jndigar had once falen with Krinata.

And he and Krinatawere falling, too, the Oliat they shared clustered around them, enmeshed in Krinatas
unbalanced linkages. The meta-linksjoining the dual-Oliat to the Archive and hivemaster shimmered with
energy that now drained back from the higher-potentia of the Archive, dimming the Archive's structure.
And that draining seemed to be under ddliberate control. Threntisn is doing that—but how?

The metarlink stretched and stretched, soaking up more and more energy. Findly it gave—not with the
expected lashing snap but gently—Dissolved away by the inrushing energy,

taking the excruciating deep shdeiliu hum—and al the pain— withiit.

Without trangtion Jndigar found himself aware of hisbody once more, chilled through, head aching asif
his brain were too big for his skull. He was sprawled awkwardly on the dirt-smeared floor of the lab.
Krinatas aching limbs and painful returning circulation wrung groansfrom al the others of the Oliat. None
of them were quite certain which Oliat they held Officein. But they dl lived.

In the split instant Jindigar had to assess that and note that the hivebinders were now grouped in ranks
five degp on the other Sde of the embers of the campfire, the fullsong hit them with redoubled intensity, a



paean of rgoicing carried on arisng wave of worldcircle energies thrumming with the seductive
overtones of Dushaun, home, and love.

In the fullsong Jindigar could hear the young voices of his children asthey would sing to the
accompaniment of hiswhule. He could fed the tender warmth flooding him as Darllanyu would gaze at
their firstborn, as he had seen Storm tending his child. Jindigar yearned for the pride of sheltering hisnew
family, so they could grow stronger and wiser than he. Hefelt Darllanyu's response to his need echoing
back at him through hisown Oliat'slink to her. And then they shared the cold knowledge that they had
taken pensone.

Sobered, Jndigar redlized that the hivemaster had returned the worldcircle energies, the source of
ecstasy, to the hive-binders, and now they were lost in the urges common to dl life, determined to share
their precious ddlight with everyone.

Fighting the lure of the fullsong, Jindigar pried his eyes open and blinked againgt oddly doubled vison as
he searched for Threntisn. He remembered that moment of total astonishment as Threntisn had stared
directly out of his Archive's Gate and into the full, onrushing current of the worldcircle energies—just
exactly asaPriest was exposed to it at induction.

/lJindigar, he's not dead!// Krinata dragged hersdlf toward Threntisn, who was still sprawled beside the
Rustlemother.

Shelay unmoving, but the Historian stirred dightly at Krinatals approach.

Krinataknelt and put out one narrow five-fingered hand but didn't dare try shaking him, not sure what the
contact might do to the Oliat—or to the Historian.

"/Mhrentisn!//"

Through thethickening veil of the fullsong Jindigar heard Krinatas voice harmonizing with hisown asthey
both spoke— she as his Outreach, and he as hers. This can't last. "//Threntisn!//" repested Jndigar,
getting hisfeet under him, trying to ignore the ingstent warmth spreading from glands awakened by the
fullsong. The pensone is gone. He stepped around the whule the hivebinders had abandoned and went
toward Krinata, unsurprised at how weak he felt.

Threntisn moaned, feding for hishead asif not sure it was ill there. He was covered with dozens of ugly
clots of blood where the hivebinders had stung him. He sat up, squinting to focus his eyes. With difficulty
heidentified Krinata. "Jndigar's?"

Jndigar wasn't quite sure what to answer as he hunkered down next to Threntisn. He found himsdlf
replying as Krinatas Outreach, "//We didn't think you'd survive!//"

Threntisn looked from one to the other, comprehension dawning. Then his eyestraveled to the ranks of
hivebinders undulating in unison behind them, and he rubbed his ears, closed his eyes, and said with
suppressed panic, "Jindigar—I can hear them!™

Jndigar probed with Oliat perception. "//It's alink—abond, Threntisn. Not ameta-link but more like an
Oliat duad subform bond.//" At least Threntisn wasn't physicaly responsive to the fullsong. He was il
much too far from Renewal to be troubled. "//But—how can aHistorian... Threntisn, you've become an
Aliom Priegt!//"

Threntisn's eyes flashed open but went unfocused in that typica Historian's gaze as he checked the
Archive. "I've got—the Whole Memory of the hivein the Archive! But, Jndigar—



they've got the Archive too. That's how—buit thisisn't possible—it'snot..."

Suddenly the Historian's gaze did past Jndigar. Jndigar turned and found Cyrus swaying in the doorway
of the treetment room, clutching the cowling of the artight sedl. Threntisn grinned human-fashion, with al
the ease of an Emulator, and announced asif hel just come from ahigh-leve diplomatic conference with
the hive, "The hive seesyou have recovered. They're going to let me cure the Rustlemother! Come,
Cyrus, I'll need your help." Glancing down at the comatose form of the Rustlemother, he retrieved the
blood sampler he had filled before the hivebinders stung him and added, "We must hurry.”

The Outrider flipped his hair back, fingered his stubbled chin, and gazed at the lab with dismay. Then, on
rubbery legs, he padded across the floor to the campfire.

Jndigar wasn't sure if he was responding to Threntisn's pleafor help, or if he was arrowing toward
Krinata, influenced by the hivebinders inaudible but compelling song.

Absently helping Threntisn to hisfeet, Cyrus said over his shoulder toward Krinata, who was il
knedling between Threntisn and the Rustlemother, "Jndigar's, should | go with Threntisnor am | on
duty?' Then his eyesfixed on Krinata, and something different about her awakened ablaze of hope. Me
bent asif to cup her shouldersin hishands, to findly take possession of hiswife, but Outrider training
held. He asked, "Arc you Dissolved?Isit over?' It didn't take an Emulator to see that the human was
affected by the hivebinders fullsong whether he could hear it or not.

Krinata could find no words, but Jindigar rose and answered through her, "//We are till bound.//* The
two Oliats, like the hive and the Archive, were linked, interlinked, and cross-linked by such atangled
webbing that Jindigar could see no way out for them.

Krinataturned to look up at Jindigar, and al her longing for Cyrus sharpened by the fullsong poured
through the link and out aong the double pattern of linkagesinto dl the officers. Darllanyu moaned.

Both sets of Oliat linkages thrummed deeply to the hive's fullsong, blotting out Threntisn's voice explaining
to Cyrus what had happened as he dragged the human away toward the lab room.

On asurge of fullsong too powerful to resist Jindigar becamelost in Krinatas large black eyes, swimming
in her pain, pierced to his core by her dashed hopes. Shame overwhelmed him. He, who had been
regarded as prince of awhole species, had not fulfilled his promise to Cyrus, while Cyrus, lord of aminor
Territory, and Krinata, Lady of Zavaronne, had lived up to their titles.

Her face, turned up to him, was white against the black of her gracefully swaying hair. Her facewasa
work of art, her body a statement carved from hedlth and vigor strengthened by adversity. Her
proportions bespoke subtle harmonies. Her movements flowed from some secret fastness beyond mortal
knowledge.

From that fastness she had |ooked gently into his soul and granted him absolution for theworst of all
crimes.

Shivering with awe before a greatness he could never attain, Jindigar sank to hisknees before her, able
only to efface himsdaf and hope to be granted the touch that would be life itsdlf.

It's the fullsong. He had never felt thisway except at the threshold of hiswedding trid.

He swalowed, acutely aware of the senditized tissues of histhroat and neck, the glands throbbing
mercilessy. Without volition his hand drifted toward Krinatal s cheek. //Takora—I wanted you—I
always hoped one day—//



She shied from histouch, hardly letting hisfingers brush her lips. /1t can't be, now—it can never be.// Her
eyes shifted toward Darllanyu, bringing severd ambiguous linkagesinto play. Under the simulation of the
fullsong each officer responded, setting both networks of linkages shimmering, blurring into one ancther.
Jndigar was as aware of the delicious tremor pulling Darllanyu toward him, as he was of Llistyien and
Venlagar reaching for one another, and Zannesu stroking Trinarvil'sthroat in plaintive question, and
Trinarvil agreaing, //1 will teach you, youngster, how thisisdone. And then— wewill see//

Jndigar curled hisfingersinto his pam, hoping the pain from the tender, developing nail rootswould
break him out of it, hut till he could not take his eyes off Krinata. He swallowed again, finding the
unmistakable taste of arousal seeping from long-unused glands. The fascination of that ache echoed in
five other Dushau throats grew to override dl thought of the Oliat's predicament. Jindigar reveled in the
deft fema e touches easing two other throats over that first, delectably painful, stretching.

Darllanyu was ready. He had only to reach for her. Her lingers had nursed him through that very first
Renewal onsat when there had been redl pain that had dashed arousal after arousal to nothing. He would
not put her through that again. Hisfingers yearned to show her what they had learned since thet first
crude eagerness. But the very thought of Dar's touch set the linkages to wobbling unpleasantly, driving his
eyes back to Krinata; where they rested and feasted hungrily, the linkages singing a promise.

His breath camein short burdts, in sync with the human pattern. He felt her aching marveloudy in avery
different place. But it was very much the same sensation, a body's way of demanding, Join with me.

All a once he needed her as he had never needed another in al hislife. And it was mutud. Theforces
loosein the Oliat drove them together, urge upon urge, wave upon wave, indgsting that the two Centers
must become one.

Krinata's human fingersfloated to hisfisted hand and hesitated. Jndigar's digphragm locked as he waited
for the touch of human skin. With exceptiona sengtivity she uncurled hislingers, her touch on hisswollen
nail beds unbdievably intimate. Then she cradled her cheek in the palm of hishand, positioning hislongest
finger at the point under her jaw where the most sengitive fema e gland should be, and asingle tear leaked
from her eye. //1 loveyou too. | dways have.//

His response came from hiswhole body, his skin raisng in tiny bumps, straining for contact. His hands
did down around her throat—~but there was nothing there except corded muscle and stiff tendons. He
knew there was no receiving tube under her tongue, either. Hewould only hurt her terribly if helet his

hungry lipsjoin hers, for he could not stop the reflexes now.

/lJindigar—// prompted Darllanyu, ready to take him and extract al that his glands could produce.

He had promised her. He had lit the marriage flame for her. He would not—did not want to—forsake
Darllanyu. But he could not tear his gaze from Krinata. The Oliat would not let him tear his gaze from
Krinata. //Dar... // It came out as half groan, half plea.

Darllanyu's seven-fingered hands reached for his neck from behind. The filaments of her skin inserted
themselves among the filaments of his skin, and she held the touch at that distance, seductively simulating,
infinitely promising.

The specid warmth spread in waves from every gland she stroked, and through the linkages he felt
Darllanyu's glands responding and knew the incomparable sensation of mutua gratification. He wanted to
turn and stroke her throat, lock his mouth over hersand let it finaly happen, but he could not bregk away
from Krinata. It was asif the very linkages had tuned to the fullsong, rich with overtones of the
worldcircle and Dushaun, hot, urgent, and demanding that they satisfy each other.



Krinatawas perfectly still with his hands around her neck, hisfingers brushing her rubbery skin. Her eyes
were half lidded, her lips parted in the barest hint of a Dushau woman'sinvitation. The round humps of
her mammary glands strained her shirt as she gasped with each of his movements. And with each aching
wave through her body, oddly enough, her linkages came closer into balance, the strain on the dua-Oliat
lessened. And faintly—oh, so faintly—under the fullsong came the shdeiliu hum, not the deep, grinding
bass the four-way meta-Oliat had produced but the higher octave of Jindigar's own Oliat.

That unheard sound tingled through their flesh. Krinata shivered, her skin prickling into little bumps. He
knew that in ahuman it didn't Signify the ultimate sexud arousa, but when Jndigar'sfingers hesitated, she
moaned in protest. Never had any woman meant more to him. Never had any woman's plea" sure been
more important to him.

So hedidn't flinch when Krinatas left hand rose to the base of his neck, seeking the sensitive spot
Takorawould know very well. And it was Takora's touch. Relief spread through him, and behind it came
awondrous adoration.

At lagt he was flung into the upward spird of fina arousa, hardly noticing Dar'sfingersfreezing at
Krinatas boldness. He surrendered to Krinata, barely awvare when her tentative touch shifted to afirm,
mature search for her own gratification from hisresponses. He didn't care—he didn't care about anything
but that marvel ous touch that derived its own pleasure from him.

The Oliat shuddered with him, urging him on. But it was dow, much too dow. Thelinkages were soaking
up most of the energy that should have propelled him into climax. Hefdt only Krinata's pesking
sengtivity, ft theincredible satisfaction her fingersfound in touching him—fdt Dar's gratification asif
Krinatasfingerswere her own—fdt Takorajoining them, making them whole.

Dar'sbody came againgt him from behind, her cheek againgt the side of his head, her hands guiding
Krinata's knowledge-ably, needing him to go on as much as he needed it, but he could get no farther.
None of them could tolerate this anymore.

He had to end it. He sought to wrench free and turn to Dar, but he only managed to move his hand from
Krinata's cheek to Dar'sfingers. Dar's mouth brushed his cheek.

And that wasfinaly enough. Histongue tensed against the roof of hismouth, and hisjaw fell open to
rel ease the bony tubes thrusting themsel ves upward from the floor of his mouth in the most powerful and
satisfying reflex. He wanted Darllanyu with the perfectly startling need of the very first full arousd.

Y et he could not take his hands off Krinata, and he was afraid held forget, in the find moment, to avoid
strangling her. It had been along time since Ontarrah.

Thethree of them and the other two couples behind them hung at full extension, throbbing with primal
need, yet not culminating, for al the energy drained into the linkages, raising their vibration. The volume of
the hum escaated with every straining urge toward fulfillment.

/IJindigar!// sobbed Darllanyu, unable to take it anymore. //To me! Y ou must.// Her frustration ate at him
as much as his Own, and as much asKrinatas.

All a onceit cameto him. Krinata held the key to their release. She, the other Center, was barely
aroused. She enjoyed arousing him, but now she craved more from him than his touch on her neck could
give her. Shaking with unresolved tension, Jindigar forced his handsto dide downward, closing hiseyes
to concentrate on the human sensations through the linkages, trying to convince his hands to seek lower
for her sengitive places. He had to do it. He was aflame with aneed to fedl her responding to him.



Darllanyu'swhimper of strangled protest lanced sharply through him. She needed his touch—and he
needed more than that from her. But if he turned to Dar, it would send the Oliat into wild oscillations and
disruption asit had when they'd called Eithlarin back.

He let his hands cup Krinatas breasts and felt the linkages respond, smoothly heading for Dissolution. He
focused on her pleasure to swamp out his physical revulsion. She couldn't help what sort of body she
had. He wanted his handsto tell her that her body was as beautiful as she was, as treasured as she was.
She was everything that awoman should be.

His hands remembered the skills they'd learned to please Ontarrah, and without valition they dropped
lower and lower. Her facetilted up to him, mouth open, inviting as she became wholly caught up in what
hewasdoing. And it felt so good to do it to her.

Thelinkagesfairly hummed with new energies, new tones and undertones, adding to the complex shaeliu
chord.

Suddenly the linkages tapped into the worldcircle directly. In that same moment both sets of linkages
expanded to the ends of time, then contracted toward Jindigar and Krinata, compressing them together.
For eternity dl he knew—all any of them knew—wasthét at lagt, at long, long lagt, the intolerable tenson
gripped tighter, and then ever tighter, so good, so very, very good. In sudden, swift, satisfying rhythm, it
broke into wave after wave of the delicious, anticipated catharss.

They gavethemsdlvesto it gratefully, Jindigar glad he had lived to enjoy the end of Renewa onset once
more.

But curioudy hewas dtill dive, asif something held him tight. Therewas il that nagging, doubling
sensation, and the sublimina impression of atiny white point embedded somewherein his consciousness.

Mélting onto the dirt floor, Jindigar buried hisfacein his hands, the taste of human sdivabright on hislips.
Theinterior of hismouth rearranged itsdf with dismaying swiftness. He was dimly aware from the lack of

aparticular taste that the cathars's had not been the dightest bit physical. Y et, impossibly, hefelt drained,

at peace, specificaly intheway he had not felt snce last Renewad.

Probing as for a sore tooth, he found that the linkages were gone. And he was il dive. 1t took a
congderable whilefor that tosnk in.

Worried about Krinata, he struggled to focus his eyes and found Threntisn injecting the Rustlemother with
serum. His other officers were picking themsdaves up, arranging their clothing and brushing off dirt,
marveling to each other that they had dl survived. They were tota ly inconspicuous among the dozens of
Natives packed densely dl around them. Some of them were till very involved in one another, while
others were matter-of-factly preparing to return to work.

Infront of Jndigar Cyrus knelt and pulled Krinataagainst him. She was crying and laughing
smultaneoudy, and there was no blood on her mouth, | didn't hurt her.

Cyrusseyes met Jndigar's, and the human gave atentative smile. But his eyes betrayed pain. How much
had Cyrus seen? Would he ever understand?

Jndigar turned to scoop Dar up beside him, at last able to place his hand on her neck—where it
belonged. Very ddiberately, in Cyruss sight, he raised Dar's face to his and covered her mouth with his
own, putting dl hislong-denied yearning for her into the contact, trying to let it explain that he had not
chosen Krinata—and never would. The touch didn't have the import it would have carried but a moment
ago, for she, too, was relaxed now. But neither did her mouth taste of satisfaction.



None of us had a physical release? The curiosity faded more rapidly than he could form the thought.
All that mattered was' the surge of mutua response engulfing them. Whatever release they had shared
wouldn' last long. Soon they could enjoy each other fully. And in private.

Before they could get too involved, Jndigar broke away and told Cyrus, with the greatest sense of
satisfaction that he had ever known at fulfilling avow, "Krinatas yours now. Just as| promised. It's not
that | don't care for her, Cyrus. Don't ever think that | didc—what | did—without caring for her. Sheis
precious to me beyond all measure—" To Krinata he added the finadl words of the Aliom divorce
celebration, "I'll never stop caring.”

She met hisgaze levelly. When sheintoned solemnly, "Through dl of what must yet come, what has been
will be asaflame extinguished,” he knew she recognized hiswords.

Everything that they'd ever meant to each other passed between them again. And somehow he knew
they, were each thinking how very beautiful it wasto give an ex-gpouse into the keeping of such afine
new mate.

"I don't think 1 likeit," said Cyrus, "when you look at her likethat."

Jndigar confessed, "'l was thinking how very, very beautiful your womanis. But, Cyrus, | wasthinking
your woman."

He turned to walk Darllanyu toward the door, more eager by the moment to reach the Renewa
compound to rekindle their marriage flame. But Dar pulled back toward the human couple. "Wait---1
want to say good-bye."

As she stepped back toward them she pulled her gold armlet off. Handing it to Krinata, she said, "'l want
you to havethis. It's been very preciousto mefor avery long time. Takora— understands.”

Krinataheld it asif it were afragile egg. "Oh, no—Dar— you it isnt—isn't it the First Renewd gift
Jndigar...?" Her eyes went to Jindigar, and he nodded, wondering how she knew. She shoved it back at
Dar. "l cant, redlly...."

Dar put her hands behind her back. "It's yours, because you have given me another First Renewa—agift
too precious to even speak of." She turned away, then hesitated, adding, "Krinata, you've got to explain
it to Cyrus—dll of it. Heredly hasaright to understand. And don't forget—my zunre are dways
welcomein my home." Then she cametoward Jindigar, and hisrelief at that movement wasincredible.

Threntisn covered the Rustlemother with ablanket and rose to follow Dar to the door. " Jindigar—wait.
Theré's something something about you—Darllanyu, may 17" He gestured imperatively, sgnaing Jndigar
to move asde asif heweretin apprentice caught doing something naughty.

Jndigar, feding too mellow to protest, went, grateful that at last he seemed lo be over the emotional
turbulence of onset. Perhaps now he could get on with the business of being their Active Priest and
putting the Templein order for the training of new Oliat. And soon there would be children to teach.

Threntisn cupped his pams around the edges of Jindigar's eyes and peered into them. Out of nowhere
there came a peculiar response that made Jindigar flinch.

"Hold il demanded Threntisn, his voice sounding doubled.

And it came again, raw, discordant, Jindigar wrenched his gaze aside and turned away, protesting,
"Dont—what are you doing?'



Threntisn stared at Jindigar, awe on hisface and wonder in hisvoice. "Are you hearing and seeing
double?!

"So what? After what we've been through I'm not surprised.”
"Closeyour eyes."

Trinarvil pulled Zannesu over to watch Threntisn's examination, medical interest overcoming Renewal
momentarily.

Exasperated but humoring the Historian, Jndigar closed hiseyes.
"Do you sense abright dot or aspot of light floating off behind your vison somewhere?!

"Wadl, yes—Threntisn, it may be centuries before we under-' stand what happened to us—it violated dll
kinds of theory. If we suffer afew nervous aberrationsfor awhile, that'sasmal priceto pay for our lives.
Renewa will hed it dl. Don't worry."

"Renewa won't hed this" returned the Historian ominoudy. "Jindigar, that light isanew ArchivesEye,
just opened and not properly sealed and structured yet. That's why you're seeing and hearing
double—you don't have thetraining to handleit."

"ArchivesEye..." repested Jndigar.

"I don't think you appreciate how rare an event thisis," Threntisn went on. "It happens spontaneoudy
maybe oncein ahundred generations, and then only to trained Historianswho have just given up an
Archive. It usually happens only when there's been some great pivota event to—oh." He looked around
at the Natives who were gathering to watch the knot of colonists.

Jndigar put in, "1 conic from aHistorian family. | know what you're saying.............cec.e.... "
"Can you hear them?' Threntisn's eyesflicked back to Jndigar, "Does your Archive pick up any of that?"

"No," denied Jndigar, wanting to deny the whole concept. All he wasinterested in was Dar and raisng a
family.

"They're saying that thisis not a Historica event at al but an evolutionary one. Thelongest Whole
Memory doesn't reach back to when the last species was added to the hive. Now they've added five
new speciesal at once. We are anew thing—a completely new thing on the face of this planet, a
nine-species hive. A new Whole Memory—aredly big Whole Memory isrequired.”

Dismay crept over Jndigar as he began to believe. "Threntisn, | can't—I'm a Priest, not aHigtorian. | told
you that once before.”

"Yes—hut as| recal, you aso told me that you would become aHistorian when | became a Priest. And
according toyou, | have."

"Apparently. But | don't have the gift of prophecy. That's Trinarvil's—"

Hetraded glances with the Hedler. "Y ou did predict this, Jndigar. Weveall heard you say it any number
of timeswhen the Historians persistence annoyed you.”

"I'll train you to erect the Archive around your Eye," offered Threntisn, "if you'll train meto handlethis
dued."



Jndigar surveyed the Natives slently watching them. Through Threntisn'slink to the hive-mind they dl
understood what was going on in their hiveheart. Jindigar agreed to the exchange, adding, "It seemsthat's
the nature of this planet, combining disparate types to mutua benefit. If wewish to live here, we must
learn the local ordinances of the Laws of Nature.”

But no matter what, | am an Aliom Priest.
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