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CHAPTER

Alittle before dawn, Amanda Mdrgan woke in the front roomof the tiny
apartment rented by the fanmly which had risked giving her shelter. A young
girl shared the front roomfloor with her; but she still slunbered, as did the
rest.

Amanda had sl ept in the shapel ess brown snock that had been all but forced on
the inhabitants of this world and its sister planet of Mara by the Cccupation
Forces now ruling them She rose now wi thout putting on her ankle-high bush
boots, and squatted on her heels beside her borrowed sl eeping mat, and rolled
it up.

Stowing it in a corner of the roomand picking up the boots in one hand, she
quietly let herself out into the hall. Still carrying the boots, she went
along it to nake use of the comunal bathroom at the hall's end; then
descended the narrow wooden stairs into the street.

Just inside the tenenent's street door, she stopped to put on the boots. The
snock had a hood, which she now pulled up over her head to hide her face.
Silently, lifting the latch of the door, she slipped out into the nist-di med,
pre-dawn |ight of the enpty streets of Porphyry. It was a small town in the
subtropi cal uplands of Hysperia, the northeastern continent of the Exotic

pl anet of Kultis.

Through those streets between the graying, unpainted wood faces of the
tenenents, she went swiftly. Mst of the |oca
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countrysi de hormes, had been brought here and required to build these dwellings
for their own shelter, close under the eye of authority; and the fact that the
requi red design and materials of the buildings made themfiretraps had not
been entirely unintentional on the part of the designers. For the plan behind
the Occupation was for the Exotics of Mara and Kultis to die off-as nuch as
possi bl e by their own doing.

She thought of those sleeping within; and felt a sensation as if her heart
noved under her breast at the thought of |eaving them as a nother night react
at having to | eave her children in the hands of brutal and antagonistic
caretakers. But the word that had been sent her was the one nessage that could
override all else; and she had no choice but to go.

After several turnings down different streets she slipped between two
bui | di ngs and energed into the open yard-space behind them Just before her
lifted the six-neter height of the wooden fence that now encl osed the town;
and whi ch those who inhabited it had al so been forced to build.

At the foot of this fence she stopped and, reaching in through a slit in her
robe, | oosened sonething. As she gave her body a shake a coil of |oose rope
dropped about her feet. She stepped out of it and bent to pick it up by the
runni ng | oop al ready worked into one end.

She gathered up the rest of the rope and dropped it by armlengths back onto

t he sparse grass of the untended ground at her feet, shaking it out and
recoiling it up again into | oose loops in her left hand, to make sure there
were no kinks in it. Then, taking the last neter or so of the other end with
the running loop into her right hand, she shook the [ oop sliding through that
eye of rope to a larger circle, swng it a fewtimes to get the feel of its
wei ght and bal ance, and took a step back fromthe foot of the wall.

She | ooked up at the fence, past the flimy wal kway that allowed it to be
patrolled by those on guard, with no nore than their heads show ng above the
poi nted ends of the uprightly placed | ogs that nade it.

Sel ecting one particul ar |og-end, she swng the captive |oop in her right hand
in a couple of graceful circles and then let it fly upward. She had been
handl i ng a | asso since her early childhood on the distant planet of her birth,
one of the few Younger Worlds
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had flourished. The loop flew fair and true to settle over the upper end of
the | og she had chosen

She pulled it tightly closed, and tried her weight on the rope. Then, with its
aid, she wal ked up the inner face of the wall until she could pull herself
onto the wal kway. Loosening the |Ioop fromthe |og-end, she enlarged it and put
it around her so that it formed a | oop diagonally about her body from one
shoul der and around and under her opposite hip. Doubling that loop with nore
of the rope, she threwthe long end of it down the wall's far side, clinbed
over the fence and proceeded to rappel down its outside face, nountaineer
fashion. Once solidly on the ground she pulled the rest of the rope around the
| og- end overhead and down into her hands. Recoiling it around her wai st over
her robe as she went, she headed for the darkness of the forest, only a short
di stance away.

The forest hid her and she was gone. But she had not |eft unobserved. One of
the early waking inhabitants of a building, |ooking out a back wi ndow, had
seen her go. By bad luck, he was one of the few locals who tried to curry
favor with the Qccupation Forces-for there were good and bad Exotics, as there
were people of both kinds in all cultures. Hs attention had been caught by a
glinpse of a figure noving outside while the curfew of the night just passed
was still in effect. Now he lost no tine in dressing and hurrying hinmself to
Mlitary Headquarters.

Consequently, she was al nost to her destination when she becane aware of being
foll owed by green- uniforned, booted figures, with the glint of metal in their
hands that could only cone frompower rifles or needl e guns. She went on, not
hurrying her pace. They wei-e already close enough to kill her easily with



their weapons, if that was what they wanted. They would be waiting to see if
she woul d I ead themto others; and in any case their preference would be to
take her alive; to question her and otherwi se amuse thensel ves with her before
killing her. However, if she could only gain a few m nutes nore, a small

di stance farther

She wal ked on unhurriedly, her resolve hardening as she went. Even if they
tried to take her now before she reached her intended destination, still all

m ght not be lost. She was Dorsai, of the Dorsai; a native of that cold, hard,
nmeagerly bl essed pl anet whose only wealth of natural resources lay inits
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areas of arable and pasture land on its stark islands, upthrust fromthe waves
like the tops of the underseas nountains.

For generations, the Dorsai had seen their sons and daughters | eave hone to
sell their mlitary services in the wars of the other Younger Wrlds; and so
earn the interstellar credits the Dorsai needed to survive. \Wile those behind
her now were the sweepings of those other worlds. Not real nilitary; and
spoi |l ed beyond that by the fact that the Exotics they were used to dom nating
did not know how to fight, even if they were willing to do so to save their
lives. So that those who followed her now had cone to believe that nerely to
show a weapon to any unarned civilian produced instant obedi ence.

So, at close quarters, if those behind did not first cripple her with their
power or needl e guns, she could handle up to half a dozen of them In any
case, it would be strange if in the process she could not get her hands on at

| east one of their weapons. |If she did that, she would have no trouble dealing
with even a full platoon group.

But she was alnpbst to the place toward whi ch she had been headed; and they

were still sone neters behind her. It becane nore and nore obvious they were
nmerely follow ng, unsuspecting that she night know they were there, and hoping
she woul d lead themto others they could capture as well. She had been wor ki ng

here as an undercover agent fromQd Earth for three years now, hel ping the

| ocal popul ace endure, and wherever possible, resist these followers of

O hers-the new overlords of the Younger Worlds. These sol diers would at | east
have heard runors of her. Undoubtedly it was inconceivable to themthat she
could be al one and elude themthat |ong-that she nust have some organi zation
hel pi ng her.

She smiled a little, to herself'. Actually, her nmpst active work in those
three years had anpbunted to occasionally rescuing a prisoner of these sane
jack-booted intation soldiers, when this could be done w thout giving away
her true identify. Mostly, her job had been to provide reassurance to the

| ocal Kultans. So that they, |ike the other dom nated peoples of' the Younger
Worl ds, would know they had not been entirely forgotten by those still hol ding
out behind the phase-shield of O d Earth. Holding yet, against the
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conbi ned strength of the Younger Wirlds and the self-naned, multital ented

O hers who rul ed them

But now, her hopes lifted. Those foll owi ng had del ayed al nbst too | ong. She
had at |ast reached the little hillock of flourishing undergrowh and young
trees, which she had transplanted here three years before with great care and
| abor. She stopped; and, al nost casually, began to tear up a strip of turf
between two of the trees.

That, she thought, should intrigue them enough to keep them from rushi ng upon
her too swiftly. The turf came free, as it had been designed to do; being

artificial, rather than real, like the rest of the vegetation in the hillock
Below it was the netal face and handle of a ship's entry port.
At | ast, she noved swiftly, now. A second | ater the door was open and she

was inside, closing it behind her. As she turned the handle to | ocking
position, the blast froma power rifle rang ineffectively against its outer
side. She took two strides, seated herself in the chair before the command
panel and |aid hands on the controls.

A Dorsai courier vessel did not need tinme to warmits atnosphere drive before
respondi ng, even after three years of idleness. Alnost in the sane nonent as
she gripped the control rod, the ship burst fromthe hillock, sending an

expl osion of earth, grass and trees in all directions. On ordinary atnosphere
drive she lifted and hedgehopped over the nearest ridge. As soon as she knew
she was out of her pursuers' sight, she phase-shifted the craft clear of the
pl anet in one junp. Her next shift was al nost i mediate, to two |light-years
beyond the sun just now rising, which was the star called Beta Procyon by
those on A d Earth.

Qut at last in interstellar space, she was beyond pursuit and discovery by any



ship of the Younger Wrlds. Here in deep space, she was as unfindable as a

m nnow in a world-w de Ccean.

She gl anced around the unkenpt interior of the vessel. It was hardly in
condition for a formal visit to Od Earth, let alone to the Final

Encycl opedi a. But that was beside the point. What mattered was that she had
got away safely past whatever ships had been on guard patrol around the Wrl ds
under Beta Procyon. Ahead of her still lay the greater task, the matter of
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mean runni ng the gauntlet of the Younger Wrlds' fleet besieging that world.
Sonehow she nust slip safely through a thick cordon of nuch better armed and
ready battl eships, to which her owmn snmall vessel would i ndeed be a mi nnow by
conpari son.

But that was a problemto be dealt with when she cane to it

CHAPTER

2

Through the library window, the cold nountain rain of early winter in the
north tenperate zone of Ad Earth could be seen slanting down on the |eafless
oaks and the pines around the little | ake before the estate building that was
the earliest home he could remenber, as Hal Mayne. Overhead, obscuring the
peaks of the surroundi ng nountains, the sky was an unbroken, heavy, gray
ceiling of clouds; and the gusts fromtinme to tinme slanted the rain at a
greater angle, and nmade the treetops bow nonentarily. The darkness of the day
and the | owering clouds nmade the wi ndow slightly reflective; so that he saw
what was barely recogni zable as an image of his face, |ooking back at himlike
the face of a ghost.

An unusually early wi nter had comenced upon the Rocky Mountains of the North
American continent. An early winter, in fact, was upon the whole northern

hem sphere of the planet. Qutside, the day was chill and dismal, sending
forest creatures to their dens and holes. Wthin the library a fire burned
brightly in the fireplace, with the good snell of birch wood, started by the
aut omati c machi nery of the house on a signal froma satellite overhead. The
ceiling lighting was bright on the spines of the antique books that solidly
filled the shel ves of the bookcases covering all the walls of the room

This was the home where the orphan Hal had been raised by his tutors, the
three old men he had | oved-and the place where
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he had been sixteen el even years ago. It was an enpty house now, as it had
been ever since; but usually he could find confort here.

They' re not dead, he rem nded hinmself. No one you | ove ever dies-for you. They
go on in you as long as you live. But the thought did not help.

On this cold, dark day he felt the enptiness of the house inescapably around
him H's mnd reached out for consolation, as it had on so many such
occasions, to remenbered poetry. But the only lines of verse that cane to him
now did not confort * They were no nore than an echo of the dying year

out side. They were the lines of a poemhe had hinself once witten, here in
this house, on just such a day of oncom ng winter, when he had just turned
thirteen.

Now, autumm's birch, white-arnmed, disrobedfor sorrow, In wounded days, as that
weak sun slips down Fromfailing year and sodden forest nold, Pray for old
nmenories |ike tarnished bronze;

And when night sky and mist, like sisters, creeping, Bring on the horned ow,
hooti ng at no nmoonMburn like a lute beneath the wotfskin wi nds, That on the
hol | ow | og sound hol | ow horn.

-Achime rang its silvery note on his ear. A wonan's voice spoke. "Hal," said
the voice of Ajela, "conference in twenty mnutes. " "I'Il be there," he said
He sighed. "Clear!" he added, to the invisible technol ogical magic that
surrounded him The library, the estate and the rain w nked out. He was back
in his quarters at the Final Encyclopedia, in orbit far above the surface of
the world he had just been experiencing. The rain and the wind and the
library, all as they would actually be at the estate in this noment, were |eft
now far bel ow him

He was surrounded by silence -silence, four paneled walls and three doors; one
door leading to the corridor outside, one to his bedroom and one to the
carrel that was his ordinary
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wor kroom About himin the main roomwhere |ie stood were the usual padded
arnchair floats and a desk, above a soft red carpeting.

He was once again where he had spent nost of the past three years, in that
technol ogi cal nmarvel that was an artificial satellite of the planet Earth, the
Fi nal Encycl opedia. Permanently in orbit about Earth. Earth, which in this
twenty-fourth century its emigrated children now called Od Earth, to
distinguish it fromthe world of New Earth, away off under the star of Sirius
and settled three hundred years since.

Around him again was only the silence-of his room and of the satellite
itself. The Final Encyclopedia floated far above the surface of Earth and just
bel ow the m sty white phase-shield that engl obed and protected both world and
Encycl opedi a. Too far off to be heard, even if there had been atnosphere
outside to carry the sound, were the warships which patrolled beneath that
shield, guarding both the satellite and Earth against any intrusion by the

war ships of ten of the thirteen Younger Wirlds, beyond the shield.

Hal stood for a nonment |longer. He had twenty mnutes, he rem nded hinsel f'.

So, for one last time, he sank into a cross-|egged, seated position on the
carpeting and let his mnd relax into that state that was a form of
concentration; although its physical and mental mechani sms were not the usua
ones for that nental state.

They were, in fact, a conbination of the techniques taught himas a boy by
Walter the InTeacher-one of those three who had died el even years ago-and his
own sel f-evol ved creative nethods for witing the poetry he had used to make.
He had devel oped the synthesis while he was still young; and Walter the

I nTeacher, the Exotic anong his tutors, had still been alive. Hal renenbered
how deeply and chil di shly di sappoi nted he had been then, when he had not been
able to show off the picture his mnd had just generated, of the birch tree in
t he wet autumm wood. The raw i mage of the poem he had just witten.

But Walter, usually so mld and conforting in all things, had told himsternly
then that instead of being unhappy he should feel lucky that he had been able



to do it at all. The ability Walter had said, was not unknown, but rare; and
few peopl e ha@ever been able to conceptualize on that |evel. He had expl ai ned
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that the difference between what nost coul d nanage and what Hal had evidently
been able to do was the difference in the creation of what Walter gave the
nane of "vision, " as opposed to an "immge" -quoting an ancient artist of the
twentieth century who al so had the capability. "Mst people can, with
concentration, evoke an image," Walter had told him "and, having evoked it,
they can drawit, paint it, or build it. But an inage is never the conplete
thing, imagined. Parts of it are m ssing because the person evoking it takes
for granted that they're there. Wiile a vision is conplete enough to be the
thing, itself; if it only had solidity or life. The difference is |like that
bet ween a hi storic episode, thoroughly researched and in the mnd of a
historian, ready to be witten down; and the same episode in the menory of one
who lived through it. Now, is it an actual vision you' re tal king about?" "Yes.
Yes!" Hal had said eagerly. "It's all there-so nuch you can al nost touch it

as if it was solid. You could even get up and walk around it and see it from
t he back! Wiy can't you try harder and see it?" "Because |'mnot you," \Walter
had answer ed.

So, now, under the pressure of his concentration, but for the last time, there
seened to take shape in the air before Hal a reproduction of the core image of
the Final Encyclopedia' s stored know edge.

Its shape resenbled a very thick section of cable made of red-hot, gl ow ng

Wi res-but a cable in which the strands had | oosened, so that now its thickness
was double that it might have had originally-it appeared about a neter in
cross section and perhaps three nmeters in | ength.

In this mass, each individual strand was there to be seen. Not only that; but
each strand, if anyone | ooked cl osely enough, was visibly and constantly in
nmovemrent, stretching or turning to touch the strands about it, sometines only
briefly, sometinmes apparently welding itself to another strand in what seened
a permanent connection.

Oiginally it had appeared before himlike this thanks to the sane
technol ogi cal nmagic of the Encycl opedia that had seened to place himin his
old home, below. Wth the broadcast inmage he had fornmed this continually
updated vision in his roomso that he could study it. But over the years, as
he had cone to
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| earn each strand of it, he had begun to be able to envision it by
concentration al one.

He had begun this study after seeing Tam A yn, then Director of the

Encycl opedi a, standing in the data control room and exam ning the sanme i mge
perpetual |y broadcast there. For all Hal knew, at the nonent that room and

i mge could be next door to himnow. There was no pernmanent |ocation within
the Encyclopedia to any of its parts, because it noved them around at the
conveni ence of its occupants.

Tam A yn had been Director of the Encyclopedia for nearly a hundred years.
Before that he had been an interstellar newsman, who had tried for his own
personal revenge to turn the hatred of all the occupied worlds upon the
peopl es of Harmony and Association, the two self-naned Friendly Wrlds

coloni zed by the Splinter Culture of both true faith-holders and religious
fanati cs.

Tam had bl aned them then, for the death of his younger sister's husband-to
avoid facing his own guilt for that death. Wen he had failed to nmake the
Friendlies anathema to the rest of the human race, he had at |ast seen hinself
for what he had becone. Then he had cone back here, to the Encycl opedia, at
whi ch he had once shown a rare talent. Here, he had risen to the Directorship;
and he alone had learned to identify the know edge behi nd each apparently
glowi ng strand, merely by gazing at it, without the help of the instrunments
used by the technicians who were always on duty in the core room

So it had been Tam s exanple that fired the imagi nation of Hal. For a noment



even the vision before Hal now di med, overlaid in his mnd by the gray shadow
of the old man. Tam woul d be sitting alone, now, in those quarters of his;

that had been transforned by the Encyclopedia into an illusion of a woodl and
glade with a streamrunning through it, its day and ni ght always as the
surface of Earth directly bel ow hi m saw the sun or not.

Tam woul d be al one now because Ajela, the Assistant Director, had left himto
hold the conference. Alone, and waiting for death, as soneone weary at the end
of too long a day might wait for steep. Waiting, but holding death, |ike

sl eep, at bay; because he still hoped for a word fromHal. A word of success
Hal had not been able to bring him



12

Gordon R Dickson

Three years before, Hal had had no doubt he would bring that word, eventually.
Now, after those slow years with no progress, the tinme had come when he nust
face the fact he never would. He nust announce it at the conference of which
Ajela had rem nded him He could not be late, after his unusual offer to
attend, when for so | ong he had avoi ded such adm nistrative discussions

bet ween Aj el a and Rukh Tamani, the faith-holder and kindler of Ad Earth's
awakeni ng.

Now, Hal tried once nore to concentrate on his vision of the know edge store.
He had gone beyond Tamin the reading of it. Like Tam he could know from a
particul ar part of a glowing wire which specific bit of know edge it
represented. But, nore than Tam he had been able to reach through to 'hat
know edge directly; though he had failed at beconing able to read it.

It woul d not have been a conscious reading in any case. \Wat the know edge
was, woul d have sinply, suddenly been available there in the back of his
menory. A dead and buried bit of menory; but one which, with an effort, he
woul d have been able to bring alive to his conscious mnd. It was not that he
| acked nental space to hold so much information. He had tried, and found that
t hat same back of the human nmi nd-though not the consci ousness up front-could
contain all the know edge the Encycl opedia itself held; which was all the
know edge renenbered and known on the world bel ow

But so far it was still, to him an untouchable know edge " To bring it
back to life required its being put to use consciously; and this final step
hi s conscious mnd had proved i ncapabl e of. The human conscious could only tap
stored wi sdom al ong the straight-line, sinple route of concrete thought-one

pi ece at a tine.

For the | ast year and a half he had struggled to find ways to put to conscious
use the whole of the stored know edge. But he had found none, and in
consequence the doorway to the Creative Universe he believed in had remai ned
closed to him Yet he knew it was there. Al the art and inventions of
recorded history attested to that fact; each piece of art and each invention
was an existing proof that a purely Creative Universe, where anything was
possi bl e, could be reached and used. He had made use of it hinself to create
poens-good or bad, made no difference, as long as they had had no existence in
t he known uni verse until he
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made them And they had not. But still they came only from his unconsci ous.

So, the doorway was there. But he could not enter it. Wiat he wanted was to
physically put hinself inside it, as he nmight put hinself inside another

physi cal universe. The bitter part was to know it could be entered, but not
know how. Since he had been born as Donal G aene, the Dorsai, he had severa
times entered it; but always w thout know ng how he did so. Once, had been his
return to consci ousness anong the historically fixed events of the
twenty-first century. In that instance he had nade use of a dead nan's body to
nove about, had heard a carved stone lion roar like the living animal; and he
had come back fromthat past time to a nonment eighty years later than he had

| eft, physically changed froman adult man to a two-year-old boy.

The doorway had been there for himto pass through then, seenmingly sinmly
because he had believed then he could do it. Wiy could he not find that belief
agai n, now? Unl ess he could; and unless he could enter it at will, know ng how
he had done it, all he had acconplished and experienced in three different

per sonas had been wast ed.

He told himself grimy, now, that the goal he had set hinself a hundred years
in the past as Donal Graenme could only have been a fal se one. All he had

achi eved had been to prod the historic forces of humanity into giving birth to
the Others, and the eventual certainty of AOd Earth's conquest and
destructi on.

He could not go on this way, possibly only naking matters worse. But, even



thinking this, he had weakened. Now, even with Ajela and Rukh waiting, he was
going to try to find the doorway one nore tinme before giving up forever. He

sat, filling his mind with the storehouse of know edge represented by the

i mge before him until it was all within him

He tried, once nore, to use it, to enter the place where he could use it.
And . . . Nothing. He sat unchanged, unenlightened. The know edge lay like a

dead thing within him usel ess as books forgotten as soon as they had been
read, cloaked in an eternal darkness. "Hat," said the voice of Ajela, "Rukh
and | are already here
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inm office. Are you conming?" "Com ng," he answered; and put the inmage of the
know edge core, together with all the hopes of his lifetinme, away for good.
CHAPTER

"Sorry I"'mlate," Hal said. He came in and sat down in the enpty fl oat

remai ning of the three that were pulled up to Ajela' s | arge desk, now awash

wi th paper. That had never been the case up until the last year. Now, with Tam
al nost hel pl ess physically -not because his body had been damaged, or |ost any
of its natural strength, but because the living will in himto nove it was
fadi ng- Aj el a begrudged every nonment she could not be by his side. "You weren't
tempted to change your m nd about coning?" Ajela asked. Her blue eyes were
sharp upon him "No," said Hal.

As usual, the controls of the Final Encyclopedia had aligned his quarters with
the corridor that led for a short distance past the Director's office, which
Aj eia had used since Tamhad quitted it pernmanently, two years before, naning
Hal to succeed himas Director. Hal had had to walk only a few nmeters to get
here. "No excuse. No delays. | just forgot the tine."

Rukh Tamani, he saw, was al so | ooking at him penetratingly. The two wonen had
been tal king as he cane in-sonething about Earth, of which Ajela had, sonewhat
unwi | I'i ngly, becone, de facto chief executive. This, because sinply as a
practical matter, with Hal |eaving everything to her in order to search for a
way into the Creative Universe, she controlled the
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Fi nal Encycl opedia. More inmportantly she had defacto control of the

Encycl opedi a's contract for the services of the Dorsai

For the Dorsai, when they had cone to the defense of Earth at Hal's urging,
had been too wi se fromover two hundred years of experience not to insist that
they would refuse to give their lives without the usual contract for their
mlitary use.

Knowi ng history, and the m nds of those on worlds that had enpl oyed them they
had made their contract with the Encycl opedia; ignoring all the frequently
quarreling |l ocal governnents of Earth, itself. That had meant that, in theory,
at least, the defense of Earth took its orders fromthis desk of A ela's.

Hal knew, and the two wonen at the table knew, that the Dorsai would have cone
to put their lives and skills at the service of the Mother Wrld, in any case.
The contract they had signed called for conmpensation for two mllion trained
men and wonen, warshi ps and equi prent, which represented a fully prepared
space force only a full world with the resources of Earth could afford to pay
for; and even that, over an extended period of tine. But whether the Dorsa
woul d ever actually collect their final pay or not nade little difference.
They all knew that, barring a mracle, the odds were there woul d be few of
themleft to collect when the tine cane.

Wt hout the breakthrough that Hal had been unable to make, these three now in
this room at least, were aware that the Ohers, with all the war resources of
t he Younger Worlds ava' lable, must, in the end, prevail. Driven by the
remarkabl e intelligence and destructive intentions of their |eader, Bleys
Ahrens, eventually that fleet outside the shield would grow | arge enough to
break through; and, dying in droves if they rmust, overwhelmthe nore
skillfully crewed, but |ess nunerous, ships that could be put up in opposition
by the Dorsai al one.

Thirty-one hundred and sixty-two fighting ships, operated around the clock by
a scant two mllion people divided into four shifts-three of them working and
one rotating in reserve at all tlmes-were few enough to patrol the inner
surface of a gl obe | ar @enough to enclose, not only the Earth itself, but the
orbit of the Final Encycl opedia. The day had to cone when the Younger Worlds
fl eet would phase-shift through the shield in incredible nunbers; and the end
be seal ed.

The fact that the Dorsai woul d be dead before the forces of
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the O hers owned the skies over a helpless Earth would be little consol ation
to Earth's people when that day came. "To catch you up on what |'ve just been
tal king over with Rukh," said Ajela, 11 we' ve got unexpected good news from
bel ow i n the shape of the latest statistics.”

The concept of "good news" jarred on Hal in the face of what he knew and had
cone here to say. But, surprisingly, he saw that Rukh was clearly in agreenent
with Ajela' s assessnent. Both wonen were | ooking at himwi th what seened to be
lifted spirits-and the difference was particularly noticeable on Rukh's part.
She had been pushing her frail physical strength to the lint by adding much
of Ajela's office work to her already excessive speaki ng engagenents down on
the surface, so as to free the other woman, Ajela, to have as nmuch tine as
possible with Tamin his | ast days.

The |l east Hal could do for them he told hinself now, was to listen first to
what they had to tell himbefore delivering the bad news of his own hard
decision. "Tell ne," he said.

Aj el a picked up a paper fromthe desk before her. "These are statistics from
Earth as a whole, conmpiled fromall the areas," she said; and began to read:
' food production as a whole up eight per cent-' (in spite of all those
wild conplaints we've had that the phase-shield cuts down on needed sunli ght
over growi ng areas-) 'netals production up eleven per cent. Metals directly
requi red in spaceship production up eighteen per cent. Production of warships,



fullyfitted, armed, and test-flown, now up to an average of one every three
and a half days. Enlistnent in the training canps for spaceship crews by

Eart h-born applicants, up'-listen to this, Hal-'sixty-three per cent!
Graduation of fully trained but inexperienced crew people up el even per cent
o ke

She continued to read. Rukh was al so watching her now, Hal saw. He sat
listening to Ajela and watching them both. Rukh's dark-olive face seened to
glow with an invisible but pal pable inner Iight fromunder her black crown of
neat, short hair.

That |ight had al ways been there, since he had net her in the canp of the
guerrillas she had led on Harnmony. But it seened to stand out nore now,
because she had never really recovered Physically fromher weeks of torture at
t he hands of Anyth
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Bar bage-then an officer of the Harmony MIlitia, and now, ironically, her npst
dedi cated di sci pl e and protector

It was an index of the power of her faith that, sinply by bei ng what she was,
she had been able to turn that | ean and fearless fanatic fromwhat he had been
to what he was now. Strangely, also, her unbelievable beauty had been
hei ght ened rat her than | essened by that ordeal in the prison. She seened in
some ways to Hal -and he knew that those who flocked in their thousands to hear
her felt it even nore strongly-nore spirit than flesh

Underneat h the wi ne-colored shift she wore, with its |ong sl eeves and

col l arl ess neck, Hal knew she now wei ghed only slightly nmore than ten pounds
over the weight she had been reduced to when he had carried her, nore dead
than alive, out of the MIlitia prison on Harnony. The skin was still stretched
taut over her neager flesh and bones. And at that nonent there was a glint
fromthe narrow colum of her neck, as the highly polished lines of a cross
incised in a gray-white disk of Harnmony granite, hung froma steel chain-the
only thing resenbling an ornament he had ever seen her wear-caught the
overhead lighting of the room It flashed nonentarily with a Iight not unlike
the Iight behind her dark eyes.

There were no circles under those eyes, no tightening of the skin over her
cheekbones-if that were possible-to show the exhaustion that nust be within
her. But Hal knew she was tired, self-driven to the point of near-coll apse;
for she would not refuse the hosts of people down on all parts of the Earth
who begged to see her in person. And she would not step back fromthe work she
had taken to herself up here, too.

Nor could he blane Ajela for allowing her to take over the work at this desk.
Aj el a had not asked to be the ultimate authority over a clanoring, bickering
Ad Earth that was only now beginning to wake fromits illusions. At |ast, now
that it was possibly too |late, Earth was beginning to realize that, if not for
t hose who had cone to its aid unasked, it woul d have been as vul nerabl e-or
nore-than any ot her of the human-inhabited pl anets.

Li ke Rukh, Ajela showed no obvious physical signs of the strain she was under
but the responsibility of her position, plus the gradual, inevitable slide
toward death of the old man she | oved nore than anyone el se on all the

i nhabited worlds, was gradually conquering her. In short, both of the people
on whi ch

19

t he Encycl opedi a depended for control, were closer to reaching their limt, in
Hal's opinion, than they realized-or were ready to admit.

It showed particularly in Ajela's case, in these last few nonths, that what
she chose to wear had been different fromthe conmonsensical clothes she had
al ways worn and programed the Final Encyclopedia to have ready for her at the
begi nni ng of each workday. Strangely, for someone Exotic-born, these last few
nmont hs she had begun to dress flanboyantly-sexily, to be blunt about
it-although Tam was al nost the only person who saw her rmnuch. .

H s thoughts were wandering. He tried to pull themback to the statistics she
was reciting, but they insisted on straying again . . . certainly, as she was
costumed now, no one coul d appear in greater contrast to Rukh than Ajela,
unless it mght be Amanda. Hal hastily thrust the thought of Amanda from his

m nd.

Ajela still |ooked al nost as young as the day he had first net her here in the
Encycl opedi a, when he had been running fromthe killing of his tutors, on his
estate, eleven years ago. Her skin was still as fair; and her hair around her

bright face as literally golden and long-in fact, perhaps lately she had worn
it even longer. She wore a brown brocade tunic over silky gold bl ouse and

pant al oons that all but hid the cinnanon -colored slippers on her feet. There
was no neckl ace around her neck, but earrings of a honey-col ored anber; and on
the mddle finger of her right hand shone a ring with a large, irregular chunk



of the sane col or of anmber, containing tiny seeds encased there, |ooking alive
and ready to sprout, even after the hundreds of years since the anmber had been
gat her ed.

Her face was round, her skin fresh. But in her he thought he saw the tightness
around the eyes that was not visible in Rukh. No single sign, but her whole
self, to himwho knew her so well, betrayed an inward-held but grow ng
desperation; growi ng, he knew, fromher inability to keep Tam from deat h.

She had cone originally to the Encycl opedia from Mara, one of the two Exotic
wor | ds, where part of the philosophy had been the hope that an evol ved human
race woul d out grow any need of death except by choice. Thoughts of those sane
two Exotic worlds brought Kultis and Amanda to his mind again . . . al nost
savagel y, he pushed her out of his thoughts.
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-Ajela had come here as a young girl of twelve, with her parents' perm ssion
inlove with the idea of the Encycl opedia. which Exotic funds had | argely
financed. She had stayed to rise to the position of Assistant Director, under
Tam A yn; and to also fall in love with Tam hinself, although already by that
time he was old enough to be her great-grandfather

Now she and Rukh sat together at this desk with its | oad of paper piled over
all its surface except the small rectangles of the view ng screens inset there
bef ore each of the three of them Al these screens right now showed a vi ew of
space directly above and about the Encycl opedi a.

The white opacity of the shield wall was directly overheadand it thinned off
in every direction, as the screens' angle o@vision began to slant, revealing
both the inner and outer walls of the shield, until finally there were only
the lights of the stars against the black of airless space. The sun, Hal

t hought inconsequentially, must be directly overhead, to be hidden by the
greatest thickness of the mist-wall. It could not be they were nightside now,
for it had been afternoon at the estate, alnost directly bel ow t hem

He woke suddenly to the fact that A ela had stopped tal king and both Rukh and
Ajela were looking at him Like an echo half heard |lingering on his ear, he

realized that Ajela had | aid down her paper and asked himsomething. "I'm
sorry," he said, and his voice cane out nore harshly than he had intended,
under the gaze of those waiting eyes, "I didn't catch the question. "

The faint indentation of a frown line, if that was what it was and not an
expression of puzzlenent, appeared between Ajela' s hazel eyes, followed

i medi ately by an expression of concern. "Hal," she said, "tell ne-do you fee
all right?"

Concern was showi ng on Rukh's face as well. Their reactions doubl ed the sense
of guilt in him "I"'mfine," he said. "I just wasn't listening as | should
hale-that's all. What was it you asked ne, just now?" "I said," said Aela,

"that we'd thought of checking with one of the Dorsai Sector Conmmanders. But
since you said you were com ng today, we thought we'd rather ask the question
i n-house. You just heard that renmarkable list of howthe Earth is finally
realizing it has to help defend itself, and beginning to build some nuscle. Do
you think there's a chance, now, if we

keep on inproving this way, building ships and training crews for them that
we can put up a fleet as big as anything the Younger Wrlds can throw at us?
And, if so, howlong would it take? Can we match them before they're ready to
try a mass breakthrough of the shield?" "I can only guess," he said.

Aj el a | ooked di sappoi nted. Not so much, Rukh. "W thought . . .," Ajela said
"because you told us how you were really Donal Graene to begin with . "
"I"'msorry," Hal shook his head. "You two are the only peopl e outside of
Amanda who know about ny past and ny being first Donal, in the |last century,

t hen Paul Formain, two hundred years before that. But now Donal's only an old
part of nme and deeply buried. Miuch of what he was |'ve worked to get away
from But even Donal could only have guessed." "Wat woul d he have guessed,

t hen?" asked Rukh

Her voice came at him so unexpectedly, for some reason, that Hal al npst
started. He | ooked at her. "He'd guess-pretty strongly I'mafraid," he
answered slowy, --that it wouldn't matter what the answer to your questions
woul d be, because it wouldn't nmake any difference, even if you were able to
mat ch the Younger Wirlds' ship power. 1 |

He hesitated. It was hard to dash their hopes this way, too, when he had cone
to dash themas well in another. :'CGo on," said Alela. "It wouldn't nmatter,"
Hal said, "because Bl eys Ahrens doesn't want victory. He wants destruction
He's as determined to destroy the Younger Wrlds as he is to reduce Earth's
popul ation to just those who'll follow him In the case of the Younger Worlds,
he plans to depopul ate and i nmpoverish thenmso humanity will eventually die off



there. O be reduced at lasi to a handful of people who, |acking conmrunication
with other civilized worlds, will degenerate into savagery and eventually die.
Di e, because they'll be noving backwards from not forward toward
,civilization. At the same tine he and his mere handful of Qthers can nove in
and take control of a depopulated Earth.- "He's said that, | know " said
Ajela, "but he's not insane. He can't really mean-" "He does," said Hal. "He
nmeans exactly what he says.
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That's why he doesn't care how he bl eeds the Younger Wrlds to conquer Earth.
Al that matters is the conquest. So he'll throw his ships through the shield
at you eventually; no matter what defensive position you're in. | think you'l
find your Dorsai knew this and faced it fromthe start." "Thou art saying,"
sai d Rukh-and her rare use of the canting speech of her religious sect was
evi dence enough that she was deeply noved, --that there's no way Earth can
wn "

Hal took a deep breath. "That's right. There isn't, in any ordinary way." "I
can never accept that," said Rukh-and with her words Hal again renenbered her
as he had first seen her, on Harmony, in all the physical strength and purpose
of her earlier years. The power pistol she had worn strapped to her hip, then

had not been as strong as the sense of will and purpose that drew followers to
her. "For Bleys to win he nust extinguish God; and that he or no one el se can
ever do." "Think, Hal," said Ajela. "Earth's got as great a population still

as all the Younger Worlds conbined. It still has as massive resources of nmnetal

and other materials as all the Younger Worlds, conbined. If we can match their
strength, or even cone close to it, why can't we fight themoff even if they

junp through in mass attack?" "Because it'll be a suicide attack," said Hal
"That's the neasure of Bleys' control over the crews of the ships he'll be
sending in. Each one will be a weapon of destruction, aimed at any target it
can reach. The greatest nunber of themw Il only take out one of our ships.
But sone are going to reach the surface of the Earth. Only a few, maybe, but
enough to kill off billions of Earth's people in the phase-explosions of their
i npacts. "

Rukh was | ooking hard at him "Hal," she said, "you're tal king very strangely.

You're not telling us to give up?" "No," he said. "That is, not you. But I'm
afraid | came here today-1've got sonething rather hard to tell you both."
"What ?" said Ajela. The single word cane at himlike a command. "I'mtrying to
say he began.

The words sounded suddenly clunmsy in his nouth, and he felt

heavily the effort of continuing. " that maybe it's out of our hands to a
certain extent. The phase-shield, the Dorsai com ng, the contributions of

weal th and knowl edge fromthe Exotics, all the true faith-hol ders from Rukh's
two worlds-in the end they all cane here only to buy tinme while | found an
answer to Bleys' plan." They were both staring at him He went on. "That's

been the only possible plan, ever since, as Donal, | found out that in welding
the Younger Worlds into a political unit-and playing with the | aws of history,
as Paul Formain -1'd produced an unexpected side effect-the emergence of the

O hers, the nost able of the crossbreeds between the Splinter Cultures.”

He | ooked at them He had expected some response-at |east a protest that it
had not been him al one that they had all been dependi ng upon. But neither of
the other two said anything; only sat, watching and |istening. "A group |like
the Others,"” he said, "has always been outside our control. Something neither
the comercial skill of the Exotics, the Faith of the Friendlies, nor the
fighting abilities of the Dorsai were equipped to stop. Because the O hers
attack the instinct of the human race to grow and progress in a new way. A way
no one had foreseen." He stopped, but neither of them said anything. He went
on. "W dreaned of superpeople and, God help us, we got them" he said, "only
too soon and with a few things |ike enpathy and a sense of responsibility to
the race, mssing. But they' ve been unstoppable fromthe first because their
powers are powers of persuasion, which work on a magjority of humanity. You
know all this! O herw se, why would the only immune ones be the true Exotics,
the true faith-holders anmong the Friendlies, the Dorsai, and that majority of
full -spectrum humans on Earth who' ve got that in-born cantankerous

i ndividualismthat's always rejected any persuasi on?"

He paused a nonent, then went on. "So it's been necessary fromthe first that



a new answer be found for this newthreat. And it's been up to ne to find it.
| thought | could lay the devils I'd raised. Wll, | was wong. That's what
I've come here to tell YOU today. |'ve faced it now. |'ve failed."

There was a nonent's utter silence. Ajela was the first to react.
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"You!" said Ajela. "You, of all people, Hal-you' re not going to sit there and
tell us there's no such answer!" "And if you tell us so," said Rukh, "I will
not believe thee; for it cannot be."

She spoke in a voice that was completely serene. As serene as a nountain,
barring a pat hway.

CHAPTER

4

Hal gazed at Rukh, al nost helplessly. "No," he said. "No, of course not. It's
not that the Gthers can't be stopped; it's just that | can't stop them in the

way | hoped to. The rest of you haven't failed. I've failed." "Thou art
alive," said Rukh. The nobuntain was as inpenetrable as collapsed nmetal. "Thou
canst not therefore use the word failed-yet. " "I could go on trying
indefinitely," said Hal, "but it'll be best for everyone under the
phase-shield if we face facts and | Stop trying. Now. " "But wh 'y should you
stop?" said Ajela. "Because for a year now, |'ve tried to take the final step
and | can't do it. Ajela, you understand how the menory of the Fina

Encycl opedi a works. But Rukh-'* He turned to the other woman. --how much do

you understand' ?" "Call it nothing," said Rukh, calmy. "Some scraps of
understanding |'ve picked up in ny tine here. But essentially | know nothing."
"Well, | want you to understand as well as Ajela," Hal said, "because it's not
easy to explain. Rukh, briefly, the Encyclopedia' s nmenory is, for al

practical purposes, bottom ess. It already holds all the avail abl e know edge
of the human race. Theoretically, it could hold no one knows how many tines
that rmuch nore, added to what's there already. You see, like the

25
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phase-shift we use to travel between the stars in our ships, and the
phase-shield that protects Earth, nowto say nothing of the earlier one that's
guarded this Encyclopedia for twenty years-it's a product of phase nmechanics."
"I know not hi ng of phase mechanics,"” Rukh said. "No one else fully understands
it, not even our own Jeanus Walters, here," said Hal. "You know hinP" "The
Head of Techni cal Research at the Encycl opedia,"” answered Rukh. "And you've
seen the representation of that stored know edge in the Operations Section

down bel ow us?" Hal said. "l've seen it, yes," said Rukh, "like a nmass of iron
wires red hot. And the people working with it nmade sone attenpt to explain it
to nme; but | still understood al most nothing." "Basically,"” said Hal, "what it

represents isn't the know edge itself, but the so-called 'tags' that identify
each piece of information stored in the Encycl opedia. The information itsel
can be as extensive as a book-set of encyclopedias, or |arger; but the tags
are each represented by only a tiny section of the know edge-chai ns that | ook
like wires in the display.” "Yes," said Rukh, "Irenenmberthemtelling

nmet hat muchat least. " "And you know Tam was unusual in that, by just |ooking
at the image, he could to a certain extent read it?" "Yes." Rukh frowned.
"Wasn't there something about his finding evidence that at |east two of the
visiting scholars fromEarth had been spies for Bleys? Back at a tine when the
Encycl opedi a was al ways open to qualified scholars fromall the Wrlds?"

Hal nodded. "That's right," he said. "But you have to understand sonet hing,
The addition of any new i nformation al ways causes a slight novement in one of
t he chains--the apparent wires. There were tiny differences of position that
gave away to Tamthat the know edge store had been systematically searched
across wide fields of know edge, in a way no one scholar woul d have needed to
do. But if you'd been there and asked him he wouldn't have been able to tel
you what the know edge was they'd exam ned. He could read the display, but not
what it represented, not the actual information itself, and in spite of three
years of trying, neither can I|.-

He stared hard at her. "Do you follow ne? The difference is the way it would
be between having an encyclopedia in a set of books but with each book | ocked

cl osed, so that you couldn't get at the information in it. " "Ah," said Rukh
She | ooked back at himappraisingly. "So Tam coul d see, but not read? And
you-?" "I was only able to go a little further," said Hal. "I spent two years
at it; and | got to the point where I could hold the whole display in nmy mnd,
as | had last looked at it. But the information's still |ocked away from ne,
too." "Now | don't follow you," saidAjela, |eaning forward across the table

toward him "Wy do you need to do nore than that? O even that much?"
He turned to her. "Because two things are needed to create anything-say, a

great painting. The concept, which is the art of it, and the skill with colors
and brush that's the craft behind its making. To have a great dreamis one
thing. To execute it in real elements calls for a skill with all the elenents

i nvol ved; and that requires know edge.
Aj el a was frowni ng, he thought doubtfully. "Look," he said, "you could tel
yourself '"I'd like a castle.' But to create that castle in the real universe
you' d have to know many things; the architecture of its structure, all the
crafts of building with different materials, even know edge about the ground
that woul d have to support its weight. To physically enter a creative universe
you have to first create at |east some kind of Physical place to support your
presence there. To do that, you need to know everythi ng about the surface
bel ow your feet, the atnosphere around and above you, what kind of sun you

want in the sky overhead . . . and a long, long list of other things. "
see, then,- said Rukh. "So that was why you wanted to be able to read fromthe
know edge of the core image directly?" "I'd have to be able to," said Hal

"I't's inpossible otherw se. "In effect," Ajela said, her voice sharper than
usual , "you were hoping to enter the Creative Universe and use there any or



all of the information stored in the Final Encycl opedia-by ma ing sone use of
phase mechani cs, using your mnd, alone?"
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Hal nodded, slowy. "Very well. | now understand the size of the problem But
why give up now?" demanded Rukh. "Why, at this particular point?" "Because
bel i eve the sooner |'m gone, the sooner ny quitting is likely to inprove the
odds for all the rest of you." "Wuat makes you say that?" Ajela' s voice was
even nore sharp

He was a little slow answering. He had been carried away by the unusua

enotion behind his own last few words. "I1'm hoping that with ne gone, the
pressure |'ve exerted, balancing the pressure of Bleys in the historica
forces, will be renoved; and the sudden vacuumwi || cause the forces to react
agai nst his side of the argunent, rather than ours. It mght even . . . be the
cause of our winning, after all, by some different route."” "What woul d you do
t hen?" Rukh's voice was abruptly soft.

Hal smiled grinmy. "Take a new name for the last tine, perhaps,” he said.

"Go down to the surface and enlist with the real Earth-borns who'rc signing up
for training by the Dorsai. Anything, so that as a major force I'd be
permmanently out of the picture. | could probably be useful on one of those new
war shi ps they're turning

Z_ out so fast." "Thou woul dst go | ooking for death," said Rukh, "which is a
sin in the Name of God. And how woul d doi ng anything like that be best for the
rest of us?" "I think it might rectify a mstake | nmade, attenpting to

i nfluence the historic forces,"” Hal answered. "That's no answer," said Aela
wi th an absol utely nonExotic near-approach to exasperation. It was, thought

Hal "a sign of the exhaustion in her finally beginning to wear her to
the quick. "To make an excuse out of sonething the workings of which
apparently only you fully understand!"™ "1've never clained | fully understand
the historic forces," Hal said. "I doubt if anyone in the human race will, for
generations yet. There're sinply too many factors operating in every case. But
| thought you, at |east, did-enough to understand why |I'mdoing this, Aela."
"I thought | did too," she replied, "but evidently | don't. You' ve tal ked

about it many times, and explained it | don , t
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know how often. Let nme see what | renmenber. You' ve said something to the
effect of-'the course of history is determ ned by the cumul ative effect of al

t he decisions resulting in physical acts of the people alive in the race at
any given tine. It used to be thought that only a few peopl e made deci si ons.
W now realize that these people are influenced by the people around them and
t hose people by nore people around them wuntil in effect every person nmay have
had an i nfluence on deci sions made, and therefore on the course of history.
Thef arther back in history we go, the slower the influence of the mass of the
peopl e concerned, on any decision point. ' " "That last bit's the crucial

one," said Hal. "In earlier centuries it often took a very long tine for mass
decision to shape history; though it always did, in the end. The difference
bet ween then and now i s communi cati ons. Present conmuni cations make it

possi ble for the effect of mass attitudes and actions to have an effect al nost
i mediately within the chain of human interaction. The minute | |eave here
permanently and this beconmes known to the worlds in general, attitudes will
change t hroughout the race and the effect of those changes be noticed very
quickly. As | say, nmy going will |eave a vacuum opposi ng Bl eys; and the
instinctive inertia of the historic forces should cause the racial nomentumto
react against himand for us." "How?" said Ajela. "You know what |'ve been
after fromny beginning as Donal," said Hal. "l've been trying to push
humanity toward a greater instinctive sense of responsibility. Apparently this
last effort, trying to access the Creative Universe, was too nuch force in one
direction. The historic forces pushed back by Produci ng sonethi ng new, that
none of the present human social groups could fight against. The Ohers, with
their ability to influence any political structure from behind the scenes.
They Push away fromresponsibility, toward instinctive obedi ence.”



He stopped, unsure about whether he had made sense to them O not. "And?" said
Rukh. "And so you've got the present situation, with Bleys heading up the

ot her faction, and me, until now, heading up ours."

"Il instill waiting to hear,"” said Ajela-but she said it patiently' this
time--what this has to do with your giving up and going off, as Rukh said, to
| ook for death."”
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"It removes ne as the spearhead on our side," said K %@ "That gives Bl eys and
the Others too much of an advantage That neans, as | said a few nonents ago,
he'll be the one wh(-, pushing against the bal ance of forces; and they'l

react agair,t him" "Wat'll happen?" said Ajela. "I don't know " said Hal

"I'f you start to estinmate sonic -

thing like that, you have to begin by estimating the influence of ny | eaving

on people, like you, imediately around nme. Then you have to figure in the
i mpact of your reactions on the larger group of humans around you, and then on
those around theiii. and so on and on-until you're into backlash reactions;

and in the end you have to take everyone in the human race into account.
"Have you forgotten TanP?" interrupted Rukh. "All these years he's been like
Simeon, in the Gospel according to Luke, in the Book of God. You know the
story of Sinmeon?" "Yes," said Hal, both his nenory and his work with the core

of the Encycl opedi a bringing the passage back to his nmind. "I don't!" said
Ajela. "Tell me."

Rukh turned toward her, but Hal knew that her words were still ainmed at him "
. . . And behold," '' said Rukh, as steadily as if she were reading from

pages open before her, "there was a man in Jerusal em whose nane was Sinmeon;
and the sanme man was just and devout, waiting for the consolation of Israel
and the Hol 1v Ghost was upon him " "And it was reveal ed unto himby the Holy
Ghost that lie should not see death before he had seen the Lord's Christ. "
"And he cane by the Spirit into the tenple: and when the parents brought in
the child Jesus to dofor himafter the custoin of the law, " 'Then he took him
up in his arms, and blessed God and said, " 'Lord, now lettest thou thy
servant depart in peace accordt.ng to thy word, , , 'For mne eyes have seen
thy sal vation.'

Rukh paused, and Ajela turned her gaze unwaveringly back to Hal. "If you give
up now, Hal," said Rukh, "what about Tarn. whose whole |life has been waiting
for you to fulfill the prom se he found in you?"

Hal felt the pain of her words as if it was a physical thing inside him "I
know what it'll do toTam" he said harshly. "But the race has to conme first;
and the only hope for the race | can see nowis for me to step out of the
equation. |'ve got to go; leaving the natural actions of the historic forces
to guide us to what | couldn't reach by nyself. Those forces have kept the
race noving forward and upward fromthe beginning. It was ny own good opinion
of nyself that led me to think | was necessary to noving it where it needed to
go." "But what about him when he |earns you' ve quit?" said Ajela fiercely.
"What about him | say?" "Let him. " The words were painful to Hal, but
he had to say them "Let himgo on thinking I'mstill trying . . . to the end.
It's the kindest thing; and there's no choice about my going. | have to keep
repeating-un less | actually renmove nyself, the pressure on the historic
forces won't change. Rukh-"

He turned to her. "You understand now, don't you?" he said. "All that can be
done is let ne go; and hope . "

But, surprisingly, Rukh was no longer listening to him Instead, she was

| ooki ng down at the screen inset in the desk-top before her. "There's soneone
out side-a very small ship dodgi ng around outside the shield, trying to get
inside right now," she said to Ajela, as if Hal was not only not speaking, but
no |l onger there. "There is?" said A ela.

She | ooked down at the screen before her and her fingers began to fly on the
control pad beside it, tapping out conmmrands. "We've tal ked before, you'l
renmenber," said Hal, hoping that if he spoke on quietly, they would give up
what ever had fascinated themon the screens and return to the inmportant matter
at hand, "about how the human race is, in sone ways, |like a single conposite
organi sma body made up of a nunber of separate and individual parts, the sane
way a hive of bees or an ant colony can be considered a single individual-"
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But they were not listening. Looking into his own screens, Hal saw the focus
there was now all on the novenents of the small ship Rukh had nentioned. At
Aiela's tvved comrands
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of the Encycl opedia to cancel out the visual blocking of a direct sight at the
phaseshield, so that the ship outside it they watched was clearly visible,
dodgi ng anong the eneny vessel s.

Puzzl ed, Hal watched it, also. Its driver-no one who was fam liar with
spaceshi ps used the ancient word "pilot" anynore -was phase-shifting in snall
junps. His or her craft, a mdge anong the warships on patrol out there, was
obviously trying to keep the gathering eneny fromgetting into fornmation
around it. Meanwhile, it was jockeying for a position where it mght be able
to junp through the screen

Just at that noment, in fact, it achieved the position it wanted, and junped
through. It was instantly engl obed by two wi ngs of defensive ships, driven by
Dor sai commanders much nore capabl e than those in the eneny ships

out si de- besi des having had the advantage of being able to lie in wait for the
smal | craft.

The enemy warships did not attenpt to shift through in pursuit. They probably,
t hought Hal, had orders not to in any case@but if they had they would have
been easily destroyed by the better Dorsai-built craft and their nore capabl e
crews. The incom ng vessel lay still in the mdst of the defending vessels,
maki ng no effort to escape.

There was a chinme on the air of the office. "Forgive this interruption
Ajela," said a masculine voice. "I know you're not to be disturbed during
conferences; but this is a ship asking to be allowed into the Encycl opedi a,
and you left orders-" "It's small enough to get into one of the | ocks?" Ajela
cut in. "Yes," said the voice

The vessel entrances of the Encycl opedia, Hal knew, had been designed for the
shuttles that carried people up fromthe surface of the Earth and back down
again, or out to other ships. By ordinary warship standards the |ock

di mrensi ons were inpossibly small. For any regul ar space warship, it would have
been |ike a bear trying to get into a badger hole. "Good. Perm ssion to cone
in granted.” Alnost in the sane breath she went on. "Hal," she said.

He rai sed his head at the sound of his nanme. "Hal, | want you to put this

deci si on about giving up on hold, for a few days at |east. This ship coining
inis one |'ve been
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expecting. It just may have sonme information that could change the way you
think. If you don't mind, | want to talk to the driver alone. So would you
mnd | eaving the office, now? Rukh, wait for a mnute, will you? There's

something nmore | want to say to you
Hal | ooked back, surprised. Ajela had not nerely asked if he would wait a few
days before naking his decision-a decision he had believed he had al ready
made-she had, in effect, ordered himto wait. Not only was that unExotic, it
was totally unlike her; and to top it off, she had no authority to order him
to do, or not do, anything. Technically, she was his assistant. Though in
justice he knew how little he had actually run the Encycl opedia; and how fully
she had.

She coul d probably force himto stay, for a while, at least, by refusing him
transportation to the surface; but the thought of the situation com ng to that
pass was ridi cul ous.

However, of course he would wait; for as long as she wanted. O rather, for
any reasonable length of time. Anything el se was unthi nkhble. But the way she
had put it was strange. It had to be her exhaustion tal king. As, cone to think
of it, was her excluding himfrom whatever business she had with the driver of
this incom ng ship. The driver was al nost certainly one of those who had

vol unteered to go out as a spy on to one of the Younger Wirlds; so that Earth
woul d have sone idea of how matters stood out there. Though how apything so

| earned could affect his present decision to leave . . . however, there was no
point in worrying about it now "O course," he said.

Getting up, he went out of the office, back toward his own quarters. There



was, in fact, one nore thing he was going to do in any case; though there was
no telling if it would do any good. That was to wite down and make sure it
was stored in the Encyclopedia itself, all he knew or had | earned, surm sed or
cone to believe, about the Creative Universe and the possible ways into it.

He woul d i nclude an account of the ways he hinmself had tried and failed. It

m ght save whoever took up the work someday Some tine that otherwi se m ght be
wasted in duplicating efforts that had proved usel ess.

Behind him neither Ajela nor Rukh even | ooked up fromtheir screens as the
door cl osed.
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CHAPTER

5

Amanda had nade it to the systemof Earth's Sun in five phase-shifts, where
any non-Dorsai would have taken ten and she herself would have broken it into
at | east seven, under nore leisurely conditions. The last shift brought her
back into specific | ocation deep enough in the gravitic shadow of Jupiter to
hi de her vessel fromthe instruments of the ships besieging Earth. Fromthere,
she paused to exam ne the situation

There were nore eneny craft on patrol about the whitely gl eanmi ng sphere of the
phase-shield than there had been when she had | ast had a report on the
situation of the Home Worl d.

It was to be expected. But Amanda chilled as she watched. It was that strange
part of her which occasionally saw, or felt-neither word was quite right-what
woul d or might be. In this case, it was the sight of the ever-growing mlitary
power of ten worlds massing for invasion about the single planet that was
their Mother World, AOd Earth; and she envi sioned what was com ng not as clear
pictures in her nmind, but as nassive shapes half seen, noving in a clanmy m st
whi ch obscured all things.

In this instance, what she sensed was sonething |like a huge tidal wave,

growi ng, grow ng, ready to smash down on sl eepy small hones and ot her

bui | di ngs, which would be wi ped clean fromthe surface of the land, as if a
giant's hand had passed. And it would come, as soon as the wave was | arge
enough, ordered to its hamer-strike by that small but all-powerful

group of highly intelligent but self-indul gent nen and wormen who, under Bl eys
Ahrens, controlled all the Younger Worlds.

But there was sone little time before that, yet. For now, the eneny ships

bl ocked entrance by any others to the sphere whose surface they dared not
touch; and their coverage was good. She studied themin her viewer screen
They were divided into Wngs of six ships each, and each Wng patrolled a
curved, rectangul ar sector of the gl obe that was the phase-shield.
Theoretically, that gave them conpl ete coverage. But Amanda noticed that they
cut inside the coners of their rectangles when a Wng's patrol route took them
past one. There was a way of nmaking a sharp corner with a spaceship in such a
situation, but it required a mnuscul e space shift each tine.

It was not that there was any difficulty involved in cal culating or making
such a tiny shift. But each tine, the ship making it took a one in a mllion
chance of being lost in md-shift. Phase-shift technol ogy was based on the
Uncertainty Principle of Werner Karl Hei senberg, which said essentially that
either the position or velocity of a particle could be known at any tinme, but
not bot h.

The early twenty-first century, beconming infornmed on antimatter and a numnber
of such things that had only been specul ated about earlier, discovered that a
particle' s change of Position involved it passing through a phase of

positionl essness -in theory, it was spread over the whole universe for a
monent of no-time, before it came into being again at its specific new
Posi ti on.

From thi s understandi ng had devel oped a way around the lints of the speed of
[ight, which until then had seened to make travel between stars so slow as to
be al nbst inpractical. Humanity had once nore gone around a problem instead
of through it. Spaceships did not actually nove by phase-shifting. Rather

t hey sinply abandoned one defined position, became undefined, and then
redefined at a new position

The only drawback was that once in a countless nunber of such nmovenents, they
failed for some reason to redefine at their destination; and stayed instead,
undefined. In effect, they had been disintegrated.

SO, said the history books, Donal G aenme had net his end. Attenpting to nove
in any way except by phase-shift through
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a phase-shield nade such a result certain. Oherw se the odds of reaching the

desired destinati on were very good-but not perfect.

Once inanmnmllion tines was not bad odds; but to risk thema | arge nunber of

times a day, every day, was enough to nmake nore than a few spaceship

conmanders and crew uneasy. There was, consequently, sonetinmes a reluctance to

nove closely into the coner of a patrolled rectangl e and have to make that

extra shift.

The patrols could of course have covered those corners or normal drive. But,

at the velocities with which they nust nove to patrol their area, an abrupt,

| arge change of direction would nake jelly of anything as insubstantial as

human bodies inside the turning ship. It was better to curve a little inside

t he conmer,

Accordingly, the corners of the rectangl es Aranda studi ed were weak areas. She

sat at her calculations for a while, then put her craft into the series of

shifts she had precal cul at ed*

Her first shift was to a space just a thousand kil oneters outside the shield

above the south polar regions of Earth. This was far enough so uncertainty of

t he besieging ships as to exactly where she would be after her next shift

woul d | essen her vulnerability. She quickly followed this shift, accordingly,

wi th another precal culated shift to above the north polar regions.

She paused there for the seconds required to choose which, of severa

destinati ons she had picked as possible for her next nmove. She chose,

reappeari ng suddenly above the Equator in an unprotected corner area, keyed in

her precal cul ated shift through the phase-shield and appeared just inside the

open corner.

As soon as she was inside, she brought her ship to a halt, and dropped its

defenses. It was well she was as swift as she was in doing it; for eight

great, slimshapes of the battle cruisers which made up a Dorsai fighting Wng

wer e suddenly conpletely surroundi ng her

Her ship-to-ship talk Iight was already blinking on the panel before her. She

t hunbed the stud that opened it fromher end. and the tank of her vision

screen cane alight with the face ofa Dorsai she did not know, a woman vergi ng

on mddle age with an oriental face and hi gh-arched eyebrows. "Amanda Morgan, "

said the other. "W were told to expect you. Hold still for a retina check
CGood. You can proceed,

I'"m Li Danzhun. You've never net me, but | know you from pictures and your

reputation.” "lI'mhonored you' d recognize me fromthat little after these

years here," said Aranda

Li Danzhun smiled at her. "It may be none of us will ever see our hones
again," she said, "but we're still Dorsai. And you're still one of the Gey
Captains. " "Nonethel ess,” said Amanda, "thank you." "Now |I'm honored-- The

ot her gl anced off-screen for a second. "W just got the release signal from
Escort Leader. Go with all luck, Amanda Mdrgan." "And you," said Amanda.

As suddenly as they had surrounded her, the cruisers were gone. She turned and
drove northeasterly across the skies of the Home Wrld until a m st-enshrouded
sphere, looking like a mniature of the phase-shielded Earth, as seen from
space, appeared on her screen, seeming to grow as she approached it. She was
cl ose now, and the mi st was evaporating over a netallic port which itself was
dilating to l et her ship inside.

Her vessel was tiny by the standards of interstellar craft, but not so by the
standards of the opening before her. Even for her small ship there was little
roomto spare at the entrance. Her ship could be brought in, but even with al
her ship-handling experience it was going to be a tight fit.

But she nade it. The vessel settled with a clang into its |anding cradle.
Amanda sat back in her control chair, relaxing for the first time in sone
days. A voice spoke on the interior atnosphere of the vessel. "This is A ela,"



it said. "Come as soon as you can. Just follow the corridor beyond the door to
the interior of the Encyclopedia. It's being aligned with nmy office right now
and You'll find the entrance at its end will let you directly in here. Just
wal k in. Rukh's with me. We're alone.”

Amanda nodded to herself. She had al ready changed cl ot hes before shifting
close to the star that lighted A d Earth, wearing the bush jacket and skirt
she thought of as her "shore-going" wardrobe. She got to her feet, opened the
ship's lock and stepped out into the clangor and bright |ights of the port
chanmber. The ranp that led to the
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al nost beside her ship, She had never been here before, but as an educated
person she knew about the Encycl opedia's design and peculiarities.

The ranp led into a suddenly quiet, narrow, blue-carpeted corridor that |ooked
exceedi ngly short-but, she had | earned, distances would be not only variable
but sometines illusory within the Final Encyclopedia. There was a door at the
far end, sone twenty neters fromher. She went to it, opened it w thout
bothering to give her nane to the annunci ator above it, and stepped inside.
"Hello," she said, smling at the two wonmen sitting at the desk at the far end
of the room "It's about tinme we nmet. |'m Amanda Nbrgan. "

CHAPTER

"Take a float at the desk, here," Ajela answered, |ooking at the tall,

remar kabl y young-1 ooki ng wonman, whose hair was so light blond it was al nost
white. "There's one waiting for you."

As Amanda came fromthe door, which had provi ded sone neasure of her size, her
hei ght became | ess apparent. The length of her arnms, |egs and body, and her
breadth of shoul der, so well nmatched her size that only by sone kind of
contrast was it noticeable. She was, thought Ajela, like Hal in that. You did
not realize how large he was, either, until someone you knew to be of ordinary
size stood close to him She was wearing serviceable, neutral-col ored clothing
t hat somehow did nothing to detract from her presence,

What Ajela found herself noticing in particular was the |lightness w th which
Amanda noved. She had the body bal ance of a dancer; and that trait was
curiously in harmony with the otherwi se difficult to believe youthful ness she
seened to project. She could pass, thought Ajela, for a girl in her teens-and
yet Ajela knew her to be certainly older than Hal; and possibly ol der as well
than either Rukh or herself-not that either she or Rukh were out of their
twenties.

The appearance of youth in the newconer was so unbelievable it could be
appreci ated only when you were actually | ooking at her. After she had gone,
menory woul d be doubted. That, taken together with the classical quality of

her
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from beauty-even her shoul der-length fair hair and theaptaurrtquoi se eyes

sonmehow fitted-seened to set her a little veryone el se. And yet, even the sum

of all the e i erent elenments failed to explain the strongest effect she ma
on a viewer. There was a power in her

It was a quality which words failed as menory would. But it was |ike sonething

Aj el a had never felt before in anyone, It was curiously conparable to, though

not the sanme as she fel t there to be in Hal when close to him In his actua

presence she had al ways been able to feel a concern in himfor those around

himthat was |ike the warnth radiated by a Iighted firepl ace.

Wth Amanda it was sonething different. The closest Ajela could come to

expressing it, was that in the other wonan there was sonethi ng which strongly

rem nded Ajela of the strength and clean white lines of an lonic pillar, in a

templ e of classical G eece.

To Amanda, on the other hand, as she approached the desk, Rukh and Ajela were

both nuch as she had pictured themfromHal's descriptions. She had wanted to

see them for herself, for a long time. Not only because of what they were, but

obvi ously because of what they each in their separate ways nmeant to Hal; and

because it was al so obvious that Hal's affection for each was deep and

st rong-runni ng.

It was not that she feared conpetition for his |ove of her. She was the Third

Amanda i n eight generations of Mirgans ;and she had been hand- pi cked by the

Second Amanda as a baby, in the other's old age, Hand-picked, and with her

natural abilities trained until she was set apart fromthe nass of people

around her, like a queen
In this there was nore to it than the fact there had been only three Amandas
in eight generations of the Mrgans of Foralie, on the Dorsai. In a very rea

sense, there had only been three Amandas since the human race began; and it
had fallen to her to be the last and strongest' Wth or wi thout Hal, she would
be that. But she |oved him

However, now that she saw themin person, she knew that she would like them
and they would end up liking her-though A ela would be the slower of the two
to come to it. They were both strong wonen; and life had al so made each of
them t he equival ent of royalty, in her own right. Mreover, A ela had now had
experience in the possession and exerci se of great authoritv.

She was dressed in what seenmed nore |ike |eisure than working cl othes. She
wore a sl eevel ess tunic of nedium brown, ornanented with gold brocade over a
bl ouse of filmer material w th balloon-shaped sl eeves, above darker brown
pant al oons. Anber bracelets were on her wists and anber earrings in her ear
Still, the way she sat and the | evel gaze of her hazel eyes nade these
garnments and even her jewelry seemto fit her like a uniformof authority. @
Rukh, on the other hand, had been born, as Amanda knew, with unusual strength
of spirit in her, but plainly counted it as

nothing in her own scale of values. Far outranking any personal power of her
own, the quality that was in her of what she called Faith shone through the
dark lantern of her body, even through the |Iong, high-collared, w ne-red dress
she was now wearing, like the light of a candle through the horn w ndows of
some ancient lantern, illum nating everyone around her. Al so, Rukh was ol der
than Ajela in her experience of life and death; and, |ike Amanda, had been a
warrior. In fact she was still a warrior, for all that she lived and preached
peace. She always would be. In that one elenment, if in no other, it was

i medi ately recogni zable to both of themas their eyes nmet, that they were
alike. "I cane right away, as soon as the nessage reached ne," said Ananda,
taking the enpty float. She |ooked at the others synpathetically. It would not
have been easy for either of these to adnit to thensel ves that they were
hel pl ess; and that she m ght do what they could not. "Faster than we
expected," said Rukh. "W didn't dare say so in the nessage, but it's Hal, of



course. We knew you'd read that between the |lines and conme quickly."

Amanda smled. "It was cl ear enough, what you wanted to tell me," she said.
"You'd know it would take sonething like that to bring ne back like this. \Wat
isit with Hal?" "He's a case of burn-out,"” said Ajela bluntly.

She checked hersel f, rubbing her fingers for a second over her eyes. "Wuld
you explain to her, Rukh? Wth Tamand all . . . | think you'll do a better
job of it than I can, right now." "He wants to go | ooking for death," said

Rukh, "or tells hinmself that's what he wants, because, you know as well as 1,
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told us he wants to give up his search for the answer we all need, the search
he's been on all his life." "Wat brought himto this?" said Aranda.
"Frustration-" Ajela broke off. "Sorry, Rukh. | asked you to tell it. o
ahead." "But you Ire right," said Rukh. She turned her gaze back to Ananda.
"Ever since he got the necessary people back here on Od Earth and the
phase-shield up, he's been expecting at any nonent to find the last step to
the Creative Universe he's dreaned of reaching for so long. He's been working
at it without a break, all that tinme. In the process, he's found a way to nake
all the know edge of the Final Encycl opedia available to his nind. But even
with that and all else that's in him he's nade no progress at all. Now he
bel i eves he's got to find a breakthrough, give up, 0, go insane; and, as al

of us know, hC won't accept insanity as a way out. So he plans to quit. Leave.
Enlist with the Earthborns under another nane for Dorsai training. " "The
first Dorsai that sees himwill recognize who trained himpick himout in two
seconds fromthe rest,"’ | said Amanda. "Wuld that O ficer force himto
reveal hinself as Hal Mayne?" Rukh's voice was |evel

There was a nonent's silence. "No . . . O Course not," said Aranda then. "Not
if Hal didn't want it. That's not our way-if he had Personal reasons for not
bei ng recogni zed or pronmoted, no explanation from hi mwuld be necessary. But
even at that, it's only a short matter of time until Bleys would find out who

and where he was and then all the worlds would know. " "Hal wants the Wirlds to
know," said Ajela. "He says it's a matter of the fabric of historic forces. He
bel i eves his going would | eave a vacuumthat'd work agai nst Bleys." "He could

be right in that," said Amanda slowy, after a nmoment. "But he's wong in
giving up. Besides, he can't quit. For him that's inmpossible. He nust have
just worked hinmself' blind enough to nake hinmsel f believe he can go hunting

t he dragon.
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"Hunting the dragon?" echoed Rukh. "It's a Dorsai saying," said Amanda
absently. "It means

roughly . . . taking on sonething you know you can't handle, deliberately to
arrange for your own end."

She | ooked at them "Because, you realize, if he did that," she went on
"there'd be no nore cause for Bleys to hold off trying to kill him" "He'd be
safe here," nuttered Ajela. "You' d think commbn sense- "No place is safe, if
Bleys really wanted to get him Up until now he's shared Hal's point of view
that if either one took the sinple way to a solution by killing the other, it
woul dn't alter the confrontation of historic forces between the two hal ves of
the race. " "And that's the only reason Bl eys has held off, until now?" Rukh
asked. "I thought there was something personal there." "There is, in a sense.”
Amanda | ooked at her, at the slimcross cut into the circle of granite at
Rukh's neck. "W, all of us, each have sonething. But Bl eys has nothing, and
never has had-except in Hal." "How-in Hal?" Ajela | eaned forward, intrigued.
"They're worst enenies," said Amanda, "which is close, in a strange way, to
bei ng best friends. Because what makes them enemies is so rmuch larger than
anyt hi ng personal between them that Bleys is free to admre Hal -and he
admires no one else in the human race, alive or dead."

She became nore brisk. "However . . . tell me when this started,” she went on
"When did he start giving up?" "He didn't nention it until today-in fact, just
bef ore you got here," answered Rukh. "But in hinmself he nust have givcn up
some nmonths ago, Earth tine. It showed that far back-to Ajela and nyself. W
did what we coul d; and when not hing hel ped, finally we sent for you. You got
here just in time." "How many nont hs?"

Aj el a and Rukh exchanged gl ances. Ajela remmined silent, so

Rukh turned again to Amanda. "My best guess would be he started giving up
about half a

year ago. A el a?"

Ai el a made a small, al nbst hel pl ess gesture with one hand.
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brought ny attention to it, three or four nonths ago. |'ve been tied up with
trying to get the Earth-born to pull all together, for the first time in their
history. The trouble's been for the first couple of years, nobst of them

couldn't actually believe THEY could really be under attack. But what
with that problem. . . and Tam
She subsided. "I'd say he started thinking he wouldn't ever be able to find

what he was | ooking for, roughly a half year ago," Rukh went on in a |evel

voi ce. "At what point he actually gave up, if he really did-internally, |
mean-1 don't know. | agree with you. He hasn't, really, even now It's just
that he's reached the point where he feels he has to do sonething, and it

| ooks to himas if every way's bl ocked but back; so he's made a consci ous
decision to go back, by giving up. Wat do you think?"

Amanda | ooked past them "I think you're right," she answered. "He chose as a
child to go after it-this thing he has to find. It's far too late now for him
to turn away fromit. He can make his body and conscious mnd | eave it al one;
but that won't help. His instinct's to attack a problem and keep on attacki ng

it as long as he's alive and it's still there. But ny guess is his trouble may
not be quite what you've believed. | don't think he could really have gotten
stuck in a dead-end corridor. | think he created it." "How?" said Rukh. "I'm

not sure | follow you, Amanda Morgan. "I"'msure," said Amanda slowy, "he

t hi nks he's been trying all sorts of ways to reach through to what he wants to
find and that he could go on trying forever and still not find it. But that
can' t be the real case. " "Wat is the real case then?" Ajela | eaned forward
"Perhaps, just that he's trying to prod hinself to break out and find a new
angl e of attack," answered Amanda. "Unconsciously, | think he knows he's
chased this problemuntil he's |lost his perspective on it. He's becone
frustrated; and his instinct to attack's betraying him He's gotten hinsel f
trapped into a circular path, naking the same attack at the sane no-answer
over and over again; and telling hinmself it's a different route each tine."
She stopped. The other two sat |ooking at her
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"If that's it," said Rukh at last, in that same |evel voice, "what's to be
done with hinP" "Help himto stand back and take a | ook at the problemfroma
wi der angle." "How?" asked Aj el a.

Amanda | ooked hard at her. "I just wal ked through that door a few mi nutes
ago," she said. "Up until then | hadn't heard what was wong with him |et

al one what the synptons are. 1'll think. The two of you m ght be thinking

al so."

There was another silence, this one with a certain sharpness to it. "You're
right," said Ajela. "I'"'msorry, Amanda. |'ve gotten a little too nmuch in the
habit of snapping out questions and orders, these last few years. |I'll be
frank. | don't see any answer at the nonment; and | get the feeling if there is
one it won't be quick or easy to find." "Yes," said Rukh, "and | think
something else. | think it's not something that's going to come calling in

answer to puzzling over it. \Wwoever finds it is going to have to feet her way
toit. And the nost likely candidate to do that is you, Amanda." "Yes," said
Ajela, "you' ve got the advantage. He |oves you, Amanda. " "You nean, | |ove
him" said Amanda evenly. "Yes," said Ajela, neeting her gaze squarely, "of
cour se

that's what | neant."

Rukh's voice interposed itself between them "Aside from any aspect of
feelings," she said calmy, we've seen himevery day-well, alnmost. A ela and
may be too close to this part of the problem ourselves. You're going to

be I ooking at himfor the first tine in sone tinme." "Over three years," said
Amanda.

Rukh | ooked at her shrewdly. "You're not saying you' re out of touch-" "No, he
and | have never been out of touch,"” answered Ananda. "Don't you both know
peopl e you haven't seen for a long tine; and still, when you do get back



t oget her again, you pick up just where you left of P That . . . only stronger.
He can

have changed. | can have changed. But there won't be any new
d; fr- ---- tt- - -'t -Lpiinin fine @pn an(] one nonent.
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No, the fact we' ve been separated's not going to be a problem The probl em

will be getting himto accept a solution to hi @situation besides the one he's
cone to hinself. The Graenmes aic a hardheaded | ot; and Donal has never been
turned aside froin his decisions by any other human being." "You think there's

that rmuch of Donal Gaenme left in Hal?" said Alela. "OF course there is,
Ajela," said Rukh gently to hei. "Nobody can ever escape what they've been
Have you forgotten how rmuch of you is still Exotic? And you left Mara for the
Encycl opedi a when you were twel ve years old, didn't you?"

Ajela smled a little wanly. "Perhaps too often, | forget," she said. "No,
you're right. Rukh. It's just that |'ve always just known himas Hal; and
bei ng an Exotic, | probably don't understand what all the rest of you know
about viol ence-sorry, Amanda. | know that's the wong word. " "No, it's not,"
said Amanda. "Is it, Rukh Tamani ?" "No," said Rukh. "Woso thinketh violence
knowet h violence. It was in God's name, but | knew violence." "But to get back

to what we're tal king about," said Amanda, "Rukh's right. 1'Il have to feel ny
way to the answer. That doesn't say I'll find it. Ei ther one of you may be the
one to find it. 11

She smled at them "So you'll both keep after it, too?" "You know we wll,

Amanda, " Rukh said. It was the first time she had used Amanda's gi ven nane
only. Amanda smiled in acknow edgenent and appreciation and got a

3m le back that took account of the bond of experience between them "O
course," Amanda said. "I shouldn't have even asked. Well, then, if you' ve told
me all you want to say for the moment, can | go to Hal now?" "I'll call to say
you're com ng-"

Aj el a's hand, which had been reaching out to the control studs on her desk,
checked as Amanda interrupted. "if you don't mind, 1'd rather sinply appear,"”
she said. "Can you just direct me to wherever he is at the monment?" "O
course," said Ajela. "That's a good idea, in fact. You may well learn nore
fromhim suddenly appearing w thout
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warning. He's in his roons. |I'Il align this corridor outside with them First
door to your right, then, as you go out." "Thanks," said Amanda, getting up
fromher float. "We'll talk again shortly?" "As soon as you want. It may be a

quarter or a half an hour, usually, before | can get loose, if I'"'mtied up
tal king to someone, or in sone kind of conference with the people down on the
surface; but just as soon as | can, |I'll be available. Tell Rukh whenever you
want us three to nmeet again." "You can reach me anytime using the interna
conmuni cati on system of the Encycl opedia,"” put in Rukh

Amanda was al ready on her way to the door. She stopped and turned back for a
noment. "Good, I'Il do that,"” she said, and sniled once nore at them "It's
been very good neeting you both, at last. Don't worry. | trust in Hal-the

i nner Hal. You should, too."

Ajela, unlike Rukh, did not return the smle. "W always have," said A ela
enptily, "but if after all this tine he gives up and | eaves us, what hope is
there for Earth, for the race? For everyone?"

Rukh turned and | ooked across the desk at her. "There is hope in God," she
said strongly, "who never |eaves us."

Nei t her Amanda nor Ajela spoke. There was silence in the room Then Amanda
turned once nore, and went, decisively, toward the door. "I'll talk to you
both shortly," she said, and went out

As the door clicked softly shut behind her, Amanda thought that it m ght not
be all as sinple as she had made it sound when she was inside tal ki ng about
Hal . One of the other two-it m ght have been either or both-m ght have been
putting pressure on him all these nonths, without realizing it. Well, she
woul d deal with that if she cane across it. Ajela in particular m ght have
been guilty of pressuring without knowing it. She turned right, as Ajela had
directed. Ten nmeters down a somewhat | onger corridor than the one she



renenmbered walking in on the way to Ajela's office, she found the door the
ot her woman had menti oned. Wthout announcing herself, she touched its latch
button and stepped inside as it slid open before her. Hal was sitting at his
desk and he | ooked up to stare at her sudden appearance.
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She stopped just inside the door, which slid closed again; and stood smling
at his startled face sone five neters away fromer. "So you' ve forgotten what
| look like already," she said. The hunor and her |ightness of tone were a
cover for the nmonment; for in that second she had seen himfor the first tine
in three years. Wat she saw was a big man-for when he had chosen to regrow
from babyhood as Hal Mayne, he had come back not in the bone and flesh of the
man he had been as Dona

6raerne, but like one of his towering twin uncles Kensie and |lan. The Dorsa
were not by any neans all big-though statistically they averaged nore in

hei ght and wei ght than those of the other Younger Wirlds and A d Earth. But
there were sone famlies, |like the Gaenes and the ap Myrgans, who tended to
run |l arge conpared to that average; and sone anong these were arger yet. Even
grown, Donal had felt like a dwarf anong his own famly. Therefore the
imtation of I|an.

It was a small vanity. Amanda, who had known lan in his old age, had teased
Hal gently about it. But she did not feel l|ike teasing himnow The man before
her no nore showed obvi ous physical signs of stress than Ajela or Rukh had;
but Amanda, who knew him so and could | ook into his soul better than anyone
el se alive, saw himthere, as gaunt and sharpened by his inner struggles as a
hermt.

But nearly all of that was hidden within him Qutwardly, he showed only the
fam liar strong-boned face, with clear green eyes under thick black eyebrows
and straight, coarse black hair; his large and si new hands dwarfing the
control keys beside the screen inset in the top of the desk, on which he was
conposi ng some piece of writing.

But the | ook of startlenment |asted only a second. An al nost inperceptible tap
of his finger erased whatever he had been working on and he was up and around
t he desk, conming toward her. They met in the mddle of the room "I had a
report to nmake-," she began; but his arms were already around her and his
mout h on hers was cutting off the rest of the words, with a fierce hunger she
had never felt in himbefore. She responded for a |ong nmoment; then pulled her
head back forcibly and | aughed up at him "You won't even give me a chance to
tell you how | happen to be here"" she said.
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"It doesn't matter," he answered. He kissed her hungrily again, drowning
hinself in her. He had wanted her here for three years, as soneone lost in a
desert would want a drink of water; but there was now al so sonething el se.
Sonething newin himthis [ast year, that had feared her com ng. For he knew
now t hat he had been refusing to face the consequences as far as they two were
concerned, of the decision he had just announced to Ajela and Rukh, his
decision to give up

There was no other way it could be. His leaving the battle while she was still
init, nmust part themfor good; whether either of them m ght want it that way
or not.
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Hal woke wi t hout opening his eyes, without noving. He felt the wei ght of
Amanda' s upper body and head come down again on the bed beside him He would
see her if he opened his eyes. This was no pressure field they slept upon
but, at his own choice, an antique formof spring and mattress such as was

still used on nost of the poorer Younger Wbrl ds-which included the Dorsai. In
a pressure bed he woul d not have been able to feel her novenments a mllineter
di stant.

So-she had just now again lifted up to ook at himas he slept, in the
starlight and the Iight of the new nmoon shining t

r hrough the illusion of a skylight in the rooms ceiling. She had done that
often, these last three nights. She was skillful enough to raise herself

wi t hout waking him but the return to a prone position was imnmpossible w thout
doi ng so. He wondered what she had seen in those dark nmoments, how much

di scover ed?

For three days and ni ghts he had avoi ded tal king to her about what he knew he
must talk to her about, eventually. It had been cowardice to have held off
fromit this long, the first deliberately cowardly act in all his lives. But
the thought of making it final, by putting it into words that they must go
away from each other-seenmed to close off his throat and make hi m speechl ess
every time he tried to make hinself speak of it.

O had she read it all in his face as he Jay sleeping? He did not
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underestimate her. She was capabl e of readi ng deeper into other humans,

i ncluding him than anyone el se he had ever known. "Yes. " He rolled over on
his back and stared up at the stars in their true positions as seen from here,

artificial illusion though the skylight was. "W should talk."
She rose on her el bow again and the darkness of her head and shoul der occulted
part of the skylight. In the dimer illunmi nation of her own shadow, her

features were just barely visible. Her hair, unloosed, fell over her shoul der
and brushed with faint fingers at the left side of his face. For a noment she
| ooked down at him Then she | owered her head and kissed himgently on the

lips. Then raised again and stayed | ooki ng down at him "I should have told
you the noment you got here," he said. "But . . ." "It's al | right, dear,"
she said. "I know. Rukh and Ajela told ne. You think you have to stop

searching for an answer."

O course. They would have told her as soon as she got here, when he had j ust
before that announced it to them "Yes," he answered. "l've been here for
three years, Amanda; and in all that tine-not one step forward."

Her dark head nodded slowy against the stars. "l see." Her voice was
t houghtful. "Up until a year ago," he said, "I still didn't doubt. | was stil
sure I'd find a way into the Creative Universe. | knowit's there. | know if |

could have found a way in, the advantages woul d have been overwhel m ng and
obvious to anyone-to everyone on Ad Earth, to begin with. If nothing el se,
it'd be a place to which the people could escape, if the force of the Younger
Wrl ds does finally break through the phase-shield.” "And at best?" "Wy, at
best-but haven't | told you all this before?" "You ve told ne very little. A
bit about what you hoped to reach,"” said Amanda's voice softly. "A good dea
about what rmade you start reaching, a |ot about the past, but little about the
future." "l guess-yes," said Hal. "You're right. | never did tell you nuch of
what | hoped for. But that was because | didn't want to prom se anything

coul dn't "

He ran out of words. He was funbling for the words he wanted. An unusual thing
for him and an unusual feeling.
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"You didn't want even me to get my expectations up, in case you weren't able
to do it," Amanda said. "l| suppose so. Yes," he answered, 11 you're
right. That was why- Even you." "Didn't it ever cross your nmind you didn't
have to prove yourself to ne by success?" "I don't know. " He hesitated. "Maybe
| was afraid of just what's happened. | nean-not afraid that | wouldn't be
successful; but that 1'd have to decide to stop trying while there was stil
lifein e to try with."

He waited for sone response. But she said nothing to help him He turned again
to face her dark shape. "You know this is different," he said. "No matter what
you feel, and | feel, you know we have to go different ways; if | turn away,
take nmyself out of the equation while you're still init. And you know you'l
stay init. You' re what you are. The Third Amanda coul d never turn her back on
worlds full of people needing her, sinply to follow nme into nothingness, for
nmy own sake. \Wat you were born to be and all you were trained to be won't |et
you. Isn't that so?" "It would be so," she said slowy, "if you did turn away
yoursel f. Yes."

It was alnmost a relief to hear her say it, and know that it was at | ast

stated, out in the open, final. "That's why |'ve delayed like this, telling
you," he went on. "Ch, Amanda . . . Amanda . . . "

H's throat closed up on him He could not say any nore. Her hand reached out
and stroked his forehead, gently, soothingly, as if he was a child with a
fever. "You're not gone yet," she murnmured. "But that's just it," he said

able to tal k again, although talking was painful. "I've already del ayed too
long. There's nmore to it. It's not just ne stepping away from an insol uble
situation before it drives me insane. If it were that alone, 1'd keep trying
until they had to carry ne off. But every day | wait, | hold back the tine
when Bl eys finds out I'mgone. One day longer to the change that has to cone
when the historic forces nove into the vacuum where | was." "Are you sure when

they do nove, that'll be for the good of' what we've all worked for'? \Wat if
it's for the worse?" "I don't know what'l| happen, of course," he said.
"There's
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only one thing I know. M quitting' s going to |eave an inbal ance. One that the
forces-which are the result of the reactions of all the people on all the

worl ds-won't be able to tolerate. By going |I |eave Bl eys unopposed, too
strong. | explained that to Rukh and Ajela. The inbal ance has got to react
agai nst Bl eys, where up until now the forces of history were working for him
and the Others."” "You're sure of that?" she said. "How can it be or have been
any other way?" He stared through the darkness at her, wanting to see the
expression of her face nore clearly. "In all our history, no one person, one
side, ever held the race to its own will for any length of time. Sonetines

i nside a generation-or less-all that a great conqueror took, or builder
erected, was gone. Sonething else had come to replace it. You can say the
civilizations of Egypt, the Dynasties of China, the Roman Empire, |asted for
hundreds of years. But steadily, even while the nanes | asted, what they stood
for changed. Al ways. Even the great religions grew, splintered, altered-unti
fromone generation to another, even a hundred years later, they'd all have
seened very, very different to soneone used to their earlier forms."

Amanda sai d not hing. She continued to stroke his forehead. "You know this is
true!" he said. "Wen the bal ance | eans too far one way, it automatically
swi ngs back. If | go, Bleys can never have what he's fought for-a single,
unchanging O d Earth, where all the humans alive are pernmanently under the
control of himand his kind. The historic forces will make an adj ust ment
-hopefully for the better. It nust happen, just as a

child grows into an adult and an adult grows into old age and death
-inexorably. Wthout the constant change that brings adaptation, the race
can't survive."



Still she said nothing. Her hand continued to stroke him that was all. It
seened she was ready to listen eternally. "I never hoped to stop that

ceasel ess back-and-forth, that oscillation," he said. "My only hope was to

t ake advantage of its nomentumto break through to some kind of permanent

i mprovenent in people; a growh, not in anything put together by men and wonen
as a society, but already waiting in the very hearts and soul s and natures of
each one of them individually. So that on the next swi ng each |iving human
woul d have nore be nore, and choose nore wi sely. And this inprovenen;
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woul d have to have cone inevitably, as the value of the |earning and

sel f-discipline acquired by each individual, as the price of being able to use
the Creative Universe. If only | could have found the way into it for them

t hat pass through the nmountains! "

He stopped tal king, out of words. They stayed as they were a little while,
Amanda' s hand still gently soothing his forehead. At |ast, however, she
ceased; and took her hand away. "You've thought of what your |eaving is going
to mean to Tam of course?" she said. "OF course,"” he answered, his voice
thick with self-anger and disgust. "He had faith in ne, in ny finding a
solution. |'ve been holding off telling himjust as | held off telling you.

But perhaps it's better to, now But it'll be hard on him after struggling to
live all these years until an answer could be found. |I knowit. But | can't

del ay |l eaving any longer. Bleys is driving the Younger Wirlds to produce ships
and man them to the point where it'll kill them O course, he wants themto
die. And that makes it only a matter of tine before he has what he needs for a
massi ve breakthrough. As the time before that event shortens, the tinme in
which nmy quitting can begin to cause a change in the bal ance of forces gets
smal ler and smaller. | have to tell Tam now, and go- now.

He hesitated. "l1'd rather do anything than face himw th that news. Anything,
but not face himwith it." "You think it means only disappointment to hin®"
"What el se?" he said. "He counted on me to find it. He counted on ne to take

over the Encyclopedia. | can't do either. If | stayed here, there'd be no true
vacuum of power created, and affairs would haul ne back into position again."
"But only disappointnent, that's all you think it'll nean to TanP"

He stared through the darkness at her, at the face he could not read. "Wat
el se woul d there be? What do you nmean?" he denanded

She said nothing for a second. Then, when she spoke, her voice was a little
different, alnost detached. "Do you know the children's story of the G eat
Dark Pl ace?" she asked.
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H's mind drew a bl ank, nmade an automatic half-effort to call up the know edge
center of the Encyclopedia to find it; but he was too sick a9d weary inside
for the effort. Besides, he knew Amanda nust have sone reason for wanting to
retell it herself, or she would not have nentioned it so. "No," he said.

| 'The sun, the rain and the wi nd happened to neet one day," she said softly.
"And the rain was upset-so upset that he was alnbst turning into sleet.

11 "It's just terrible,' he told the sun and the wind, 'I1've come from seei ng
something I wouldn't have believed if anyone had told me about it. A G eat
Dark Place. |'ve never seen a place so dark and terrible. | got away just as
fast as | could. It scared ne to death.' "The wi nd | aughed. " 'Cone on, now,'
the wind said, 'no place can be that frightening. In fact, | don't believe it
even exists. You're nmaking it up. Isn't he, sunT " 'I certainly can't inagine
any such place,' said the sun

" "You go see for yourself then,' said the rain. "Anyway, | knowit's there

and |I'mnot goi ng anywhere near it, ever again. The very thought of it chills
me cl ear through-1ook how ny drops are freezing at the thought of it!' "
"Poo!' said the wind. 'Were's it supposed to be-back the way you just cane?
"Il go see for nyself, right now' and off he went. "The sun went on his
regul ar way, because it was inportant that a day al ways have the right nunber
of minutes init for the day it was; and he'd al nost forgotten about the
rain's fright and story, when the wind came up to him And the wind was so
shaken he was blowing in irregular gusts. " 'Cal mdown, now ' said the sun
"What's wong?' " '"Wiat's wong?' said the wind. 'I'll tell you what's w ong!
I went to look for that Great Dark Place the rain tal ked about-and it was
there! Just as rain said! The greatest, darkest place you ever-well, there's
just no describing howterribly great and dark it was. |'Il never get over the
fright it gave me-never!' " 'Come, cone,' said the sun, for he was a very



| arge and conforting person, by nature, 'it just isn't possible for any place
to be that frightening. How about this? I'Il go have a | ook for
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nmysel f, right now. There may have to be a few extra mnutes in this day, but
we can't go having the rain and wind all upset like that. The weather will
turn crazy, if it's sleeting in the mddle of sutmer and you're blow ng a
gusty gal e when you ought to be cooling everybody's brow with gentle breezes.
['"lI'l be right back.' "Of he went. But he didn't cone right back. In fact, he
didn't cone back for quite a while indeed; and when he did, he was exhausted
While the wind had been waiting the rain had come up to join himand they both
wat ched the sun approaching. " "WellT called the rain, as the sun got close
enough to hear. 'Now, you see? Isn't it the nost terrible and greatest Dark

Pl ace you ever sawl " 'It certainly is not!' replied the sun as he reached
them He was hot and nore than a little cross, for now the day woul d have at

| east an extra hour in it it never should have had-unl ess noon could be tal ked
into shortening the night by that nuch. '"In fact I don't believe there ever
was any such place. The two of you nade it up to send ne on a wild goose
chase. | | ooked high and low. | |ooked into everything and under
everything-and there's no dark place at all, anywhere! If there was, |
couldn't have missed finding it. | don't think it ever existed in the first

pl ace, and that's the last tine | go | ooking for sonething Iike thad "

Hal had been lulled al nbst into drowsiness by the soft, regular voice of
Amanda as she told the story. Besides being natural singers, the Mrgans of
Fal Morgan were gifted storytellers, and Amanda had all the family skills in
that area. Now, the sudden stopping of her voice woke himsuddenly, to the

ni ght and what he had hinself been tal king of before. "And this dark place,"
he said to her, "it has sone particular application to me?" "You know why the
sun couldn't find it, of course," said Amanda. "The dark place was there, but
the sun saw only his own |ight when he | ooked. Tam has a dark place, even
after all these years; but when you look at it, you see it so fully lighted by
your own vision, you don't or won't see it as a dark place, because it echoes
a dark place very like it, in you. The nenmory of your responsibility for how
your brother Mr died."

Hal closed his eyes reflexively -because Amanda's | ast words had sl apped him
i ke a physical blow Yet again his mnd broulzht himthe sieht of WIIiam
the finallv defeated and now
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fully insane Prince of the great planet Ceta, as he pressed the button that
opened doubl e doors to reveal the tortured body of what had once been Mor-the
i mge was as fresh as if it had been yesterday, instead of a century past.

He nade hinmsel f open his eyes again. "Tell ne what you nmean," he said. "No one
you ever knew dies-for you," said Amanda; and the eerie near-echoing of what
he had told hinmself, standing surrounded by the inmage of the library on the
estate back down on Earth in the mountain rains, just a few days before, was
part of what she al ways seened able to do. "Sinmlarly, for Tam your uncle
Kensi e and Janet hon Bl ack, and even David Hall his brother-in-lawwll never
have died. Tamis lived with his part in those deaths |onger than you' ve |ived
with Mor's death. He's carried his guilt about themnmore than a century; and
the only hope he's had was that your finding what you' ve been after would
prove that there were other causes-that it was one of the necessary happenings
t hat made possi bl e your discovery of a way into the Creative Universe for al
peopl e. "

She paused. "So, that's what you're going to be taking fromhim when you tel
himyou're giving up: his last hope of some forgiveness fromthe darkness,
before he dies. For Ajela, for the Encyclopedia, even for you in your own
right, he's fought to live that long. But nostly for hope of pardon for what
happened to David and Kensie and Jamet hon. Nearly a hundred years of service
here hasn't won that pardon for him But you m ght have. This one thing of al
t hi ngs you coul dn't see-because his darkness echoes yours too closely. Wen
you got close to seeing it, it woke your own guilt over Mr; and so you didn't



want to | ook deeply into himwhere his trouble lay."

Hal lay stiffly still in the bed. "You nmeke |eaving harder, only," he said.
"No, | didn't realize that about Tam but knowing it now makes no difference.
What can | do that | haven't done already?" "Did it ever strike you," said
Amanda softly, "that you've been going at the problemof entry to the Creative
Uni verse in what anounts to a head-on attack-like an attenpt by pure force on

a fabric or situation, to break through it. Maybe you could back off for a
nmonent; and try to find a way of
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approachi ng the problemobliquely, in a way that woul dn't provoke so nuch

resi stance. "

He propped hinself up on one elbow to stare at her. "By God!" he said. "Even
in this you see nore than anyone el se can-" He broke off and sl unped back

"But there is no other way. |'ve tried themall." "You' ve been too close to
the problemeven to see themall," she said. "You think so?" He was silent for
a long nonent. "No," he said, "I can't believe that. It's too easy an answer."
She let himthink in silence for a while. "If you don't mnd a suggestion .

" she said at last. "I mght have known!" He smiled grimy at her, aware that
t he noonl i ght showed his face to her clearly. "No-of course | want a
suggestion!” "Then suppose | tell you that on Kultis, where |I've been worKking
under ground, the people have found their own way of resisting the armed forces
Bl eys sent to occupy the Exotic worlds? A way that doesn't nean giving up
their commitnment to nonviolence? Wuld it make a difference if | could show
you a
smal |l corner on that world where a new kind of Exotic is coming into being?"
He stared through the darkness at her, letting her words resound and re-echo
in his mnd, the inplications of what she had just said flying out Iike sound
waves from each stroke of a clapper against the netal side of some heavy bell.
"New?" he said. "You nean a devel opnent - upwar d?" "Yes. Possibly upward. But
new|'msure. Totally new, unm stakably different." "And better?" "I think
so," said Amanda, "there's a group who' ve revived the old nane of Chantry
@uild for themsel ves; the nane of the organization back in the twenty-first
century, that you were once concerned with as Paul Formain. The organi zation
fromwhi ch the whole Exotic culture sprang; changed as it was fromits
begi nnings."” "It would nmean He roll ed over once nore on to his back
talking to the ceiling as much as to her, again. "It would mean one nore sure
i ndication the race as a whole is on the brink of a step forward. But the
Exotics were a Splinter Culture,
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like the Friendfies and the Dorsai. Mdre than the Friendlies and Dorsai, they
were deliberately trying to inmprove all people. But to make that inprovenent
now, under these conditions, when everything they have has been given away, or
taken fromthem. . . it's incredible."”

He shook his head. "And even if you're right, would it work here? These are
A d Earth people, the laggards of the |aggards . "

He fell silent, his own mnd answering himw th the menory of how for this

| ast year or so Ajela had been pointing out evidence that on the world bel ow
its peoples, too, had been changing, giving up-nmore and nore of their
mllennia-old sectionalism Ajela had tal ked of how for the first time they
wer e

begi nning to think and act as a unit. Rukh had insisted, not once but nany

ti mes repeating what was said by those who had cone

from Harmony and Associ ation to hel p her speak out against the nihilism of

t hose who preached support of Bleys' and the Others' attitudes. These
Friendlies had said that, even anong those who did not flock by the hundreds
of thousands to see

Rukh herself in person, some still showed an openness, a

willingness to see that it was not really the Younger Worlds, |ike sonme horde
of enem es, that threatened them but a destructive attitude on the part of

Bl eys and the Others that was the core and heart of their opposition

He had thought that by saying these things Rukh and Ajela were nmerely trying
to lift his own dulled spirits. But perhaps they had been honestly reporting.
Per haps, even here on A d Earth, there was a new wi nd of thought, bringing
toget her the established, self-centered, divided and often
opposed-t o- eachot her peoples of a world which for sone hundreds of years had
trailed behind the rest of the race in its thinking.



If that was true . . . then it could suddenly be inportant what was happeni ng
on Kultis. If the Exotics were indeed, even in one small spot, anywhere near
breaking through to a new and better formof their particular Splinter-culture
type of social human. If that was the case, he badly wanted to see such a
thing for hinself. The probl em was, however, he rem nded hinself, that even if
this was true and neani ngful, he could see no way now that it could help him
personally, with the problemthat had stopped himdead in his tracks these

| ast three vears.
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H s spark of nonmentary excitement had gone out. And into that void Amanda once
nore spoke as if she had been thinking his thoughts with him "Suppose," she
said, "you put off telling Tamsay, for the two nmonths it would take you to go
to Kultis, see for yourself what |'mtal king about-and return?" "Yes," he said
slowy, as he thought about her suggestion. Even though his excitenment had
cool ed, he found he could cling to the thought that, in any case it was two
nmore nonths for Tam Ajela and the rest to hope in. Even Amanda ni ght hope.
She had not asked for herself, but then she would not; although she and he
were so close that he could not avoid knowing how it would cost her to | ose

him just as it would cost himto be parted fromher. "I'd like you to go with
me," he said to her. "I'd planned on it," she said. "I'd have to guide you to
the people |I've been tal king about, anyway. They're hidden as well as they can
be fromthe thers' occupying mlitary. Once there, though, 1'd have to | eave
you with them and just drop back at intervals. It's nmy district and |'ve got
responsibilities there. Also, in this case, | better not carry you to Kultis
by nmyself. We'll need a driver." "So | ong as you get someone who can keep a
secret." "About the fact you' re gone fromthe Encycl opedi a?" she said. "D d
you think I wouldn't'? Leave all that to nme; and we'll get under way as soon

as possible.”

- Al right then," he said, "but two nonths only, including travel tine.
"Including travel time. Yes," she said.

He nodded and snil ed-for her sake. But it was no use, said the inner part of
him It was a false hope, only delaying the inevitable, while shortening
vitally necessary tinme. Desperately, he wi shed he could find sonme way of
estimating when the Younger Wirlds woul d have enough properly crewed ships
out side the phase-shield to try a breakthrough to Earth.

But it was no use hoping for that. Even Bleys could not know. It would depend
on how nuch flesh and bl ood could stand on the Younger Wirlds; how fast the
peopl e there could be driven to produce what the O hers needed.

CHAPTER

"You're |leaving i mediatel y?" said Ajela the next norning. "Hal---it's bad
enough you're going. Don't tell me you' re planning to | eave in the next
mnute!" "We'd better, I'"'mafraid,” said Hal. "I said two nonths, which may
make tinme short enough as it is, at the Kultis end. | don't want to waste any
nore goi ng and com ng than | have to.

He turned to Amanda. "You've got gear on board "for me, Amanda?" he asked.
"Al'l you'll need," said Amanda. "Sinon's been taking care of that, haven't

you, Si non?"

She was speaking to Sinmon Graene, the great-grandson of lan, who had been
Donal G aerne's uncle. It was a small double miracle that Amanda had been able
to find himto be their driver. There had been none in her being able to find
hi m on such short notice, even after three years of her being away from her
own people. The Dorsai forces' location system if greatly |less sophisticated,
was al nost as swift as the systemin the Final Encycl opedi a.

But the first of the small miracles cane fromthe fact that he had not gone
out |like Amanda to an undercover job on one of the Other-controlled worlds.

Li ke her, he had had consi derabl e contact with of f-Dorsai people, which
ideally suited himfor such work.

The second had been the fact that the patrol duty slot he
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was in, here at dd Earth, was one he was willing and able to | eave. "They've
got a robe Exotics are required to wear," Sinon told Hal, "sonmething like a
civilian uniform all but required by the forces occupying themyou'll see.

duplicated the one

Amanda' s been wearing in a somew at arger sty e, t an s to the Fina

Encycl opedi a here. Footwear's the real problem but a |ot of the Exotics noved
back and forth to other worlds, including Ad Earth, and some of the earlier
stuff's still worn, since everything's hard to get for the native popul ation

t hese days. "

H s voice was a slightly deeper bass than Hal's. O herw se, considering the
distance in tinme and rel ati onship between them they were remarkably alike.

Si mon, of course, could have no way of know ng that Hal had once been Donal

As far as ordinary information went, the Dorsai could only know what all the
wor | ds knew. that Hal had been rescued as a baby from an antique courier-size
spacecraft that had drifted into the near-vicinity of Add Earth; and that
after being rescued, Hal had been raised on that world by tutors fromthe
three Splinter Cultures. But lan had lived | ong enough that Sinon had been ten
years old when lan died. Sinon could not fail to see lan's |ikeness in Hal

If nothing else, Sinbn nust al nbst necessarily guess they had sone kind of

rel ationship. It was possible he took Hal for a

descendant of a child on another world whom | an had never acknow edged
fathering. But Hal suspected that his somewhat di stant and generati ons-younger
cousin had actually guessed at something nore than that.

But in any case, he had never said anything of what he m ght have concl uded.
In person, there were obvious differences between them Sinmon was shorter than
Hal , stockier, with a nore wedge-shaped face and dark brown rather than bl ack
hai r.

But for all that, the feeling of famly was strong between them as al ways
anong the Gaernes of Foralie; and fromtheir first moment of meeting three
years earlier, Sinmon had shown that he felt it, as did Hal. As far as

appear ances went they m ght have been-not brothers perhaps, but cousins-though
their simlarity was nost visible, oddly enough, when either or both were in
nmotion. Sinon's body novements were nore fluid and
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bi tl anced, as suited sonmeone who had been born on the Dorsai and never out of
training. Hal's were in some sense innate; and had-strange as the word m ght
sound- somret hi ng al nost spiritual about them But when the two nmen noved side
by side, the attention of anyone watchi ng was sonehow drawn to the sane
heavy-boned | eanness, and craggi ness of feature, in them both.

Amanda had | ocated Sinon in two hours, Encyclopedia tine; and he had been
delivered to themw thin three hours after that. In the single hour since, he
had got Amanda's ship ready to take themto Kultis. "Thanks, Sinmon," Hal said
now. A thought struck him "Wuld you answer a question for me, cone to think
of it. You' ve had three years here. Wat do you think of the A d Earth people?
| mean, the ones you've had to deal with since you' ve been here?"

Simon frowned. "They're different fromany of the people on the Younger Wrl ds

I'"ve net," he said, "and than |I'd inmagined them It's hard to put ny finger
exactly on how. "

He still frowned. "It's as if they're all very aware of the ornanental things
of life; I mean, the things you ve got time for after you ve won the daily

struggle for existence. C&riainly, they've rebuilt Earth itself in the past
hundred years into a green and pleasant world. But, particularly this |ast

year or so, | get a feeling fromthem of a hunger, of sorts. As if they were
I acki ng sonet hing but didn't know exactly what. Rich but unsatisfied, says it
maybe. Perhaps that's why, in spite of belonging to a mllion different sects,

groups and so forth, they all flock so to |isten when Rukh, or one of her
people, lectures themon faith and purpose. | don't know. " "I'd have said



nysel f that they were in an evangelically ready state,"” said Ajela. "There's
no doubt about the hunger behind their coming to listen to us. But Sinon
Graene is right. They don't really know what it is they're hungry for." "Yes,'
said Hal. "You' ve noticed changes, too, then. Al right. Another reason to
take a l ook at Kultis. Also, cone to think of it, another reason why we need

to get noving as soon as nn,oJhl(- "
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He reached out to hug Ajela, who was closest; but the gol den-haired wonan
pul l ed back fromhim "You will not-1 tell you flatly," said Ajela, "you wll
not | eave w thout seeing Tam before you go."

Her tone was angry, but there was something nore than anger in what she said.

"I hadn't intended to, of course,” said Hal softly. "I wouldn't |eave the
Encycl opedi a without seeing him Can | talk to himnow, or is he resting?"
"I"lIl see," said Ajela, still with an edge in her voice. She got up and went

out of the room by another door than that by which the rest had all entered-a
door behind her desk

She was back within the minute. "It's all right," she said. "You can see him
now, Hal. Amanda, do you mind if | just take Hal in by hinself9 Tamtries to
respond to everyone who cones to see him and he hasn't got the strength for
nore than one person at a tinme, really.” "OF course not," said Amanda- and

smled. "Not that | inmagine you'd let ne in, even if | did." "OfF course not.
But, I'msorry-you nay have another chance later to nmeet himand he's not
strong . . . these days. -

"Take Hal in and don't worry about mny being upset over mssing a chance to
meet him" said Amanda. "Common sense first. " "Thank you for understanding,"”
said Ajela. She turned and went to the door she had just come through, and Hal
foll omed her. The door opened, and shut behi nd them

W thin, suddenly, Hal found hinself in a dimess. No, not actually a di mess,
he realized, but a dulling of the light after the level of illumnation of
Ajela's office and the corridors. For a nonment it baffled himas if a thin

m st had sprung up to obscure all that was around him

Then he remenbered that these quarters of Tam s were kept always on a |ighting
cycle matched to the day and night of the Earth directly bel ow the

Encycl opedi a@as Hal's illusion of his estate had been under the sane rain and
wi nd as the actual place itself would have been at that tinmne.

On the Earth's surface, directly under themnow, it would now therefore be the
ending of the day; a tine of |ong shadows, or of no shadows at all if the
anoroachinp evenim was closim in
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behi nd a sky obscured by clouds, as it nust be. The light was going fromthe
surface underneath them and fromthis room alike.

Aside fromthat, the roomitself was as he had al ways renenbered Tam keepi ng
it-half office, half forest glade, with a small stream of water flow ng
through it. Beside that stream were the ol d-fashi oned overstuffed arnthairs,
and Tamin one of them though that particular chair had beconme el ongated and
nore slantw se of back, so that it was al nost as nuch bed as chair. In this
Tam sat, or lay, dressed as he had been every time Hal had seen him in shirt,
slacks and jacket. Only this tine a

cloth of red and white, its colors garish in the lesser light, lay across his
knees.

As his eyes rested on it, he saw Tamls index finger make a sideways novenent;
and Ajela cane hastily around Hal and went swiftly forward to take up the
cloth and carry it away out of sight beyond the trees. It was only then that
Hal recognized it as the Interplanetary Newsman's cl oak Tam had been qualified
to wear before he came back to the Encycl opedia for good. The cl oak was stil
set on the colors of red and white Tam had programed it for over a century
ago, before the death of David Hall, his young brother-in-law, for whom Tam
had consi dered hinsel f responsible, and for whose death at the hands of a
Friendly fanatic Tam had never forgiven hinself.

Hal | ooked into the old man's eyes, and for the first time saw the stillness
there. A stillness that echoed like a sound, |ike sone nassive blowin a tall,
dar k, many-chanbered structureso that the echoes came back, and cane back
agai n; bringing Hal strangely, in sudden, powerful enotion, a vision of the
weary King Arthur Pendragon, at the end of Alfred Tennyson's poetic ldylls of



the King. Wthout warning the roomwas overlaid in Hal's mnd with even darker
shadows fromthe vision built by the poet's |lines about that |ast battle by
the seashore.

. but when the dol orous day
Grew drearier toward twilight falling, cane
A bitter wind, clearfiromthe north, and bl ew The ni st aside, and with that
wind the tide Rose, and the pale King glanced across the field
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Nor any cry of Christian heard thereon, Nor yet of heathen; only the wan wave
Brake in anong deadfaces, to andfro Swayi ng the hel pl ess hands, and up and
down Tunbling the holl ow helnets of the fallen, And shiver'd brands that once
hadf ought with Rome, And rolling far along the gl oonmy shores The voi ce of days
of old and days to be...

For a | ong second Hal could not think what had brought these lines and Tam
together in his mnd. Then he realized that, |ike Arthur then, Tam now | ooked
out and saw no one but the dead. They were all dead, all those he had known as
a child, as a young nan, as a man of mddle age. He had left themall behind.
in the closed pages of history, |ong since.

Hal chilled. For in the same way those he had known as Donal were now gone,

all dead. Including Kensie, his uncle, who was one of the deaths Tam carried
on his conscience. And as he | ooked at Tam now, a whi sper came and went in
Hal's mind, a question-will 1, too, cone to this?

He shook hinself out of the vision, went forward and took one of Taml s hands,
where it lay in Tams lap. It had been an old hand when Hal had first touched
it, years ago; and it was hardly ol der |ooking now. Except that perhaps the
skin had sunk a little nore between the tendons, and made the veins stand out
nmore on the back of it. Tam | ooked up at Hal. "Here you are," he said. His

voi ce had been hoarsened by years, long since. Now it was faint in volunme as
well. "lIs she with you?" "lI'mhere," said Alela. "Not you," said Tam faintly
still, but with a hint of his old asperity. "The other one-damm my nenory-the
Dorsai!" "You nean Amanda?" said Hal. "She just got here, but she's |eaving
right away, again. I'mgoing with her for two nmonths to Kultis-if you can wait
for me that Iong. She thinks she's found Exotics there who are evolving-that's
what | cane
to tell you.

"Bring her in here," said Tam "Tam too nany people-," A ela

began. "It's ny life still," whispered Tam "I have to see her. | want
11
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Ajela went off. Tam s eyes sought Hal's. "You should go with her, yes," he
said, his voice strengthening; so that alnbst, as Hal stood hol ding the
ancient hand still in his, there now seenmed al nost no change at all between
this moment and that when Hal had first taken it, those |ong years past when
he had come here in flight. He had been running then away from Bl eys and the
nmurder of his tutors; and toward a maturity that would begin with nore than
three years working in the mnes of netal-rich Coby. Only now, the full weight
of the hand he held hung strengthl essly agai nst the palmof his own |arger

one. "I knew she was here. | knew you'd be going off for a while. Got to talk
to her," said Tam and for the nmonent-for just the nmoment now his eyes were
| ooki ng no | onger on the dead but on the living. "She'll be right here," said

Hal ; and in fact at that nmonent Ajela brought Amanda through the door behind
himup to the chair. "Tam" said A ela, "here she is. Amanda Mrgan."

Tam s hand pulled away and slid out of Hal's grasp. It reached for Amanda and
she took it in her own. "Lean close,” Tamsaid to her. "Bastard doctors!
They're so proud of giving me eyes like a twenty-year-old in perfect health;
and | still can't see what | want unless | have people close. There, | see you
now. "

Their two faces, the dark, aged mask of Tam and the taut-skinned, perfect
features of Amanda, were now only inches apart as she | eaned down to him

"Yes," said Tam |ooking into her eyes, "you'll do. |I knew you were here. You
see things, don't you?" "Yes," said Amanda softly. "So do |,- said Tam wth a
hoarse, tiny bark of a laugh, "but that's because |I'm hal fway through the door
to death. Do you believe ne, Amanda Mrgan?" "I believe you," she said. "Then
believe in your seeing, always. Yes, | know you do that now, but | want to
tell you to believe always, too; except for one time. You |love him of
course." "Yes," said Amanda. "The tinme's going to come . . . one tinme, when

what you'll see will be what is to be; but that one tine you'll have to
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renenber not to believe it. You' Il know the time |I'mtal king about when you
cone to it. But, do you hear me? One tine, only. You'll see himthen, and your
seeing will be right; but if you believe what you see, you'll, be wong. So,

don't believe, that one tine. Have faith. Believe in what you believe,
instead. "

Amanda' s face was very still. "Wat are you telling me?" she whispered. "Wen
the tine cones, and you see himin something that must not be, don't believe
it. Promse me. At the hardest nmonment, the worst tine, even though what you

see is true, don't believe. Because he'll need to know you won't believe,
then.” "Not believe . . . " she echoed. "Promise ne." "Yes," she said, and her
hand tightened on his. "I don't understand, but 1'll be ready. If it comes to
that, I'll have faith beyond any seeing." "CGood," said Tam on the exhal e of

one weary sigh. H's hand slipped out of her grasp as it had slipped from
Hal's, to lie again in his |ap. He spoke wi thout |ooking away fromher. "D d
you hear her, Hal?" "Yes," said Hal. "But | don't understand you, either."
"For you, it doesn't matter. ,' Tamturned his head away. "You've got to go,"
said Ajela, nmoving forward. "He's worn out. He's got to rest now "

They turned away fromthe old nan, who was no | onger |ooking at them as if he
had al ready forgotten their presence; and Ajela herded them out of the room
CHAPTER

Amanda' s ship, with Sinon at the controls, hung in orbit above the night side
of Kultis.

Only one of the planet's nmoons was in the sky with them Once, when the
Exoti cs had been the richest of the Younger Worlds, this, like its sister
world of Mara, had owned a

space- approach warni ng systemthat woul d have signal ed the appearance of any
craft within a hundred thousand kiloneters of its surface. Now the nmen and
worren who had manned that system were dead or gone, and the very systemitself
had been cannibalized of its parts or left to grow dusty in usel essness.

Bel ow, the planetary night side was a round shape of darkness occulting the
stars and the smaller of the two noons beyond; but the instruments aboard the
ship cut through the darkness and the cloud cover separating themfromthe
surface and showed it as bright as if daylit. The screen showi ng that surface
was al ready on cl ose magnification that gave thema view of northern tropica
upl ands nmounting to the foothills of successive ranges of sharply rising
mount ai ns, tall enough to have their peaks snow capped even in this climte
and season. As they continued their descent the viewer showed a road runni ng
upcountry past what had been honmes and estates, scattered Exotic-fashion with
plenty of |and around them through a small city and on into the nountains.
Amanda was instructing Hal and Sinon; particularly, at the nonment, Sinon.
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"We'|| be following the route of that road, approximtely," she was saying to
him "The Chantry Guild is in the Zi paca Muntains, that range to our left
there. The nore lofty range to the right are the Grandfathers of Dawn, and the
flat valley-floor in between themthat widens as it cones toward us is the
Mayahuel Valley. There's a nore direct route to where we're going; but | want
Hal to get the context for it all, first-1 want himto see sonme of the rest of
Kultis as it is now So we'll nake a couple days' walk out of it. You set us
down, here . "

Her words were precise and cl ean-edged on Hal's ear, so that they stood out as
if initalics. She had changed, he thought, listening, since that nonment wth
Tam just before they left. She was nore authoritative, nore intense.

W thout any specific alteration in her tone or her manner, her voice now
seened to carry the burden of a purpose that took precedence over everything
else. As if she was now driven by sonething she had commtted herself to carry
t hrough at any and all cost.

The difference in her had becone apparent to him al nost i medi ately they had
left Tams quarters for the ship. Hs first awareness of a difference in her
had been when they were alnost to the ship; when she had fallen back from

wal ki ng at his side, turning and stopping A ela and Rukh who were foll ow ng
them so that his next few steps carried himbeyond the point where he could
hear what she said to them briefly and in a | ow voice, before turning to
catch up with himonce nore.

He had felt an unreasonable, but for a nonment very real, flash of irritation
What was it she had to say to themthat he could not be trusted to hear as
wel | ? As they had boarded the ship and all the way to where they were now
above Kultis, he had waited for her to give himsone explanation of what she
had stopped to tell the others. But she had said nothing. In fact, she had
acted as if that nonment had never taken place; but since then he had noticed
this driven quality in her, this difference.

It nust, he thought, have something to do with Tam s vision about which he had
war ned her. Had some sort of private spark | eaped between the two of themin
that nmoment, without his seeing it? He told himself it was nothing; it was
none of his business, in any case. But the menory and the difference in her
now ghawed at hi mregardl ess.

She was reaching out now to touch the screen and a bl ue

.circle came to outline the place she had indicated; and then

anot her, smaller screen suddenly showed a magnified view of the place she had
touched. In that screen they saw things as if they hung only four or five
neters above the ground, over a small patch of bushes just off the road, whose
ruts were bl ack, the higher surfaces between them palely contrasted in the
cloud-filtered noonlight. The road was only sonme ten neters away fromtheir
poi nt of view "You see this?" Amanda said to Sinon, holding up a white rag of
a cloth, grayed from many | aunderings and slightly |longer than it was w de,

wi th ragged edges form ng a roughly rectangul ar shape. "I've made a mnicrograph
of this, so your viewer can identify even an edge of it, if that's all that's
vi sible. You know our general route. Search along it each night, in the area
of where a day's wal k should have taken us. I'Il try to display this sonewhere
every day or night we stop. I'lIl put it where the viewer can sight it-tangled
in the branches or laid on top of one of those bushes down there, for exanple.
One corner should always be fol ded under; and that corner will point in the
direction we're headed, in case we have to vary fromthe original route. You
shoul d be able to find it displayed every night, except if we're overnighting
inthe city. It's too likely to be suspected as a signal there; so in the city
| may not display it. If you can't find it for one night, don't worry. After
three nights in a row without seeing it or any sign of us you can

i nvestigate-if you think it's reasonably safe for you to do so. O herw se



don't try. "No otherw se," said Sinon. "Sinon," said Amanda. "You're our
driver on this. You take orders."” "Not where it cones to any chance that doing
not hi ng mi ght cost us Hal," said Sinon. He held up a hand before she could
speak. "It's what he neans to our side, not just the personal connection

bet ween us-or the business of never |eaving one of your own behi nd when you
don't know what happened to them "

Slow y, she nodded. Hal felt he should say sonmething to refute such an opinion
but there was no easy short way of doing it. In any case, it was too |ate.
Amanda was al ready answering. "All right," she was saying, "I wouldn't be
around to stop you, anyway, if it cones to that. Now, if you're satisfied

you' ve got everything you want to know before we take off, you can
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start setting us down-" She tapped the screen where the cl oser view now
reveal ed in one conmer the fire-blackened wall of some ruined honmestead, rather
than the living villa they had scerned to view froma higher point of

i nspection. "Right away, ma'am"” said Sinon, sitting down to the controls.
"Hat," said Amanda. "Cone on back and get dressed." "Redressed, you nean,
don't you?" said Hal, following her into the stateroom "I|'ve already got
clothes on." "Redressed by all neans, if that's the phrase you prefer," said
Amanda, handi ng hi ma brown sackcloth penitential robe, simlar to the one in
whi ch she had left Kultis. She started to slip out of her coveralls and back
into a robe of her own. "How about you?" she went on. "Are you satisfied you
know everything you need to know? You aren't rusty on your short-Ianguage and
signals after three years at a desk?"

She was referring to what was basically a secret |anguage built up and passed
down from one generation of children under twelve years of age to the next. It
gai ned and | ost words from generation to generation, and was different from
famly to family. But the children of neighbors as close to each other as the
Graenes and Morgans of Foralie had practically a |anguage in conmon. The
reference to signals was to the silent body |anguage, varying fromminute to

| arge physical novenments, which the Dorsai as a Splinter Culture had refined
into a second tongue they could use to converse, unnoticed, even as bound
prisoners under the noses of captors. "Not in the least," said Hal. "Be sure
then to pay attention if | shout 'court,' whatever else you do. The people
manni ng the garrisons that the Gthers put in here live for reprisals.”

She was specifically alluding to the effective, short, oneX

Il abl e descendant of the ancient cry of "quarter"; which the o[r D sa

prof essional soldiers had early put to use to advise each other in the mdst
of combat that they should disable only, and if possible avoid killing, those
wi th which they happened to be fighting at the nonent.

"Il be listening," said Hal. "Don't worry." "I never worry," said Amanda; and
he was sensi bl e enough not to argue the point with her

Dressed in their unflattering garnments, and carrving bags with
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drawstring tops that held all their other possessions, they stepped out of the
ship twenty nminutes later into the spicily soft and warm ni ght at nosphere of
Kul'tis.

Amanda had picked their |anding spot well-not that Sinmon would have done badly
if the decision had been left up to him A tall stand of trees shielded them
fromthe road and they had | anded in the darkness of one roofl ess room of the
burned villa they had seen in the vision screen. Its walls lifted above the
spacecraft and hid it further in shadow "Good luck," said the voice of Sinobn
fromthe darkened port. The outer |ock door of the port closed and the ship
fell silently upward, out of sight.

Amanda' s fingers caught hold of the sleeve of Hal's robe, held and towed him

out of the shadow into the relative illum nation of the cloud-di nmed
nmoonl i ght; and fromthere, on through a ruined doorway into further shadow
agai n-

And suddenly they were under attack. The sounds of feet rushing across grinmed
flooring, the rustle of clothing, were adequate warning; along with the stink
of breath and uncl eaned bodi es. The outburst of yells that canme as their
attackers closed around Hal and Amanda was clearly intended to be one of
triunph; and in fact Hal found hinself caught by at |east three people at
once, two aimng at his upper body and one at his legs. At the sane tine,

hi gh-pitched to carry over the other voices and noi se, came the sound of
Amanda' s voice. "Court!"

Hardly fair, thought Hal, nore than a little irritated, as he spun away from
those trying to hold him breaking the finger of one who would not |oosen his
hold and throwing a second into a tangle with the third, |eg-level attacker



Here he was, in alnost total darkness, barely hours after the three years at

t he desk Amanda had tal ked about, set upon by an unknown but certainly |arge
nunber of attackers; and within nonents of |anding, she was telling himnot to
hurt these people too seriously. Those who were now earnestly trying to grab
and hold themdid not snell |ike garrison soldiers who m ght be eager for an
excuse to indulge in acts of reprisal-

Hs first feeling of annoyance was w ped out w thout warning in a sudden
upsurge of sonething like joy within him Joy at having sonething real and
physical to come to grips with after
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t he past years of fighting inponderables and unknowns. Hi s reflexes fromhis
trai ni ng under Mal achi Nasuno, the Dorsai who had been one of his tutors as
the boy Hal Mayne; an | his far greater training as the young Donal, grow ng
up and working as a professional soldier-these all but forgotten menories took
hi m over. He began to whirl anong his foes, tangling themup w th one another
and putting them down with throws wherever possible.

An excruci ati ng and sudden bang on the right side of his skull changed things
abruptly. The lightless roomseemed to spark for a nmoment within his own head
and then gray out around him abruptly chan .ging his feelings to a sinple,
instinctive yearning for survival. The only thought that stirred in his
suddenly dulled brain was that he should have sensed coning the bl ow that had
hit him and avoided it. Reflexively, he had already dropped to the floor
gathering hinself into a ball as he did so and rolling sideways. He came up
agai nst sonet hing and hastily spun away. The Exotics, he knew from experience,
had |i ked homes with large rooms in them and the houses he had seen in the
screen of the ship from above had been enpty shells. Therefore, there should
be not hi ng much between the walls to inpede himunless it was sone other hunman
bei ng. Mdreover, it only nmade sense that those who attacked hi mand Amanda
woul d have let themget into the center of a room so as to cone at them from
all sides at once.

He did not think all this out consciously as he was spinning away from whoever
or whatever he had touched. Rather, it was a concl usion reached just above the
| evel of instinct. He needed tinme for his head to clear

It did, and with his return to clarity cane the begi nnings of a

burni ng anger at hinmself, as well as a return of the unhappi ness that had been
growing in himthis |last year and nore. The fact he had been given no nore
than part-tine instruction by a

Dorsai as a growing boy on Od Earth; and that it had been a

hundred years since, as Donal, he had been personally in action, did not
excuse him H s |acks were clear

He was no longer a Dorsai in the sense of the fighting potential of that nane.
Any adult, properly school ed Dorsai would have been nmoving with his ears open
woul d have built and carried in his head as he fought a lightless nental

pi cture of what his opponents were doi ng@ and been ready for that bl ow
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He did know that it had been no thrown fist that had hit hinm but sonething
used as a weapon-a |l ength of wood, perhaps.

He |istened for a second |l onger, translating the sounds around himinto that
nment al picture he now renenbered being taught to form Anmanda had cl eared away
all who had conme close to her and was now nearly at the farther door out of
the room The ones not still engaged in trying to reach her were feeling
around, trying to find himevidently under the assunption that whoever hit him
had knocked hi m unconsci ous.

Then he was on his feet again, a portion of his attention continually updating
the picture frorn the sounds he heard and | ooking for a pattern in the actions
of his attackers. There was always a pattern, nmade up in separate parts by

t hose who were ready and willing to cone to grips; followed by those who woul d
become willing once the conbat began; and those who only wanted to hang around
the edges safely until the prey had been secured by the strongest of their
group and it was safe to pile on, shouting as if they had been in the action
fromthe begi nni ng.

Now he was ready to nmove through themto join Amanda. This time, he net what
he had expected. About thirty seconds of contact were enough to satisfy him
now t hat the group which had junped themwas no nore than a dozen adults, of
whi ch only four or five were daring enough to offer real threats.

Al most as soon as the deduction was conpleted in the back of his head, the
three full-effort fighters he had encountered on his way to the door were



either all put aside or bypassed. Amanda, his ears told him had al ready gone
through the farther exit. He followed her; and his ears told himthose they
had | eft behind did not follow

Amanda' s soft whistle asked if he was all right. He whistled back, went toward
t he sound she had made, and they canme together. "No problem" nmessaged
Amanda' s fingers, tapping his cheek. "W can go on with no nore trouble now.
Fol | ow ne. "

She led himfarther through the darkness and they energed after a bit into an

area of no shadows at all, just as the clouds thinned slightly overhead; and
he was able to see that they were now outside the walls of the ruined villa.
"Some illegal farmers, | think. Afamly or famlies who came out to work

their field at night," said Amanda in a normal voice. "They didn't have the
slightest idea who we m ght be,
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except that in these clothes we obviously weren't garrison soldiers and there
nm ght be something in our sacks that could be used by them"™ "So those were
some of the native Exotics-after only two years?" Hal demanded. A sudden
suspicion stirred in him "Did you know they were there, when you leci nme into
that place?" "No," she said, "but it was likely we'd run into sone |ike that

al ong the way."

She did not el aborate; and his unspoken question was answered. There had been
a reason she had wanted himto experience that particular type of "new'

Exotic; so different fromwhat she had pronised to show him back at the
Encycl opedi a. He tucked the fact away. Her reasons woul d becone apparent soon
enough. "Now, " she said, as they energed fromthe shell of the building into
the nmoonlight. Across a ruined | evel area that must once have been either a

| awn or garden, the surrounding trees made a semicircle of darkness, with a
gap and the hint of what m ght have been a road or path curving off to the
left to be lost in them "W go this way."

She led into the woods to the right of the path. "A driveway, once," she said.
"It'1l connect with the road a

few dozen nmeters over. But we'd better stay off the road proper. W'Il just
travel alongside it; and we ought to be within an easy day's walk of the city
you saw on the screen -Porphyry's its nane. W won't make it before sun-up
When dayl i ght cones

we'll have to be careful in our travel and avoid reaching the town at the
wong time of day."

It was a not unpl easant wal k by noonlight, for the cloud cover soon thinned to
not hi ngness, and di sappeared conpletely shortly after that; they noved easily
under Sofia, the nore brilliant of Kuitis's noons.

The noonlight reveal ed, but also hid things. Alnpst it was

possi ble for Hal to inagine that there had been no changes since he had been
there last; and this illusion persisted except when they would cone upon the
shel | of sone sad-1ooking, wecked and burned-out habitation. In the bright
but colorless light, these remains of what had once been hones seened al npst
magi cal | y capabl e of summoning up in Hal a nmenory of the |ightness and beauty
that the Exotics had put into their
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habi tations. As if they w apped around thensel ves now the ghosts of the beauty
wi th which the Exotics had al ways seened to try to nake up for the
abstractness of the phil osophy that was their obsession as one of the three

| argest and nost successful of the Younger Worlds' Splinter Cultures.

There were the noises of night birds, and sone insects, and other stirrings,
but no sounds of large creatures. The Exotics had not inported the genetic
starter material for variformaninmals of any size, beyond what was necessary
for the ecol ogy, except for sone donmestic aninmals. Their philosophy | ooked
askance at the keeping of pets; and nost of the things they couldn't do

t hensel ves, they were wealthy enough to buy machinery to do, or to hire

of f - pl anet wor kers-ani mals were not needed except for the stock of the dairy
farms or sheep ranches.

The total effect of the night, the different darktime sounds and the soft,
scented air, gave Hal a feeling of dreany unreality which was still underlaid
with his return to unhappi ness, and only partially affected by the grow ng
headache fromthe blow to the side of his head. He had been |ucky, at that, he
t hought, even as he automatically began to exert some of the physica

sel f-disciplines he had been taught in both his childhoods. Hs efforts were
not as much to get rid of the pain, as to put it off to one side, nentally, so
that it could be ignored by the normal workings of his body and mind. Alittle
farther forward and it woul d have cone agai nst his tenple, where that nuch of
a blow, even froma length of tree Iinb, could-

He woke suddenly to the potential of what he was feeling and stopped wal ki ng



suddenly. Amanda checked herself in nidstride beside him "Wat is it?" she

asked. "l took a hit on the head, back there," he said. "Something nore than
someone's fist. Maybe a staff or a club of wood. | didn't think too nuch of it
until just now" "Sit down," said Amanda. "Let me take a | ook."

He dropped into a sitting position, cross-legged on the earth bel ow hiny and
was rewarded by a new shock of pain in his head at his body's inmpact with the
ground. "Right side of ny head," he said.

Amanda' s fingers went anong his hair, parting it as she bent over him
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"This moonlight's bright enough so | ought to be able to see
She found sonething by his sudden feel of her touch-a cut, at least. "No

noti ceabl e swelling about the scalp," she said, "but it's the swelling inside
the skull we've got to worry about. Did it feel as if it m ght be enough to
cause a concussion? VWat can you tell about it fromthe inside? How hard were
you hit?" "I couldn't tell you-it dazed ne a bit," he said, "for naybe a dozen
seconds, no nore. It didn't knock me off ny feet. | remenber dropping
deliberately and rolling away fromthe action. Now . "

He probed his own sensations for information. It was ironic, here on this
worl d, that the techni ques he was using were as nmuch Exotic as Dorsai. The two
Splinter Cultures had been on a parallel track in these matters; and when they
realized it, information had been freely passed back and forth between them
Basically, there was much the body could tell the mind that drove it, if the
mnd could discipline itself to |isten along anci ent pathways of nerve and

i nstinct.

He sat notionless, inwardly listening in this fashion. Amanda sat beside him
After a bit, he spoke. "No," he said, "I don't think fluid' s going to

accunul ate in the brain, at least to any point where pressure on the brain by
the skull is going to cause real trouble. But |I think I'd better stop; and not
try to travel any nore for the rest of the night." "Absolutely,"” said Amanda
She | ooked around. "We're out of sight of the road. Lie back. I'Il make you a
bed of twigs and |large | eaves; and you can shift to that when it's ready."

He | ay back, suddenly very grateful to be able to do so; resting his head on a
hal f-buried root energing fromsone |arge native plant, a sort of tree-sized
bush. He closed his eyes and concentrated his attention, not nerely on

i sol ating the pain, but on holding back the natural responses of his body that
wanted to pour fluid into the brui sed area beneath the unyiel ding bone of his
skul I'.

Awar eness of his body, of its pressure against the naked ground, the noonlight
on his eyelids, and all his other feelings, began to dwindle into

nonexi stence. He was rel axing. The pain was dwi ndling too. The forest around
him ceased to be and tinme began to lose its nmeaning. He was only automatically
and
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distantly aware of Amanda hel ping himto shift over a half meter or so to his
right, on to a soft and springy bed a little above the surface on which he had
been 1ying.

Al'l things noved away from himinto nothi ngness and he sl ept.

Qut of that same nothi ngness he cane into the place he had dreaned of twice
before. He was aware that he dreamed now, but it changed not hing; because the
dreamwas reality and reality was the dream

He was once nore on the rubbled plain, the small stones underfoot |ong since
grown to giant boul ders. Far back, on his last visit here, he had passed the
vi ne-covered gate of netal bars through which he had seen Bl eys, who was
unabl e to pass through and be on the sanme side as he was . . . of what? A made
wal | of stone? Sone natural barrier of rock? He could not remenber, and it did
not matter now.

What mattered was that he was at |ast coming close to the tower. Al ways, it
had seened to recede fromhimas he worked his way toward it; but now it was
undeni abl y cl ose-al t hough how cl ose that cl oseness was, there was no telling.
A kilonmeter? Half or a quarter that distance? Double or nore that distance?
But it was close. Undeniably, no |longer distant. It |oomed over him with its
bl ack, narrow apertures that were wi ndows. He should be able at last, now, to
reach it with just alittle nmore effort.

But that was the problem He was close to weeping with frustration. He lay on
the Iip of a steep but short drop to the bottomof a trench perhaps twenty
nmeters wide; with as steep an upward sweep on its far side. It was perhaps



four times his height in depth; but its sides were not absolutely vertical. He
could slide down this side and go up the other on his hands and knees.

Only, he could not. A terrible weakness had come on him gradually, over the

| ong di stance he had travel ed. That was why he lay on the rocks now |like a nman
hal f dead. Now he | acked the strength even to rise to his feet. The trench was
not hi ng, easily passable ordinarily to anyone with even half his normal
strength; but that was just what he did not have. A lack of strength like that
of the dying Tam A yn held hi mwhere he was.

He concentrated, trying to drive his body with everything that he had been
tau2ht as Donal, and as the bov Hal Mavne. bv al
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of his tutors. Sheer fury al one should have been enough to nmove this dead
carcass that was his body, at |east down the sl ope before him

But it would not. He realized slowy that the eneny this tine was within him
He could fight what lay outside; but it was hinself who kept him from crossing
the trench; though every fiber of his being and all his |life was concentrated
and dedicated to the effort of getting through and beyond it to the tower.

He struggled to isolate that inner eneny, to bring it to grips; but it was
everywhere and nowhere in him Desperate, still fighting, he slipped at |ast
back into the grayness of slunber and slept until daylight woke himto the
reality that was Kultis.

CHAPTER

10

When he woke, the sun was already well above the horizon. It was unlike himto
sl eep so heavily and long, out in the open. On the other hand, his headache
was greatly reduced. As he canme to he had not been conscious of it at all-,

but then it began to nake itself felt, growing in intensity; and he had
expected it to nount to the sharpness he had felt the night before. dearly,

t hough, the blow on his head had done no real harm

However, the headache had stopped growing at a level that required hardly any
concentration to put it aside fromhis attention. Still, since he wanted the
whol e of his mind free to concentrate on whatever they mght run into, he nmade
the nmental effort to shift it out, off to the fringes of his consciousness.
There it perched like a bird in a tree, at roost-still with him but easily

i gnored except when a deliberate attenpt was made to check on it.

Amanda had evidently been out gathering sonme of the wild fruit and vegetable
products of the forest for their breakfast. She had thempiled on a |arge
linme-green | eaf, others of which she had used to make a covering over the
twi gs which had provided the springs for Hal's forest bed. He recogni zed sone
variform bananas, custard apples, and ugli fruit anong the eatables she had
gat hered; but nost were probably variforms, or hybrid varieties, of the native
flora, adapted to be usable by the human digestive system

81
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Among these were a nunber of thick roots of various shapes and sizes, and what
seened to be several varieties of fruit with thick skins bristling with
spines. They had all the unfriendly appearance of the A d Earth cactus pear
And there was

somet hing that was neither fruit nor root, but |ooked like the white pith
stripped frominside the stens of sone plant.

Cautiously, Hal sat up, prepared for his headache to explode in protest at the
motion. But it did not. He nmoved forward and sat cross-legged at the edge of
the | eaf. Amanda was al ready seated, cross-legged herself, on its other side.

"Breakfast," she said, waving at the scattering on the leaf. "I've been
waiting for you. How are you?" "Mich better," said Hal. "In fact, for
practical purposes, | couldn't be nuch better." "CGood!" she said. She pointed

to the produce on the | eaf before her. "Tuck in," she said.

Hal | ooked at the food Amanda spread out. "Wth all this why do they need to
cone out at night to plant fields?"

"Because they want and need a nore bal anced diet," she answered. "Al so they
want to store supplies for those days when the Qccupation authorities won't
let themget out into the woods to gather. Those all owed days have been set up
so that if the | ocal people depended on gathering alone they'd starve to
death. Their passes sinply aren't validated for enough so-called 'travel’
days-days they're allowed outside the walls of the town. " "I see," said Hal.
"Also, out here there're only a few variformrabbits and other small wld
animal s they can catch and kill to supplenment the protein of which they don't
get enough-they need garden

2 ve etables to nmake that |oss up. Plus they need the root @tables that are
best raised in quantity in a plot. Those people who attacked us |ast night
probably thought we were either there to rob their plot, or we were hunters
who mi ght have nmeat with us they could legitimately take-since legally we're
on their ground. It'd have to be one or the other, since there's nothing |eft
to scavenge out here." "You knew they were there," said Hal. "That's why you
called 'court." "
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"I know of that family," she said, "and when they junped us | guessed it was
one of the nights they stayed out. They | eave town and sinply don't go back
until the evening of the next day; and either bribe one of the curfew patrol
to report themin, or take their chances on being found out." "I forgot," said
Hal, "this is your work district, isn't it?" "Right up to the Zi paca

Mount ai ns," she answered. "So that's why | had Sinon set us down where he did.
I wanted you to see sonething. That while they still believe in nonviolence
and try to practice it, there's sone things some of themill fight for now and
one of those is survival. | don't nean all of thern'|Il fight, even for that;

but nmore than you'd think. It's one of the changes you needed to see
firsthand, for yourself." "Hardly a change for the better," said Hal, "from
their point of view, I1'd think." "Wait until you' ve had tinme to see sonme nore
of them before you make up your mnd about that," she said. "For now, it's
enough that you've seen that much change. You'd better get sone food into
you. "

Sone snmall, sudden alteration in the tone of her voice nmade him| ook nore
closely at her. He thought he detected sonething nearly m schievous hiding in
the corners of her eyes and nouth, at odds with the usual matter-of-factness
of her appearance.

A suspicion stirred in him The Mirgans and the G aernes, growi ng up as close
as cousins, had never been above playing small tricks on each other. It was
strange, but somehow mind-clearing, to | eave the puzzle of changes in the
Exotics and his own frustrated search to think of hinmself for once in that
yout hful , long-ago context. "You shouldn't have waited," Hal said, calny
enough. He waved at the food spread between them "Here, you go ahead."



She raised her eyebrows slightly, but reached out, picked up one of the
strings of what |ooked like pith just before himand began eating. Evidently,
it was nore chewy than it | ooked. O herw se her face told himnothing about
its spiciness, bitterness, or any other aspect of its flavor. "By the way," he
said, as he reached for some hinmself, and bit cautiously into the whitish
cordli ke length, "what kind of taste-"

H s mouth puckered instinctively, as if he had bitten into a | enon.
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"Quite pleasant, actually, if alittle bland," she replied cheerfully. "O
course, you have to be careful to eat it only when it has those pale yell ow
streaks like that-oh, that's too bad, you must have hit one that wasn't quite
ripe yet, by mstake. Here, spit it out. There's no point trying to eat it at
that stage. Try one of the others with the faint yellow streaks. I'msorry! "
He got rid of what was in his nouth. "I'msure you are!" he said-but she was
smling; and then suddenly they were both | aughing. "So nmuch for the
sensitivity and kindness of an Amanda! Playing tricks |like that on someone who
m ght have had a concussion.” "You didn't give me a chance to warn you," she
said. "Oh? And it was pure chance nearly all the ones wi thout yell ow streaks
are on this side of the leaf?" "Well, what do you know" she answered with a
perfectly straight face. "Those on your side are, at that!"

Hal carefully took one of the strips with pale yellow streaks -which were, in
fact, alnmost invisible-and bit cautiously into it 'The pith fromthe ripe

pl ant was as bl and-tasting as Amanda had said, with a flavor like bread and a
decided texture. It was, indeed, nore like chewing a crusty home-baked | oaf
than anything el se he could think of. "Fromnow on," he told her, "I expect
you to warn me as | go, if something's going to be flane-hot or anything
else." "I will," she said. Her voice was suddenly serious. "I'msorry, Hal
You shoul d have known nme when | was young-but | forget, you couldn't have.
Anyway, | didn't have all that rmuch tinme to play, even then. There was al ways
too much to learn. You're sure your head's going to be all right?" "Positive,"
he said. An unusual softness and gentl eness nmade itself felt in himsuddenly.
"I'"ll bet you didn't have nuch time to play, at that, when you were snall."
"You didn't either," she said, alnost fiercely.

He opened his nouth to disagree, then realized that she was right. Fromthe
time word had come of his uncle James's death, little of his tinme had gone
into recreation, conpared to that of the boys and girls his own age around
Foralie. "That was different," he said. "I deliberately chose ny life. " "Do
you think | didn't choose mine?" she said. "The
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Second Amanda may have picked me to follow her when | was too young to have
any say in the matter. But she picked me because of what | was when | was

born. I was too young to know what | wanted to drive nyself toward; but the
driving was already in ne, and working. But she sawit, even then, and gave it
a goal, that was all. After that, | worked the way | did for her because it
was what | wanted to do; not because it was sonething | had to do. |I'd have
been the third Amanda anong the Myrgans, no matter what ny nane or ny
training!"™ "Well," he said, still gently, "we are what we are now, in any
case."

They finished eating and took up their traveling again. The day warmed as the
sun rose, but it did not become so nmuch warmer as to be actively
unconfortable. Still, with Procyon now a white point too bright to be | ooked
anywhere close to, in the greenish-blue sky overhead, Hal found hinself
grateful for the fact they could walk in the shade of the vegetation al ongside
the road.

That vegetation was thick, but not tangled. It was undeniably tropical or
perhaps it could be called subtropical, but if the latter, barely so. For one
thing they were at a considerable altitude above sea |evel; for another, the
angle of the planet to its orbit was sonething just over ten degrees |less than
that Od Earth made to its orbit, so that the tropical zone here was w der
Down in the steany | ow ands near sea level, the wild vegetation could honestly
be called inpenetrable jungle. Here, in spite of the fact it supported
tropical fruits and warmcountry plants, it had nore of the openness of a
forest. It would be possible to nove through it at good speed without cutting
one's way, as they would have had to do in the coastal jungle. There were even
smal I, open, natural glades, as well as those areas that had been cleared for



hones and their surroundi ng grounds.

But the roadside trees were tall enough-both the natives and those variforns
whi ch had been inported and found a hone here-that the shade was pleasantly
thick. The brilliant sky above was cloudl ess; and both before and behind them
were the two ranges of nountai ns-what had Ananda call ed then? Ch, yes, the

Zi paca and the Grandfathers of Dawn. It was the Zipaca that held the new
Chantry @uild, and lay before them The G andfathers were behind.

Bot h were sharp-peaked. Ceol ogically young ranges, clearly,
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by their appearance. They seened to diverge to the far left; though this could
not be established certainly, for in that direction the | and becane lost in

di stance and a blue haze. By the sanme token they seened to angl e together at
the right, though this could also be an illusion of the distance. Ahead of Hal
and Amanda, the land lifted gradually upward toward the Zipacas. But only
gradually. In the main, between the ranges it was tableland; flat, with only
an occasional swell or depression. "Were's the river?" Hal asked.

Amanda turned to smile at him "So," she said, "you' ve been figuring out the
terrain.” "We're all but surrounded by watersheds in the shape of those
ranges," Hal said. "And the general |andslope is against us. There should be a
fair nunmber of smaller streans off the nmountain slopes -particularly that of

t he Zipacas, ahead, to a large river running downward and back past where we

| anded. " , ,Right you are," said Amanda, "there is. It's called the Cold
River; and we | anded just about half a kiloneter this side of it, so we've
been angling away fromit. We'll also be crossing a few small streans today,
but that's all. The place I'"'mtaking you to is short of the next |large stream

off the mountains that feeds into the main river."

Hal nodded. "Fromwhat |'ve seen so far," he said, "this valley |land ought to
be overl ayi ng ol der, sedinmentary rock, younger than the ranges. | |

"Right. The ranges are young and still grow ng," answered Amanda, "and you're
right, the rock under us here is sedinentary. In fact, you'll see the |ower
reaches of the nountains, when we conme to them are mainly |inestone and
sandstone, sheathing the granites and ot her igneous rocks that pushed up
inside it. That's the reason the nountains seemto rise so suddenly fromthe
valley floor. Wat you'll be |looking at are slabs of the valley rock broken
of f and upended by the nountain rock lifting beneath it. The Exotics |iked the
contrast of building the peaceful sort of hones they made, in a geologically
dramatic area like this one." "Little good it's done them" said Hal, |ooking
at the road al ongside them "They've ended up getting drama with a vengeance."
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Into the tar-black, nelted-earth surface of the road, deep ruts had been
gouged. "The garrison people drove heavy machi nery al ong these roads
deliberately to break them down," Amanda said. " It's part of their
organi zed plan of destruction. Bleys isn't waiting for the normal effects of
time, and the war with Earth, to nanage his 'w thering away' process for
Kultis and Mara. The Exotics produce nothi ng he needs; and the COccupation
troops he sent have all but explicit orders to keep trying to squeeze the

| ocal people until the last one's dead." "Squeeze then?" "Well, you see the
road," said Amanda. "In addition to that kind of destruction, they've burned
down all the country hones they didn't have a use for thensel ves; and nade the
peopl e who had lived in themnnove into the nearest town or city. There,
they've made themlive in row house apartnents they forced themto build for

t hensel ves, quickly and out of flimsy materials. Also, the town or city

popul ace is under all sorts of rationing and restrictions. Every day the
peopl e there have to stand in line for hours for their chance to buy the
barest necessities. | mean they're deliberately forced to stand in line for
not enough of anything to go around, available fromstores that can only be
open too few hours a day to supply everyone who needs things. Then, there's a
curfew at night and strict |laws even about how and where you can nove about in
the towns during the day-that's why we're tining this little walk to get to
the gates of Porphyry just a little before they close for the day, at sixteen
hundred hours-not nuch nore than m dafternoon, here. " "W're catching up with
someone, " Hal said, pointing ahead. "That's right," said Armanda. "You'll see
nore and nore traffic as we get close to town. Al the forner off-planet

wor kers here-they were mainly from Ste. Marie-- Ste. Marie was a sonewhat
smal l er agricultural world a little farther out from Procyon than the two

pl anets of the Exotics. "-were shipped home; and nost of the large farning



areas they operated on both Mara and Kultis are deserted now, with no Exotics
allowed to try and run them The locals here can only get pernmits to go out of
their town for about three hours a dav. on certain davs. to
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farmfamly plots of land that're too small, or too useless otherw se, to do

t hem much good anyway. That's why we ran into that bunch | ast night, who were
undoubt edl y staying out overnight, breaking curfew so they could get sone rea
work done on an illegal extra field, by noonlight. They just hope a surprise
housecheck doesn't turn themup nmissing, neantine. It's part of the game to
quarter the soldiers on the civilian popul ace, to the advantage of the

sol diers and a better surveillance of the popul ace."

They had al nost caught up now with the travel er ahead of them who was a thin,
bal ding man in m ddl e age, pushing a handcart. He nodded in answer to their
greeting as they passed but said nothing, evidently saving his breath for the
job of maneuvering the wheels of the handcart anmongst the ruts on the road-the
cart being too wide for the nore shady edge on which Hal and Amanda were
traveling. There was nothing nore than a scattering of sweet potatoes in the
bottom of the cart; but the cart itself was obviously honemade, and cl unsy as
wel | as heavy. The nan was streaming with sweat frompushing it in the sun
"He's taking the potatoes hone to eat, or to sell?" Hal asked, once they were
far enough past to be out of hearing. "Either that, or to barter with a

nei ghbor," said Amanda. "He'd do better to put a bunch that smal | into a
sack." "Against the law, " said Amanda. "All produce, to be |legal inside the
city, must he brought in by cart, theoretically to let the gate guards inspect
it for ampunt, which is Iimted, per trip; and possible plant diseases, of

whi ch there aren't any. "

They went on their way, and traffic, as Amanda had predicted, increased. Al
were peopl e headed into the city, rather than away fromit. A fair share of
those were nmen or wonen with handcarts, like the man they had seen. Qhers
sinmply carried sacks which, Hal assuned, contained sonething of value that was
not produce. Mre than a few had the word DESTRUCT! marked in large letters
with black paint on the front or back of their robes. "Alot of town-to-town
travelers,"” said Hal. "No, they're local, too. Anything personal has to be
brought in by the sack that's forbidden for produce-another |aw. The ones
carrying those are townspeopl e who' re taki ng advantage of the regul ation that
lets themuse their free hours outside the city
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to scavenge the ruins of their old country property for anything useful inside
town-not that anything really valuable will get by the gate guards. If there
was, it'd be taken 'for inspection' to ensure there's nothing contraband

hi dden inside it. Scavengers are what we're supposed to be, you and 1. [|'ve
got a fake address to give the gate guards. Theoretically, you and | have been
out hunting through what's left of our old honmestead." "I see," said Hal. They
went on.

A sadness that seemed always to lurk inside himlately was begi nning to grow
once nmore to unconfortable strength, as it had when he had stood in his
quarters at the Encycl opedia, surrounded by the imge of the estate as it had
been at that nonment down on O d Earth.

Now, sister birch, white-arned

Essentially, the ruined buildings, the destroyed and harassed peopl e she
pointed out to him were his doing. Doubly his doing, for it was his going
back in spirit to aninmate the body of Paul Formain in the twentieth century
that had helped lead to this. If he had not done that, there would not have
been the splitting apart of the investigative animal instinct in every human,
one part to adventure and grow, one to hold back, to stay safe and unchan. -ed.
He had set humanity free, for this.

He had done it only so that the inner conflict could becone an outer one. So
that the two conflicting urges could choose up adherents of individual hunmans
and resolve the eons-old argunent in an open conflict-from which would cone
what he had then been sure would be an inevitable victory for the part of
humanity that wanted to grow.



But he had underestimated, even then, the conplexity and strength in the

bal ance of historic forces; the interweaving of every interaction between
every human. That interweaving sought stability; and to get that stability, it
had responded to his efforts by giving birth to those maverick, talented

i ndi vidual s who called thensel ves the O hers; and whom none of the three great
Splinter Cultures could conquer or control. Not the Exotics who had grown from
the original Chantry Quild of Formain's time; nor the Friendlies, who had
grown fromthe pureiv sectarian fanaticisms of Ad Earth into the nonul ations
of
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two worl ds which had produced true faith-holders |ike Rukh: nor yet the
Dorsai, who had evolved frombrutal soldiers-forhire to a people who placed

i ndependence, honor and duty above all other things.

The O hers had cone; and utterly conquered, in effect, all the Younger Worl ds
except those of the Dorsai, Friendlies and Exotics. So these last, they had
done their best to ruin. And he, Hal Mayne, who had been born the Dorsai Dona
Graene, had compounded t he damage he had done as Paul Formain, by |eaving the
remai ni ng popul ati ons of those Splinter Cultures hel pl ess before the G hers,
while he withdrew the best that each of the three Cultures had to the defense
of Ad Earth. An dd Earth that was only now just begi nning to appreciate what
had been done for it.

And to what end? Al this sacrifice had been made so that he, hinself, should
be free to find what no one el se had ever been able to find before-a nagic,

hi dden uni verse that would at once confound the Qthers and open a new stage of
evolution for the human race. It had been a vain sacrifice. In the end, he had
fail ed everyone else, after they had given the best of what they had, only to
provide himwi th the chance. Wrst of all

The pain nounted in him It was the deep hurt now i nside himthat was the
personal retribution the historic forces had brought upon himfor the danage
he had done; and he had not even let hinself recognize it untillast night,
when he had taken a blow on the head no adult conbat-trai ned Dorsai woul d have
taken, through his own ineptitude.

So now he nust face it. He was no longer a Dorsai. He realized now that he had
not been one for a long tine; but for that sane long tinme he had refused t(
face the fact. Now, it was inescapable. There were the Dorsai, and there was
Hal Mayne, who had been Donal. But Donal was gone, and Hal Mayne had never
been one of them for all that he had believcd hinself to be so. He was
separated fromthem as surely as Bl eys had been | ocked away, once in a dream
of Hal's, behind a gate of iron bars.

He hal f closed his eyes at the agony of realization. But it mounted stil
inside him until he suddenly found his el bow
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caught, and the forward notion of his wal king body stopped in its tracks. He
was turned, and | ooked down into the face of Amanda. "What is it?" she said.
He opened his nmouth to tell her; but he could not answer. His throat was so
tight that no words were able to force their way out.

Amanda flung her arns around himand pressed herself against him pressing her
face into his shoulder. "My dearest dear," she said. "What is it? Tell ne?"
Instinctively, his owm arnms went around her. He held to her, this one living
link with humanity that he had; as if to let go would be to | ose not only that
life, itself, but all eternity before and after it. H s voice cane, brokenly
and hoarsely, out of him "I've lost ny people . "

It was all he could manage to say. But sonehow she read through themto what
was in him She |led himaway fromthe road, out of sight of it. There, she
made himsit down with his back to a tree and fitted herself to him as if he
was dangerously chilled and she would warm himw th her body. He held her, and
they |l ay together wordl essly.

He felt a trenendous confort in her presence and her closeness to him But it
brought peace only to the top level of his nmind. Below that was an

ever-w deni ng wound; as if he was a figure cut out of cardboard in which a
hol e had been made with a pinprick, which was now bei ng enl arged and torn
apart into along rip by a pressure too great for himto resist.

But his gratitude for her confort at this time was i mreasurable. After a
little while, still unable to speak, he Iifted one hand and began to slowy
stroke the shining curve of her hair. It seened so wonderful to himthat she
shoul d be this beautiful and this near to him and so quickly understandi ng of
what was breaking himapart inside.



After a long silence, she spoke. "Now, listen to ne," she said. "You' ve |ost
not hi ng." Her voice was | ow and soft, but very certain. "I have." H s voice
was ragged with tears he did not know how to shed. "First | sold ny people

into a death contract; then | lost them" "You did neither." she said. in the
sane soft. even tones.
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"Do you renenber when you cane to the Dorsai to tal k about our folk com ng-as
many as could-to help defend A d Earth?" "And | net you," he said. "You net
the Gey Captains, and I was one of them" "You arranged for the rest to neet
me," he said, "and | sold thema contract with the Encycl opedia, to die,
defending Earth. " "You sold nothing," she said, her voice unhurried,
unchanged. "Have you already forgotten that the chance of death was al ways a
part of any Dorsai military contract? O those who net with you, only two

ot hers besides nyself had never actually been in the field. Do you think, even
not counting those three, that the nen and wonen you tal ked to had not
realized, long before, that one day they would have to face the Others? It was
only a question of where or how "

She paused, as if to let her words sink in. "You showed themthose things, as
you had to others, when the part of you that was Donal broke through to your
surface," she went on, "and nade it plain to all of us; as he had al ways made
things plain to people. Has your opinion of the Dorsai mnd fallen so | ow that
you think they-the Grey Captains -thought they could forever put off an
eventual conflict with the Gthers? Wen it was the O hers who wanted

everyt hing humanly owned, including the Dorsai itself? Qur people couldn't
becone the assassins that the Exotics asked themto be, to kill the Ohers one
by one; because life isn't worth certain costs, particularly if that cost is

t he abandonment of what you believe in. But you showed thema way to fight in
the way they knew how to fight; and they took that way. How could it havc been
ot herw se?"

He could not answer. What she said went through and through him and, if it
did not heal the great rent in him it at |east stopped its growi ng. "And
you've |l ost no one," she went on after a while, still quietly. "You ve only
gone on ahead of everyone else a little way; so that you' ve passed over a hil
whi ch bl ocks your view of the rest of us when you | ooked back. You' ve stared
at that hill so long now, you've cone to believe it's all space and tine. But
it's not. You've lost no one. Instead, you' ve joined in the whol e human race,
of which the Dorsai were always a part-but only a

part. You' ve gone on from where Donal stood, al one and solitary.
They continued to sit for sone while after that, neither of them speaking.
Slow y, what she had just said soaked into him as sea water slowy soaks into
a floating length of tinber, until at last it can hold no nore; and so,

wat er-1ogged, it begins to sink slowy and quietly to the far bottom

So, in time, what she had told himbrought relief. He could not believe her
much as he would have |liked to do so. Because, much as she was Amanda and
under st ood, he thought he recognized his own life, and his ow failure, in a
way no one else could. But the very fact that she had tried to warmthe chil

of despair fromhimlike this, as she might have warmed hi mback froma

death-chill, helped him So that in time he canme back again to her and al
ot her things. The pain that had cone
fromthe great torn place inside himwas still with him but it had at |ast

becone bearabl e, as bearable as his headache fromthe bl ow had becone, when he
had pushed it away fromthe center of his attention, out to the fringes of his
consci ousness. "We'd better go on," he said at |ast.

They got up and went back to the edge of the road, and continued along it
under the pale brilliant star of Procyon toward the destination she had in

m nd for him



CHAPTER | |

Procyon had started to lower in the sky, but the Kultan evening was stil

qui te distant when they cane out of a belt of trees to sce the edge of the
vill age of Porphyry before them The last hall' mle or so, traffic on the
road had increased heavily in conparison to what it had been earlier; but

t hose they passed, or who passed them noved at sonme little distance from each
ot her. Enough so that any of the travelers who were noving together could talk
privately nerely by |lowering their voices.

Hal had been roused fromthe oppression of his own inner feelings by his
interest in those sharing the road-and apparently their destination-with them
They had seen no one headed away from Porphyry. And these people were al
Exotics. They showed it in many little ways-their cal mess of feature and
econony of novenents, for instance. But Hal noticed that none of those they
caught up with, or were passed by, seenmed to be indulging in conversation
sinmply for conversation's sake. In fact, none they passed seened to feel it
necessary to greet Hal. Amanda, or each other. At nost they only acknow edged
the presence of others with a gentle snmile or nod.

But versions of these elenents had been part of the Exotic character as |ong
as Hal, or Donal, had known nembers of this Splinter Culture. What he noticed
now, and a startling difference it seemed to him was that there was sonething
extraordinarily self-contained about these sharing the road with them It

THE CHANTRY GUI LD

95

was hard to say whether it was a change in the direction of growmh or not. It
was as if each had drawn inside hinmself or herself, and now lived a private
life behind the drawn curtains of their cal mfaces. There was an individualism
that was new in them an individualismnoticeably different fromthe conmuna
feeling that had al ways appeared to be an integral part of the Exotics he had
known; from Padma the Qut bond, when he had been Donal, to Walter the

I nTeacher, Hal Mayne's tutor. In no way did those about him seem a beaten or
conquered people, in

spite of their circunstances.

But at the sanme time, he got a feeling fromthemnow as if part of the warnth
that had al ways characterized the Exotics was now w t hdrawn. Not gone; pulled
back away inside them coiled |ike a spring under tension-but, somehow, not
gone. "We'll be at the gate in a few mnutes," Amanda said, interrupting his

t houghts; and he | ooked ahead to see a tall wooden wall, evidently recently
built, surrounding what was plainly their destination. It reached to the side
and back as far as Hal could see in either direction, and their road led to a
wi de gate as tall as the wall itself. "Let ne do the talking to the guards,"”
Amanda said. "You're ny idiot big brother; |I mean, you're literally alittle
sloww tted. The cliches that work best are the old cliches. Look stupid. "

Hal obediently slunped his shoulders, let his face go slack and his nouth hang
slightly open. There was a jamup of people at the gates, of course; but those
com ng in gathered close together and waited with little talk, and w thout

rai sing their voices when they did speak, any nore than they had on the road.
It was reasonable, Hal thought, that they should b Those he watched woul d have
been brought up as child.e.. to never abandon a conversational tone and
volume; and in spite of their present condition, that training would persist
in them

And yet, thought Hal again, watching them behind the mask of his | oose jaw and
expressionl ess face, there was sonething nore going on here than just
chi l dhood training. There was something quietly in opposition to the unifornmed
men who were checking them It was not a quietness of fear in any sense, but
one of strength that the uniforned men did not have, or even understand.
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It was curious. At the sanme tine, he was aware of sonething that was goi ng on
for him personally, himalone. It had nothing to do with what he believed he
had just seen in the people around him It was totally unrelated to it-or was
it?

It was a curious sensation of having been part of just such a scene as this,
once before. He could not say why; but he felt an element that was nedi eval
about the wooden walls, the wooden gates, the swarm of people in their rough
and unlovely clothing, waiting their turn to be passed inside by the guards.
It triggered off a conviction that somehow, sonewhere, he had |ived through
this before. Not him but soneone very |like himas he now was, had stood

al nrost as he was now standi ng, seen nuch what he was now seeing, and waited
with such a crowd in such a place as this.

The guards, thought Hal, concentrating on themto get his nind back on
ordinary channels-if these were typical of the garrison troops here, they were
poor stuff indeed. They were neatly enough uniformed, in black, w th power
pistols bolstered on their hip and swagger sticks at their belt or under their
arnms; but they were not really soldiers.

Hal Mayne had never seen actual soldiers on duty. Soldiers who were purely
that; instead of half-police, like the Mlitia that Rukh's Command had fought
agai nst on Harnmony. But Donal Graene had been brought up to work with troops;
and to anticipate that his life mght depend on his ability to read their

val ue at a gl ance.

It was Donal's eye, therefore, that now told Hal that the eight men he saw on
duty at this gate were not only useless; but for practical purposes
untrainable to be anything better than the bullies of unarned civilians they
presently were. lan, Donal's uncle, who had trained troops for Donal after the
assassi nation of Kensie, lan's twin, would have stripped all eight of their
uni forms on sight.

If the rest of the soldiers in garrison here were like these, it was likely

t hat, weapons and all, they would break and run in the face of any serious
riot; even a riot of Exotics, who, had they been any other people, would have
ri sen agai nst any such flimsy oppressors, |ong since.

But he and Amanda had now reached the gate, at the head of the crowd of
wai ti ng people. He concentrated on | ooking as
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harm ess as possible for one of his size and appearance. "Open up," said the
uni formed man confronting them |ie was obviously fromone of the Friendly

worl ds. Hal had | earned to recognize such in any guise, after his experience
on Harrmony -though this one's appearance on his surface was conpletely at odds
both with the people Hal had net around Rukh, and his present uniform He was
oriental, young, round-faced and innocent-I|ooki ng. Nonethel ess, he went

t hrough the contents of their two sacks with reasonable efficiency. "Al

right. Go on in. Home address?" "Sixteen, thirty-six, seven, Happiness Lane,"
answer ed Anmanda. "Downstairs apartnent."

The gate guard repeated the address into his wist recorder and turned away
fromthemto the two bag-carryi ng wonen behind him Hal and Amanda were free
to go. "What about that address?" Hal asked as soon as they were far enough
down the road within the gates that they were no |onger too closely surrounded

by others to speak w thout being overheatd. "It's the hone of three brothers,
none of which look at all l|ike you," she answered. "I mean, why did he ask for
it?" "They do an automatic check to see that people who' ve left for the day
are back in their hones that night by curfew "™ "But what'll happen when they

find they don't even know of us at that address?" "The one checking is going
to figure the guard at the gate transposed a couple of nunbers, or otherw se
got the address wong. Then he'll forget about it. They don't worry that much
about people getting in, they worry about themgetting out. " "I see," said
Hal . "Were are we headed, then?" "There're a few serious resistance people in



every town," said Amanda. "We're going to one named Nier. She lives alone with
her mother and a soldier who's quartered on them He's a sub-officer who likes
ni ght duty@so he's not there after sundown, ordinarily. The result is,

they' ve got roomto put us up overnight; and, in addition, N er's nmade soneth
ing O" a friend of the sub-officer; which gives thema few advant ages

i ncludi ng freedomfrom a housecheck under normal conditions. | want you to
talk to Nier. "
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"Does she |ive anywhere near Happi ness Lane?" asked Hal dryly.

Amanda | aughed. "The other side of the town," she said. "Cone on." The streets
within the walls had not beer. rutted and were in good shape. They had entered
at what was evidently an older part of it, for the buildings were | arge and
faced with white stone. Their fellow travelers went off in different
directions anong the streets of this section and there were few sackcloth
robes to be seen after several blocks. There were, however, a nunber of

uni formed sol di ers who seened to be off duty, either noving about the streets
or going in and out of buildings that Hal thought night be either restaurants
or drinking places. Amanda noticed Hal watching one clearly inebriated soldier
entering one of the latter. "Alcohol's the only intoxicant ail owed-even to the
troops,"” she said. "Probably because of the difficulty of enforcenent. You can
fernment al nost any vegetable into a beverage with at |east sonme alcohol init.
Addi ng a sugar of some kind hel ps, of course. So since they can't stop the
maki ng of illegal liqueurs by their own people, they let their soldiers drink
the best the planet can produce. The civilians, of course, are officially
Exotics who don't drink; though that's changed for a few of themin the |ast
two years." "There was a joke ampong the troops on Ceta, a cousin who'd been on
a contract there told the rest of us in the famly once,"” Hal said absently,
droppi ng back into Donal's nmenories. "That you could even nake an al coholic
drink by fernenting dead rats. |nmnpossible, of course, but the idea was to talk
new recruits into drinking a home-brew, then tell thema story that'd nake

t hem si ck . C

He was completely in Donal's persona for the nmonment, Anmanda noticed with sone
sati sfaction. She had hoped to trigger sone of those ol der nenories by what
she woul d show him That part of himthat was Donal had uses he had been too
quick to forget.

They came finally to the new section of town, where the controlled |ocals
lived. In less than two years it had beconme an obvious slum its only
redeem ng feature being a cleanliness which was a result of ingrained habit in
the ol der Exotics, which
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had caused the streets and building fronts to keep a rel ative decency of
appearance. Here and there, a small bunch of flowers had been put in a w ndow,
or an attenpt had been nade to plant sonething decorative in the small strip
of earth between the edge of the street and the front wall of a house.

Amanda turned in at the door of one of the innunerable |ook-alike row houses
and knocked. There was no response. She waited for what seemed to Hal an
unusual ly long time, then knocked again. They waited. At |last there was the
sound of shoel eat her on bare wooden flooring beyond the door, and the door
itself swung back.

It opened just enough to show a wormman in her fifties with a face the sagging
flesh of which told of recently lost weight. Her gray hair was cut relatively
short, pulled back and tied nore in a ponytail than a bun, though its bunching
at the back had sonething of the characteristics of both. She stared at them
bl ankly. "Mario!" said Amanda. "Don't you know me? It's ne, Corrin; and
Kaspar, one of ny brothers. Is Nier here? I1'd like her to nmeet him" "No. No,
she's not."

The wonman Amanda had called Mari o had opened the door just enough so that the
wi dt h of her body blocked it. She raised her voice as if she wanted soneone

i nside to hear her answering. "She doesn't live with ne anynore. She went to
work and live at the garrison-"

A man's voi ce shouted sonething unintelligible frominside. "Nothing!" she
cal l ed back over her shoul der. "Just sone people asking about Nier. | told
themto go -find her at the barracks. "

She | ooked back out at Hal and Amanda, and her face contorted suddenly into a
gri mace of desperate warning. She jerked her head minutely, as if to signa



themto nove on up the street.

But already there were the sounds of steps on the floor behind her. The door
was pulled all the way open and a somewhat overwei ght nman of medi um hei ght
appeared as he pushed the old woman aside. He was wearing black mlitary
slacks and a white shirt, unbuttoned at the neck. H's face was made up of
smal | features-small eyes, small nose and small nouth. It
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showed a full twenty-six hours of stubble. He was in his late thirties or
early forties and his red hair was graying. Through the stubble, freckles
could still be seen on the weathered skin of his face and the backs of his
smal I, soft-looking hands. "well, well," he said, in a voice that had a

bul I frog-like croak to it. He was not drunk, but there was a slight thickening
to his words that showed he was on his way to being so. "Look at this. An
oversize bull, and an oversize cala lily. And you used to be friends of our
dear, departed Nier, were you?" "She barely knew Nier. This is her brother
who's never met Nier," said Mario quickly. "Well, well, what of it?" said the

soldier. "I'm Corporal | an. Were's your manners, Mario? Invite these good
friends of Nier's inside!"
He stood back fromthe door. "I"'mCorrin," said Aranda as they cane into a

small roomthat was at once kitchen, dining and living room "M brother's
nane i s Kaspar."

The kitchen sink, cooking surface and cupboards occupi ed the corner to the
right of the door as they entered. Before themwas a kitchen table with one
straight chair drawmn up to it, and on it a bottle of clear glass
three-quarters full of colorless |liquid, standing beside a half-enpty tunbler
Beyond were three nore chairs like the one at the table and a porch bench with

back, which had been furni shed with cushions, obviously honermade. "Well, now,
you're really a cala lily, Corrin," said I ban. He ran his eyes over Amanda,
grinning a little. "You don't know what a cala lily is, do you' ? But | do.
It's an Earth flower. |'ve

seen a picture of one; and you're a cala lily, all right. Yes, you are.

He gestured widely to the table. "Sit down," he said, taking his own seat in
the one chair that was already at the table. "Pull up chairs. Let's get to
know each other. "

Mari o hastened to help with the chairs. "I didn't say you could sit down!"

| ban's voice was abruptly ugly and his eyes were on Mari o.

Suddenly a snmall coal of anger glowed in the ashes of Hal's inner unhappi ness
with hinmself, so that for a nmonent the unhappi ness was forgotten. Perhaps he
could no longer think of

hi nsel f as Dorsai; but nonetheless there was still the strength and know edge
in himto lay his hands on this soft-nuscled bully; and by the very power and
capability of the grip nake the other aware that he could be broken like a dry
stick. This much he could do-

Hal forced the unexpected reaction fromhim That was not the way. He had
learned it long since. "I was just going to help . . ." "Ah, that's all right,
then. Yes, help. Help yourself to a

drink, Lily; and you-whatever your nane is. CGet sone gl asses, wonan!"

Mario hurried to get two nore tunblers. "His nanme's Kaspar," said Amanda
"Kaspar. You told nme that. Kaspar-" Abruptly Than | aughed and drank, and

| aughed again. Seeing the other two tumblers were now on the table, he poured
a small amobunt fromthe bottle into each one. "Drink up."

Amanda took a delicate sip fromhers and put the tunbler back down again in
front of her. "It's strong," she said. "Ch yes, it's strong," said | ban. Hal
was trying to place the man's origins. He was neither Exotic, Friendly,
Dorsai, nor a nmix of any of those sub-cultures. Not educated enough for
someone from Cassida or Newton. He mi ght be from New Earth, where there was
still a polyglot of subcultures, or Ceta, where there was even nore. Than
suddenly turned on him "You, Kaspar!" said Than sharply. "You drink!"

Hal picked up his tunbler and swallowed the inch or so of liquid inside it. It
was a high-proof distilled liquor, alittle too snoboth in taste to have been
made in sone backyard still; unless on the Exotics nowadays they had sonme very
good backyard stills. He thought that if the other had any idea of amnusing

hi nsel f by watching as the stranger got drunk on an unaccustoned (as al coho



woul d be to nost Exotics) intoxicant, he would find hinself very m staken. Hal
had not had a drink in over three years, but he had di scovered in the Coby
mnes that it took nmore to get himdrunk than it did nost people. "Kaspar,"
said | ban. He poured a sonewhat |arger amount into Hal's tunbler. "That's a
dog's name. Good Kaspar. Lap that up, Kaspar."
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Hal picked up the gl ass.

1. 1 said lap it!" snapped I ban. "Not drink it, Kaspar. Lap it! "My tongue's
too short,"” said Hal mldly, sticking his tongue down into the glass to show
it could not reach the liquid within. "You!" said Than to Mario, w thout
turning his head. "Get a saucer! "

Mari o obeyed, putting the saucer without orders on the table in front of Hal
"Pour it into the saucer, Kaspar," said Iban. "That's right. Now lap it up

li ke a good dog-"

He shoved his chair back suddenly, its |legs screeching on the bare floor, and
got up.

--And just in case you don't know howto lap, I'mgoing to teach you," he said
over his shoul der, going through an inner doorway into the unlighted room
beyond and around a corner out of their sight. Hi s voice came back to them
fromthe enpty doorway. "It's a useful trick for a dog |like you to have, you
know?"

He cane out again, carrying a power pistol, which he brought with himback to
the table. He sat down, resting the thick, dark barrel of the pistol on the
edge of the unvarnished tabletop, so that the large thunb-sized hole inits

muzzl e pointed directly at Hal. "Now, this is howwe do it," he said. "I say

| ap, and you bend your head down and start |apping with your tongue fromthe
saucer until it's all gone. Ready? Now, |ap!"

Hal bent down and began to lap. It was a clumsy way of getting the liquid into
his mouth, but finally he got nmost of it swallowed. "Now | ick the plate
clean. That's right. Lift your head up. Than poured nore of the liquor into
the saucer. "You didn't do so good, last tinme, so we'll try it again. That's

the way we do things in the Cccupational Troops. Now- "Ch, don't make him
drink another one!" said Amanda.

Than turned his attention on her. So did Hal, in case the words were supposed
to convey sone hidden nessage to him "Qur brother Court drank sone of that
once," said Amanda, "and it made himawfully sick!"
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She m ght, thought Hal, have had a little nore faith in his combn sense. He
was hardly about to take the man's gun away and break his neck, here in the
very house where the other had been quartered; in spite of his unexpected
earlier flare of fury. Then he realized that the nessage was not what he had
assuned. What she wanted was for either one of themto put this man

harm essly out of action; and she was giving hima chance to do it whatever
way he had in nmind, first. "Well, he should have gone right back and tried it
again, Lily," said Iban. "That's the point. You' ve got to practice, practice,
to learn things like that. Now, we don't want to nake that mstake with
Kaspar, here, do we?"

He stared hard at her for a long nonent, then let his stubbled face relax into
anot her grin. "But of course, for you, Lily, if you don't want Brother here to
lap any nore, of course | don't want to nake you feel bad. So | won't do it.
How do you |ike that?" "Thank you. Thank you very much," said Amanda. "Of
course. Anything to nmake you happy. Because | want to make you happy, you know
that?" Than | eaned forward toward her and, finding the table in the way,
beckoned her. "Bring your chair around here, beside ne."

Amanda obeyed. Hal pernmitted hinmself a slight scow. "You | eave ny sister
alone," he said to Iban. "If you don't I'll put the bad eye on you. You'll be
sorry." "The bad eye?" echoed Than absently, not even |ooking at Hal, but into
the eyes of Amanda, which were now |l ess than a quarter of a neter fromhis
own. Then the words seened to penetrate. He turned his gaze on Hal. "The bad
eye! What kind of stupid superstition's that?" "If | ook in your eyes you'll
be sorry. My eyes'|ll eat you up. " "Ch, they will, will they?" Than turned and
stared directly into Hal's eyes, The eyes of the soldier were a nmuddy brown in
color, the whites bloodshot. "Al'l right, I'mlooking in your eyes. Now, you



better be able to eat me up or you're going to be sorry you said anything like
that. Well, what're you waiting for? Go ahead. Eat me up!" "The aualitv of
nerev is not strained, " said Hal in a soft
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voi ce, but one which carried clearly across the table to the other man, "it
droppeth as the gentle rain from hea.ven- "Wat ?"

11 _upon the place beneath. That quality of mercy is strong within you, |ban
You are greater than any nornmal man in that which you have inside you. You are
| arge, generous, comnpassionate; and you have a duty to yourself to make sure
that all other people know this and bow down before it e

Hal went on talking, in the sane soft, persuasive voice, until at last he

stopped. When he did, Than sat still, his eyes still fixed on Hal's. H s gaze
remai ned fixed on the place where Hal's eyes had been even when Hal | eaned
back in his chair and | ooked over toward Amanda. "Ch, oh," said Hal. "I got
Mario, too."

Slightly off to one side, standing a couple of steps behind Iban's chair,
Mari o was al so notionless, with the sane, unnmoving gaze. "Mario," said Hal
sharply. "No! Not you! Cone out of it!"
The ol der worman blinked and stirred. She stared at the three of them "What

?" she said. "An Exotic and susceptible to a hypnotic trick like that?"
said Hal. "For shame. It was an Exotic that taught it to ne, and a half-Exotic
tried it on nme once."
-1 . . . | never learned," said Mario. "Was that what it
11
"Of course,” said Hal. "You sit down now and relax." He turned back to | ban
-Listen to me, Iban," he said. "Are you listening? Look at nme.
"Yes, Kaspar," said Than quietly, quitting the fixed focus of his eyes to turn
their gaze on Hal. "Listen to ne now and renenber this for a long tinme. Today,
when you were having a day off-"
Hal broke off, turning to look at Mario. "That's what it was, today, wasn't
it?" he asked her. "A day off duty for hinP" "Yes," Mario said. "He goes back
on at eight tonmorrow norning. He's on day-duty, not nights, like the other
" "l thought so." He turned back to Than "I hAn vnii werp
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having this day off; and late in the day, who should cone to the front door
but a couple of lost children? It seens their parents were visiting here, by
speci al perm ssion, from another place -they were too young to tell you what
their parents' names
were, who the relatives were they were staying with, or anything but their
nanes-whi ch you' ve since forgotten. You were feeling generous, so after
anusi ng yourself with making the little boy take a few drinks, you gave them
perm ssion to stay here overnight and their parents could be found tonorrow.
Have you got that?" "Ch yes, every word, Kaspar," said |ban, nodding. "Good.
Now, the children fell asleep in a corner and you forgot about them and went
to sleep yourself. You slept clear through until the next day, except for a
nmonent or two about mi dni ght when there was a knock at the door and the
parents showed up | ooking for the children. You gave themthe children-you
were too sleepy to ask them for any nanes or papers-and went back to bed. You
went right back to sleep, and slept through until time to get up the next
norni ng, after which everything went as usual -except for one thing."
He got up, took the bottle of liquor and poured it out in the kitchen sink. He
cane back to stand at the table and put the enpty bottle in front of Iban
"When you got up," he said to the other man, "you found you' d drunk the whole
bottle by yourself the evening before -and you didn't even have a hangover.

That' Il be something to tell when you get over to the garrison. A whole bottle
and not even a trace of a hangover. It really will be sonething to tell them
won't it?" "It sure will," said |ban. "Now," said Hal, "since you finished off

the bottle, maybe you better get some sleep to be ready for duty tonorrow. "
"Y'right," said Than thickly. He got to his feet, got hinself turned around
and wavered unsteadily back toward and finally into the roomfrom which he had
brought out the power pistol, They heard himfall on the bed. Hal picked up



the pistol and took it to the doorway and tossed it in to fall beside the
man's bed. "lban!" he said. "lIban, answer ne! You can still hear nme, can't
you?"
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"Yesss," sighed the voice thickly fromw thin. "Renenber how this shows that
Mario's good luck for you. No hangover's just a sanple of the kind of good

l uck you've had since getting quartered here. It's all due to Mario. You're
good luck for each other. She knows that, that's why she takes such good care
of you. You' ve got to remenber to take good care of her if you want that good

luck to keep going. You'll renenber that, won't you, |ban? You like Mrio; and
even if you didn't, she's such good |luck for you, you want to keep her well
and happy, isn't that right?" "Yesss . . ." "All right, you can go to sleep
now. "

This time the answer was the first of a steady succession of snores.

Hal turned back into the room Mario burst into tears where she stood and
Amanda noved to put her arnms around the ol der woman.

Mari o was weepi ng hoarsely and deeply. Amanda led her ott" into the back of

t he house, through another door that evidently opened, from what Hal glinpsed,
on anot her small bedroom The door closed behind both wonen.

Hal went up to it. "I think I'll take a bit of a walk," he said through the
door panel. "Fine. Get back here before twenty-two hundred hours. That's
curfew," Amanda's voice answered him "I will."

He went out. The streets outside were full of hurrying people in sackcloth
robes, none of whom paid any attention to himor each other. They gave the

i mpression of racing against a deadline. Hal estimated that perhaps one in ten
had the word DESTRUCT pai nted on his or her robe. He wandered the streets,
trying to get the feel of the comunity about him

It was a strange feel. The locals had all the appearance and attitudes of a
popul ace so downtrodden that it lived in fear and wi thout hope or dignity. And
still, there was sonething innately independent and stubbornly survivalistic
about the controlled voices, the courtesy with which interactions went on@
fromthe apparently welcone, if brief conversations between encounter-
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i ng individuals who seened to be friends, to the chance collisions of those
hurrying so that they bunped into each other before they could stop

Mich was gone, but something yet renmained. The words from Al fred, Lord
Tennyson's poem U ysses came back to him The question in his mnd now was
whet her what renai ned was sonet hi ng upon which an Exotic structure could stil
buil d-or was this once-powerful Splinter Culture finished forever?

He could not tell. It was tenpting to hope, but . . . he sawit was getting
cl ose to eighteen hundred hours and he was still some distance fromMario's
resi dence. He had automatically mapped his wanderings in the back of his head
so that he knew he had about eight blocks to go to get back to it.

He turned toward it. Amanda was sitting on the cushioned picnic bench in the
front room when he got there. There was the snell of cooking in

the air. She got up as he cane in, shutting the front door behind him

"Where's Mario?" he asked. "Asleep," said Amanda. "I waded into the supplies
here and cooked food for the three of us. But | think she needs sleep nore
than she needs sonething to eat-though she needs that badly enough. 1'll |eave

her food in dishes in her room and she can eat it cold, or warmit if she

i kes, whenever she wakes during the night. She's bound to wake sonetine.
Meanwhi l e, you sit down and we'll have ours.”

Hal sat. The nmeal Anmanda di shed up for themwas nothing like the fare an
Exoti c house m ght have given a visitor once upon a tine; but it was a solid
dinner, with beans and | ocal vegetables in a sort of curry, highly spiced,
with local corn

bread to go with it and water to drink. "The water's safe enough, | suppose?"
said Hal, lifting his glass. "The water systenms put in by the Exotics stil
take care of that," said Amanda. "Hal, they evidently caught N er and the
Groupman that was quartered here in sonme resistance action agai nst the
Cccupation. O at least, in something nore than a breach of one of the smaller



| aws. They're undoubtedly both dead. Al Mario knows is that a squad of
sol diers cane to the house one day when the G oupnan was here and took them
bot h
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away. Mario says Nier told her that the G oupman was being transferred to a
job for which he'd have to live in the garrison fromthen on; and he'd found a
good job for Nier there, too, so she wouldn't be at home anynore. Mario knew
she wasn't telling the truth-just trying to nake Mario feel better. The squad
went off with themy and no one's seen either of themsince. "

Hal shook his head. "So that's how it is," he said. "Yes, that's howit is,"
answered Amanda. Their eyes net. "Do you think the suggestions you gave Than
about being kinder to Mario are going to last?" "Anything |ike that wears off

intinme," said Hal. "You know as well as | do how strong the powers of
recovery are of both nmind and body; and that's true even for characters |ike
| ban. But nmaybe by the tinme it wears off, he'll have convinced hinmself 'it

pays to be decent to Mario. O it nmay even have become a habit. He's going to
have to excuse his better treatment of her to his fellow soldiers; and people
like himtend to end up believing their own excuses, to avoid adnitting they

could be wong about anything. But nothing lasts forever. He'll be noved out
of this house, sooner or later; and sonmeone else'll be quartered here. " "Yes.
Wl l, we can hope for the best. Who was the hal f-Exotic you said tried to
hypnoti ze you?" "Bl eys Ahrens,"” said Hal, "and he alnost did, | was very young
then, and he's very persuasive. But he was hypnotizing a good-sized group at
the tine and didn't know | was one of the people he was working on." "I see,"”
she said. "Well, give ne a hand cleaning up-- "I can do that by nyself," said
Hal . "Wy don't you see if you can't find some clean sheets and bl ankets for
that bed of Iban's" W'Ill need sleep ourselves if we want to be gone before he

wakes up tonorrow, and there's no good reason for letting himhave the bed. He
can sleep on the floor, the way he is now, and never know the difference."
"Where're you going to put hinP?" asked Amanda. "Qut here, | think," said Hal
getting up and going back into | ban's bedroom He lifted the slack body of the
sl eeping man, carried it out into the main room and dunped it on the cushioned
pi cni c bench. Iban's body was a little large for the
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pi ece of furniture, but he did not seemin any inmedi ate danger of rolling
of f. "You' ve got himprogrammed to believe he got up and answered the door in
the night," said Amanda. "Wn't he wonder in the norning when he wakes up in
this roominstead? And if you try to carry himback to his bed before we go

by that tine he may be sober enough to wake up." "You're right, he probably
woul d wake up. Not that | couldn't just put himback to sleep again if he did.
But we don't need to bother with putting himback in his owm bed. He'll just
think he didn't make it any further back than the bench before folding up."

Hal corrected hinself. "No, you're right. O course, he nmay wonder a bit. But
I'"mcounting on his puffed-up ego over drinking a whole bottle and not having
a hangover to knock everything el se but that out of his mind. If he regularly
drinks his way through his day off, he'll be expecting to wake feeling like a
t hree-day corpse. The fact he doesn't ought to be enough by itself to keep him
from any dangerous sel fquestioning. Now, for those dishes and pots."

He had al ready turned away, when a question occurred to him He turned back in
tinme to catch her before she left the roomfor the bedroom "Amanda," he said,
"what's happened to them inside, as a

result of all this-the Exotics here, | nean?"

She smled at him "You tell me what you think," she answered. "And then [|']

l et you know if that agrees with nmy own ideas. Remenber? | brought you here to

see for yourself. If it'd sinply been a matter of telling it, | could have
told you back at the Encycl opedia. You tell me; and then I'll |let you know how
that agrees with what | think I've noticed." "The Exotics |'ve always known,"
said Hal, "were calm intelligent, reasonable people, all of them But nearly

all of themalso had a sort of philosophical arrogance underneath their gentle
exteriors. It seenms to ne these people' ve had that arrogance planed off them
and they're alnost a little surprised to find that the phil osophy's stil



there. Like soneone who's had a stand of |arge and val uabl e trees burned off
land they own. Their first feeling is that they' ve | ost everything. Then they
reafi-ii- thAt the oArth thov owned kz @ill there And therf-', @nti



110

Gordon R Dickson

reason the trees can't be regrown. Maybe even taller and stronger, because of
t he ashes enriching the soil."

Amanda smled. "I'd agree with that," she said. "D d anything about the
occupyi ng soldiers strike you, by the way?" "I haven't seen enough of themto
tell," said Hal. "They're sweepings-no good nilitary conmander would figure
thent worth having." "Sorry," said Amanda. "I put that badly. | should have
sai d- does anything about the way the soldiers react to the Kultans strike
you?" "l haven't really seen enough of that, either. But Mario seens-they al
seemto have nmade sone sort ofinpression on the soldiers. | can't make out yet

just what. Nothing specifically useful to the Exotics. Just a sort of nora
ascendancy; which the troopers seemto be acknow edgi ng whether they're
consciously aware of it or not."

Amanda sm | ed again, and nodded. He smiled back at her and turned again to the
ki tchen as she went off to see about sonething clean and unused with which to
make up | ban's bed.

When Hal cane in there, after cleaning up in the kitchen, he found that she
had covered the existing |layers of bedding with extra bl ankets; and put down
some nore for cover, if needed. She was already asleep on the side of the bed
agai nst the wall when he got there. Now that he let hinmself feel it, a strong
weariness was in himas well.

He laid hinmself down softly beside her and cl osed his eyes. He was ready to
sl eep; but once his body becane inactive, a tribe of unanswered questions that
had erupted into his mnd at various times of the day cane back at himlike a
nmob, clanoring for attention. Ruthlessly, he pushed themfromhis mnd; but

t hey crowded in again.

The difference in the Exotics he had seen here must be onN part of what was
obviously in process of change about this whole world. Perhaps he should have
gone down to Earth fromthe Final Encyclopedia, this last year, to see for

hi nsel f how the people there were really changing; as Ajela and Rukh had
seened convinced they were. The coming of the Gthers appeared to have had a
much wi der effect on humanity than even he had given it credit for.
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He smiled to hinself, harshly. Al nost he had forgotten that he had given up
trying to reach an understanding that would give himthe key to the Creative
Uni verse. Wth an effort he blanked his nind to all these questions and
possibilities and, in the dark void that remained, the sleep that his body
reached for cane easily.



CHAPTER

12
A touch woke Hal. He | ooked up at Ananda. "Tinme to | eave?" he asked. ."Yes,"
she said. "The gates'l| be open in about twenty minutes. There'll be a crowd

waiting to nake the nost of the day outside the city by getting out as soon as
possi ble. W're safest leaving with them™

The day before had been cloudl ess. This one had scattered tufts of white

nmoi sture afloat, it seemed, just beyond armis reach, with the nmountains toward
whi ch they headed | oomi ng over all. The day warnmed with the sun, but the road
clinmbed steeply alnmost fromthe tinme they lost sight of the city gates in the
vegetati on behind them and the air was thinner and drier than it had been on
the previous day's wal k. "Not nany people are headed this way," comented Hal
after they had been on their route for about an hour. "Soil's not nuch worth
farm ng as we get higher," said Amanda. "Look, you can notice the change in
forestation."

I ndeed, Hal had. And over that day and into the next, he watched the changes
in their surroundings. Fromthe scattered stands of taller tinber and the

pl ent eous bush and scrub trees of the uplands, they noved into nore open woods
of variform evergreens whose ancestral seeds had been inported from Earth;

m xed, still, with sone native varieties. "By the way, | left Mario sone

i nonev so she could reol ace
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the food we ate without Than being any the wi ser; and al so so she'd have a
little extra for her own use." "Mney?" said Hal. He had had so little use for

nmoney, beyond the letters of interstellar credit he had carried in his younger
years, when he was trying to stay one junp ahead of Bleys Ahrens and the

O hers, that he sinply had not thought of nobney in connection with this trip
to Kultis. "Wat sort of noney do they have here?" "Scrip issued by the
occupyi ng authorities, now " said Amanda. "Arranged to further put the squeeze
on the native Exotics. Theoretically, anything el se-even interstellar credits
in any formisn't |egal tender anynore on this planet and on Mara. " "Were'd
you get scrip? | didn't see any when the guard at the gate dunmped your bag to
see what was init." "I'd picked sonme up on ny earlier trips, and brought it
out with ne," she said. "At the Encycl opedia your friend, Jeanus Walters,

copied ne a large stock of it. Most of it's still in the ship; but I'm
carrying a young fortune sewn into the hemof my robe. "
She paused. "Your friend Jeanus seens to be able to do anything." "Wth the

hel p of the Encycl opedia,"” Hal said. "Also, before | went to steep,” Amanda
went on, "l stole a

smal |, but useful, anmount fromlban. Not so nuch that he'll notice the |oss,
but enough to help out what | gave Mario. A man who stuffs scrip into any
pocket that's handy doesn't usually keep an account book in his head." "That's
true enough," said Hal. "I could have given Mario a |ot nore, of course,"” she
continued, "but the Authority strictly limts the amount of scrip in
circulation, to tighten up the shortages being forced on the people. If Mario
had a lot to spend, she'd stick out like a sore thunb. | can do a lot nore
good by giving small amounts to a | arge nunber of people, spread across a w de
area."

Hal nodded. "How far is it to this Chantry Guild?" "An easy day's wal k from
here to the Zipacas. Though this isn't a route |I've taken lately," said
Amanda. "Fromthere, a

short clinmb to the Guild itself-"

She broke off in mdsentence. They had both halted reflexively at a faint
sound that it was inpossible to identify.



114

Gordon R Dickson

Amanda gestured with a hand toward her ear, in a signal to continue |istening.
Hal nodded. He had |l ost the noise and at first heard only the sound of the
insects and the breeze in the trees around them Then he becane aware of an
undertone that was a human voice talking steadily in a |low, unvarying pitch
The voice was too far off for themto distinguish words; but it was undeniably
t he sound of someone speaking, steadily and wi thout pause or change in
enphasis. "lIt's up ahead," said Amanda. "Yes," said Hal

They went on up the road, which here curved to its left through a stand of the
| ocal evergreens. Munting a small rise, they | ooked down a short, relatively
open, slope into a clearing that held the ruins of one of the former Exotic
vill as.

Veget ati on had not yet encroached upon those ruins, but there was little
enough left of the home that had been. Back some short di stance fromthe road
were the |l ow remains of firedestroyed walls, partly shrouded with vines and
weeds. Mbdst such places, and this one was no exception, had owned white walls;
and the fire-blackening had oddly and arbitrarily seenmed to paint what was
left standing of these, so that the inpression was of an end to the hone that
had come about by age rather than by flane.

Hal renmenbered that he had felt something nmedi eval about the nmoment in which
they had waited at the gates of Porphyry. Today, the ruins of the houses they
had passed had struck himwith a feeling froman even earlier period in

hi story. They had nmade hi mthink, for sone strange reason, of how the ruins of
Roman villas nmust have | ooked in ancient Britain, after the mlitary power of
that m ghty but decaying Enpire was withdrawn; and the barbarians flooded in
to loot, slay and destroy what had been

There was no obvi ous reason for such a thought to arise now. Nonetheless, it
was strong in himas the two of themstarted down toward what was left of the
hone in the clearing, and the man they saw there.

He wore the ordinary penitential robe and had | et his graying hair and beard
grow. These were clotted into | ocks fromlack of washing; and his robe, even
froma distance, showed that it had not been cleaned for a very long tine. He
was a thin man, whose hol | owed cheeks | ooked sucked in above the beard that
nount ed
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his face toward t he cheekbones; and his arms and | egs, protruding fromthe
robe, were skin and bone.

He stood before what had once perhaps been a decorative fishpond in the
forecourt of the villa. It was a round body of water with a red-tiled edging,
some four meters across in size and undoubtedly quite shall ow, since nounds of
somet hi ng peeked here and there above the surface. The breeze bl owi ng across
it up the slope toward Hal and Amanda brought a snell sick with the stink of
organi c decay.

The area around the pool itself, a circular terrace of gray stone with white
stone benches and a stone pedestal about chest high to the man-before which he
st ood- had been meticul ously restored, cleaned and cared for. Everything
sparkled in the clear upland light, with two exceptions, besides the

appear ance of the nman hinself.

One, was the dark opaque waters of the pool, which seened to swallow all 1ight
falling on it; and the other was a row of decorative flowerpots all around its
edge. Those in the flowerpots to the man's right held many-branched plants of
some sort, that had been stripped down to bare branches and twigs, as if in
the depths of w nter.

The contrast of these with the potted plants on the man's left was startling.
The latter were of the sane size and shape, but bore small, heart-shaped green
| eaves, and a profusion of flowers in a variety of reds and pinks, the tiny
petal s of the cup-shaped bl ossonms curving upward together to nake a bouquet
that in the case of each plant made it | ook Iike a Horn of Plenty made of



fine, tinted lace. These gleaned in the sunlight, the soil at their base black
fromrecent watering.

On the pedestal in front of the man was one of the pots with the
flower-bearing plants in it. As they approached he stood there, continuing to
tal k-apparently to it, since there was no one else in sight-in a steady stream
of words so run together as to be individually indistinguishable and

i nconpr ehensi bl e.

As he did this he slowy, delicately and nethodically, one by one, took hold
of petals fromthe bl ossons of the plant on the pedestal before himand tore
them of f, dropping theminto the decay-snelling waters of the pond before him
Hal and Amanda came into the forecourt itself and wal ked up to him But he
took no notice of them only went on methodically destroying the plant before
him As the final petal of the |ast
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bl ossom fell to the dark water bel ow, he began stripping and shredding the

| eaves of the plant, one by one. "Fugga, mugga, shugga . . . , " he seened to
be nuttering.

Under st andi ng woke suddenly in Hal's mnd and, turning to Amanda, he saw t hat
t he sane conprehensi on had come to her. What the nan was intoning was a litany
of obscenities, so many tines repeated that the syllables of the words had run
together to the point where the words thensel ves had | ost all neaning.
"Hello," said Amanda clearly, alnpbst in the man's ear

He took no notice of her. Wether he did not hear, or whether he heard but
paid no attention, was inpossible to say. Hi s robe was so grined and worn t hat
Hal had paid little attention to it originally; but now he made out the fact
that at some time in the past, the word DESTRUCT! had been painted on it, both
front and back.

As they watched, the man finished stripping the |ast |eaves fromthe flower
bush he had been denuding. He fell silent, turned fromit, still ignoring Hal
and Amanda, and went down to the end of the last of the pots with the stripped
branches. He picked this pot up and carefully carried it back into the ruins
of the house.

They followed him He went conpletely through what had been once the cl osed
roonms of the dwelling, and cane out into an open area which was filled with
scores of plants in pots |like his current burden

They were in all stages fromutterly bare of |eaves and flowers through the
buds of new | eaves and flowers to full-bloom ng individuals. Still ignoring
them he found a place to set down the pot holding the stripped plant, then
went to another part of the area and chose a plant overflow ng with bl ossons.
Carrying this as carefully as he had carried the stripped plant, he went back
toward the front of the house, out into the forecourt, and put the bl ooning
plant at the end of the line of those on the left of his pedestal

He dusted the palnms of his hands together as he went back to the pedestal. He
lifted on to it the nearest of the row of bloom ng plants, putting it side by
side with the one he had just stripped. Leaving themthere, he began noving
over, one by one, the other pots of unharnmed plants, then the row of
bare-1inbed ones. Finally, he took the plant he had just stripped
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and lifted it down into the vacant place now available just to the right of
hi s pedestal.

He straightened up and began stripping the petals fromthe nearest bl oom of
the fresh pot before him dropping the petals into the thick water of the
pond. The stream of nonsense syllables canme again fromhis lips. Al through
the tine they had been beside himhe had never once shown any awareness of
Amanda or Hal. "There's nothing we can do for him" said Aranda. "W m ght as
well go."

They turned away and went on toward the nountains. But gazing at those toward
which they traveled it occurred to Hal for the first time that if, as Amanda
had said, the edges of the rock formng the valley floor had been uptifted by
the nmolten, interior rock rising frombelow, then it was very old rock that
now essentially plated the new at the base of the mountains. As his mnd
reached out to conceive of the possible nmillions of years of difference

bet ween the two ages of rocks conbined into one single entity that was the
range, a strange and unexpl ai nabl e shiver ran on spider-light feet up his

spi ne. And then was gone.

But the nenory of its passing stayed in the back of his mnd, even as the

i mage of the man they had just left displaced it in his present thoughts and
continued with himas they went. Hal saw the inmage in his mnd, only. There
was nothing interfering with his physical eyes, which took automatic note of
hi s surroundi ngs; including the road that now had dwindled to a foot trail of
packed earth, and had begun to follow the contours of small, but fairly steep



hills as it continued to work its way upward.

Thei r surroundi ngs now vari ed from open patches to heavily forested sl opes,
bot h above and bel ow their way. The open spaces were covered w th knee-hi gh
versions of ferns; and for the first time Hal was consci ous of these being
stirred by the passage of occasional snall aninals. He pointed the novenent
out to Amanda. "Rabbits," said Amanda. "You renenber | nentioned them ? The
Kultans inmported a variformto be fartned for neat protein, for those of the
Exotics who weren't on purely vegetarian diets. Some got |oose . "

She waved her hand at the forest about them "Yon we the readt - @v @Nd -Ni
witinfl nrethti)nz to keen
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themin check. They spread over this whole |land mass. At any rate, they've

turned out to be a boon to the locals as the major source of meat avail abl e;

and since protein isn't easily got by any but the nmilitary, the native

popul ati on's becone neat-eaters out of necessity, to balance their diet."

Hat nodded, and turned his mnd to other observations of their surroundi ngs.

Procyon was high in the sky above them and the |ast of the puffs of clouds

seened to have burned away in the heat of the air at this upper altitude. He

saw all this, but his thoughts were not on it. He had returned to trying to

i magi ne hinself in the mind of the man they had just seen

Thi s busi ness of imagining hinmself as being sonmeone el se he had nmet had begun

as a gane when he had been a child, and grown fromthere to a practice, and

froma practice alnost to a conpul sion. He had cone to count it as a failure

when he coul d not inmagine hinmself seeing all things as any other person m ght

see them

It was nore difficult to put hinself in the other's shoes than it would be

wi th al nost anyone el se. The man was obviously insane. But he should be able

todoit with sufficient effort.

He had probably been driven into that state by whatever the Occupation

sol di ery had done when they destroyed his house; and it was because he was so

plainly mad that they had not bothered to nove himaway fromthe ruins into

the town, since then, as they had with the other Exotics.

Hal focused his inner vision DONon the thought that it was he hinself

standi ng there, plucking the bl ossons, destroying the flowers. It was slow
but the image of the scene took shape in his mnd' s eye at |ast.

It was al ways necessary to understand; and to really understand it was

necessary to actually feel hinself being sonebody el se. A conpl ete enpathy.

Enmpat hy was a good word for the process of other-being. Good . . . and

necessary. Conpl ete enpathy produced in the end conplete responsibility.

Conpl ete responsibility becane in the end universal and instinctive-an

aut omati c consideration before any action involving other human bei ngs.

Wth full and instinctive responsibility in all humans, Janmes woul d not have

di ed, Tam woul d not now be at the brink of death with three nen's deaths stil

crushi ngly upon his consci ence.
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Now, to himself, he was the madman; and to him the destruction of the plants

was the destruction of what had destroyed his sanity. Bit by bit, he was

trying to bal ance the books, to clinmb back to where he had once been. But the

path he had chosen was circular. He would never get there.

Unl ess, perhaps unl ess, Hal could unlock the Creative Universe for him along

with all other people.

Sonehow t he mad man, | ban, the Exotics, the Encyclopedia, the war, A d Earth

t he Younger Worl ds-they all cane together like lines converging to a point. He

could all but feel the convergence right now as a living thing, held in his

hands, like the willowtwig of a divining rod. Oddly, he felt it in his nind

as if it converged toward this place he had never seen, the place toward which

he now nmoved. The new Chantry Guil d.

Strange how the one person it was at once easiest and hardest for himto be

was Bl eys.

H s inner eye watched the thing of greater inportance, the thin fingers

dropping the torn petals into the dark water. His nmind went far, far back into

his chil dhood as Donal Graene, a century before. "You're thinking," said

Amanda, after some tine.

He started, broken out of his thoughts into the world about himagain. "Yes,"

he said. "That man back there . . . | was |like that, once. "

They continued wal king. His eyes were on the trail ahead of him but at the

edge of his vision he saw her head turn and her eyes | ook at himgravely.

"You?" she said. "Wen?" "Wien we got the news of Janes's death-my youngest



uncle. | told you, once, didn't I?" "Yes," she said. "You were el even years
ol d; and Kensie cane and found you in the stable, afterward-in a cold rage.
What woul d you have done, even if you'd had the man responsible there, in that
stable? Try to kill himat eleven years old, as you were then?" "Probably,"
said Hal, watching the nountains ahead. "Pure destruction is a circular

action. It trapped nme then, as Donal, and |'ve spent all ny time since grow ng
out of it." "I know," she said softly. "You see," he said, |ooking at her
"it's got no place to go
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but back upon itself. It can only replace, the way that man repl aces his

pl ants, over and over, never adding to what's there. Creativity's the
opposite, a straight Iine projecting endlessly forward. The trouble is, the
urge to destruction is a racial instinct, useful for testing the individual's
ability to control his environment. Children vandalizing a school are doing
exactly the same thing as that nan we passed. It's instinctive in each new
generation, as it becomes conscious of tine, to want to sweep away everything
old and make everything new. It's instinct in themto feel that all the past
went w ong; and now

they're going to start the race on the right path fromthen on. "But the
circularity of destruction traps everyone who does that; and they end up

bl amed, along with the rest of all history, by the generations that follow
That's why, even with the historic forces endl essly seeking a bal ance, Bl eys
and the O hers have to | ose eventual ly; because they'll be left behind while
the creative people nove forward. And evol uti on happens when that takes place.
" "You're saying," said Amanda, "that Bleys is out to destroy AOd Earth and

t he best products of the human Splinter and other cultures, as nothing nore
than some sort of surrogate for what he really wants to destroy'? Like the man
with his flower petal s?" "Not exactly," said Hal. "H s phil osophy's sensible
enough if you accept his prem ses; primarily, that humanity in the past |et
technol ogy run away with it and went too far, too fast, too soon. No, it's not
aritual, instinctive reaction that noves him but faulty reasoni ng- because
he | acks enpathy, and therefore a sense of responsibility. It's just that he
could have gotten started toward it fromthe sane sort of targetless fury as |

did, like the man back there maybe did. Bleys could have begun turning into
what he is, out of rage at a universe that gave himeverything-brilliance,
will, nmental, noral and physical strength-and then, like the uninvited wtch
at the christening in the children's story, capped it all with the fact he
could never find any other human being to share what he made with him" "You
think so?" said Armanda. "I don't know," answered Hal. "But it could be. And it

m ght be inportant.”

Al most, he had becone lost in his thoughts again. What brought himout of them
this time was a glinpse he thought he
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had, nonentarily, of an expression on Amanda's face. He cane back to his
surroundi ngs and | ooked narrowy at her. "Were you snmiling?" he asked. "Wy?"
"Was I T' said Amanda, her features now perfectly conposed. She tucked an arm
t hrough his and squeezed it. "If | was, it was because | |ove you. You know,
it's time we stopped somewhere along here to eat. Help me | ook for a good

pl ace. "



CHAPTER

13
They found such a spot, shortly. A small, fern-carpeted open area where a tiny
stream of cold, drinkable water crossed the trail, from anong the bushes and

trees on the route's upper side. Seated there, they | ooked down a clear space
of hillside to a heavily treed valley a hundred or so nmeters bel ow. Amanda
unpacked dried fruit and pieces of cornbread. The other food consisted mainly
of sandwi ches, the taste of which carried the flavor of the pith Hal had eaten
before. They went well with the icy water of the stream which nust have its
source in the nountains above.

They spent no nore than twenty mnutes at the nost, eating. Procyon was

al ready only an hour or less fromthe tops of the nountains that could be seen
towering above the treetops ahead of them The nmountains | ooked only a few
hundred neters ahead in the clear air, when they nmust be rmuch nore distant
than that, Hal thought. He and Amanda went on their way. "W haven't seen
anyone el se, except the man by the pond. for hours,"” said Hal. "Aren't there
any people at all up this way?" "Not as far as | know. That's why the Chantry
@Quild is back in here. There's nothing nuch to support a popul ation,"” answered
Amanda. "Oh, there're nountain meadows that could be used for grazing ani nals,
but the Exotics were never herdsnen, even in their early years here; and of
course the

THE CHANTRY GUI LD

123

living's so easy, particularly here at the edge of the tropics, that they've
never had any need to. Even before the Cccupation, you' d have found it enpty
up here, except for an occasional traveler. But now the Cccupation doesn't |et
natives make trips wthout special reason-and special permts. So fromhere on
until we hit the Chantry @uild we shouldn't run into anyone.™

Hal was ready to believe her. The road had | ong since beconme a foot-track
which had in turn becone a trail, and now was nothing at all. It was as if
Amanda was setting her course across open country, by nenory or sone ot her
unseen neans. Hal watched the ground carefully as they covered it. Tracking
had been one of the many skills drilled into himby his tutors, so his eye was
skilled enough to pick up even small signs of others having passed this way.
In fact, he did so, fromtine to tine-things as small as a scuff mark in the
dirt or a broken tw g-though those were few and i nconspi cuous.

He ceased to |l ook, therefore, for sign and let hinself sinply enjoy the walk

t hrough the open country.

Enj oynment was there, to anyone raised in the nmountains -and Hal was doubly so.
As Donal he had grown up in the nountains holding his home, Foralie, on
Dorsai; and as Hal he had been raised until he was sixteen ampong t he Rocky
Mount ai ns of North America, on Earth. Being anong them now brought an
exhilaration to himthat no other kind of country coul d evoke. Unthinkingly,
his head lifted, his eyes read the | ands and heights around him his nostrils

sniffed the clean, clear air . . . and his stride |Iengthened. "You can sl ow
down now," Amanda said. "W'll be following along a streamcourse for a little
di stance, and it's alnost level." "Oh. Was | pushing the pace?" said Hal. He

was enbarrassed. "Not for me. But we've got a way to go yet and the | ast
part's a literal clinb. Better take it easy."

Even as she said this, they were already anong the unbroken strip of trees and
bush, interspersed with |eafy stalks of bright green fern, a neter or nore in
height, that filled the nearly even floor of earth between two steeply
upwar d- sl opi ng and wooded hil | si des.

Here, for the first tinme in sone while, the trail they were foll owi ng becane
once nore visible as it wound between the
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trees. Qobviously it was in regular use, to have had enough traffic to keep it
from bei ng overgrown. \What was it doing here, in a

region that did not usually host ordinary travel ers-

A faint touch on his left arm brought himback to his surroundings. He | ooked
at Amanda, and she briefly brushed the outside corner of her left eyebrow with
a forefinger, as if some snmall insect had | anded there.

This was one of the "signals" fromthe " short- |anguage and signal s" she had
asked himif he renmenbered, back when they were about to | eave the courier
ship. She had just signed that sonething was wat ching them and paralleling
their course on the side indicated. Watever it was, was doing so
deliberately, for it was at once keeping up with them and keepi ng out of
sight among the trees and brush off to their left.

Wthout |ooking directly to his left, Hal set hinself to seeing what he could
pi ck up out of the corner of his eyes. It took a little tine, but eventually
he becane aware of whatever it was, nore by the faint noises and small
nmoverents of the ferns and branches it pushed aside in its passage-though it
was apparently trying to nove as quietly as it could-than by actual sight of
it.

He gl anced at Amanda and questioned her with a raised eyebrow

Amanda shook her head in puzzlement, and her hands noved in small novenents,
qui ck but unobtrusive signals. "It's human-a child, or child-sized, | think,"
she said in this silent fashion. "It's interested in us for some reason
There's an open spot of nothing much nore than bush and fern just ahead. Let's
sit down there as if we're taking a break and try to tenpt it out into the
open. "

Hal blinked a signal of agreement at her, and a few nmonents | ater when they
had energed into the open area she had referred to and reached close to the
center of it, she yawned, stretched and stopped. Hal stopped with her. "Let's
sit down a bit, she said clearly. Woever was shadowi ng them coul d not
have failed to overhear. "There's no hurry. "

She had stopped by a small bank overgrown with fern-a tiny variety rather than
the larger growth that had been interspersed with the trees earlier. This was,
in fact, a natural stopping place. It occurred to Hal that these would make an
excel l ent bed for
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Amanda and hinself to stretch out on, together. They sat down on the bank now,
cross-1l egged and facing each other. "Chit!" said Anmanda. "Reelin."

She had switched now to the audible " short- |anguage." On the Dorsai a nunber
of code words were generally known by everyone, since these could conme in
useful if two Dorsai on a foreign planet wanted to exchange information within
t he hearing of others when they did not wish to be understood. In addition
each famly tended to have its own private code of made up words; and the
menbers of the Morgan and the Graene families, growi ng up and pl ayi ng t oget her
as children, knew nost of each others' private codes. As youngsters, there had
al so been a particular pleasure in being able to exchange secret information
under the noses of nonunderstanding adults. So the codes were al ways inproved
upon by each new generation

In effect, what Amanda had just said was, "Let's talk in a

way our shadower can't understand. Maybe we can trick whoever it is into

com ng closer to try and hear better, andfigure out what we're up to."
"Right," said Hal. There was no particular reason not to use a plainly
under st andabl e word in answer, and a few understandabl e words m ght increase
the tenptation of the listener to cone in close and hear enough of themto
make out what the tenor of conversation was. "Mickle mnny cat," he added.

He was pointing out that there were two of them and since whatever or whoever
it was that had been shadowi ng them was not |arge, one of them ought to be
able to catch it while the other blocked its escape in this direction. Inplied



was the question of who should chase and who shoul d bl ock.

Amanda smled, slightly but firmy. "One! (I'lIl be the one to chase), '' she
sai d. "Hone snapback (you stay here and get ready in case whoever we're

chasi ng doubl es back this way.)" "R " he said, agreeing. She would be faster
and nore agile at broken-country running than he. "Mark!"

The last word was to rem nd her that their listener had crept close enough so
that now an effort mght be nade to catch himor it. "R " said Aranda.
"One-C."
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The | ast code word reasserted the fact that she was in Conmand; and, as the
chaser, she would pick her own nonent to begin pursuit. Meanwhile, with their
gazes apparently only upon each other, they were both using their periphera
vision to try and observe somet hi ng about their watcher, who had indeed
slipped closer to themto try to understand their strange conversation

"\Whi sper stonewall (I've heard sone tal k about this person, but | could never
get an 'v definite information),'' said Amanda. They both had their shadower
plainly in view out of the corners of their eyes now. " Y un. "

That she was a "young-one, " a half-grown girl, was inarguable, since-except
for a length of what |ooked Iike dark green, dried vine, with half of a split
open pod in the mddle of it, knotted around her wai st-she was conpletely

uncl ot hednaked was not a word that suited, since she wore her lack of clothes
as unsel fconsciously and naturally as an animal wears its pelt of fur. The

vi ne seened nore an ornanent than any attenpt at a piece of clothing; although
at the nonent she was apparently using the split-open half of the pod as a
sort of pocket for carrying what |ooked like small rocks, about half the size
of her own fist. She was certainly under the age of twelve or thirteen, unless
she was a case of arrested physical devel opment. "Carry!" said Amanda-whi ch
broadly translated into 'we've got to get her out of here and to sonme pl ace
where she can be caredfor!” "R " said Hal

H s agreement was automatic, while waiting for her to start the pursuit-and in
fact he had hardly got the |ast codeword out before she had sprung to her feet
and dashed off in pursuit of the little girl.

Amanda was fast-very fast. But the child was alnost literally like the w nd

Al so, plainly, she knew every foot of the ground. She zig-zagged like a hare
in flight, |eading the way through openings in the forest growth |arge enough
for soneone her size to slip through, but too small for one of adult size. In
seconds they were both out of Hal's sight anmong the farther trees.

The sound of their passage, however, turned once nore in his direction, and he
suddenly caught sight of the little girl backtracking at full speed. She

| ooked likely to cross the trai
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some twenty neters ahead of Hal. He junped to his feet and ran to intercept
her .

She zi gged and gai ned on him zagged and made it back and across the trai
after all. He followed her out of sheer stubbornness for perhaps fifty neters,
and then accepted the fact that she had been gaining on himw th al nost every
step and was plainly now | ost beyond question. He wal ked slowy back to the
trail and Amanda, catching his breath as he went.

Amanda was standing waiting for himon the bank where they had been sitting.
"It'd take a hunting party of a dozen, with nets, to surround that one and get
her," Amanda said as Hal cane close. She had already gotten her w nd back

whi ch was nore than he had. "The climate's mld year 'round at this altitude.
But still, how she's survived by herself, God knows. She couldn't have gotten
this wild and skillful in Just one summer. She's |ike an ani nal - maybe nore

ani mal than human, by this tinme. One way or another, it's the Cccupation
that's responsible for this, too. In Exotic tinmes, she'd have been found and
brought in I ong before this." "R " said Hal, trying not to pant. He was once
nor e annoyi ngly conscious of how unfit he was, in spite of his daily exercise
sessions at the Final Encycl opedia; and being |ashed in the face by branches
that were just at the right height to be run under by the child, but not by
him had not nade himany happier. "I suppose we might as well be getting
along." "Mght as well," agreed Amanda.

They took up their way in sonber silence. The streanbed they had beera

foll owi ng had been inclining nore and nore steeply with every step they took
these | ast few m nutes. Suddenly, they cane through a small, thick cluster of
trees and there was the face of the mountain itself; a near-vertical brown



limestone wall of rock looking as if it had grown up suddenly through the
ground before them to tower on up and back, until it was out of sight.

The forest cane alnost to that wall. Amanda | ed Hal forward and he saw t hat
the I ower part of the near-vertical rock was pitted and indented with
concavities. "This way," said Amanda, |eading himto one dark opening, which
they had to bend double to enter. Hal followed her in, thinking that they were
nmoving into a cave, which made no
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sense-but suddenly their way turned under the rock and he saw

light before him They canme out, into sunlight once nore, somewhat higher up
into a sort of gouge in the steep rock face itself.

Hal noticed as they energed that a |arge, sem -round boul der was perched to
one side of their exit. It looked as if it-were balanced so that it could be
rolled to fall with its bulging side into the place where they had just cone
out, like a stopper into a

bottle. Amanda led himinto the gouge, and they continued upward, now cli mnbing
as much as wal ki ng, working their way around bosses of the naked brown

i nestone. They stopped to rest for a while on a small level area. "How nuch
farther?" asked Hal, shading his eyes to | ook up the rock face they were
climbing. "I can't see any sign of anything built up there; and-- He switched
his gaze to Procyon in the west. --the sun is going to be behind those peaks

in a hurry-1'd guess no nore than another fifteen m nutes. "You don't see
anyt hi ng because nothing's supposed to be seen," said Amanda. "But you're
right about the fifteen mnutes. We'll make it."
Hal | ooked up and for the first time saw, only a dozen neters
or so higher up, that what he had assunmed to be an unbroken, steep slope above
them actually ended in the Iip of a | edge. The | edge ran off out of sight on
ei t her hand around the bul ge of the nountainside. Its rock had bl ended in
appearance very well with a slope behind it that he now realized nmust be at
some di stance fromthe edge he saw.
He had not noticed it before because the Iight of the descending sun had added
to the illusion of a single, unbroken, upward face of rock. Now the sun was
down enough that shadow | ay on the rock face under an overhang of the upper
sl ope beyond, as it lay on the two of them here. The |l edge itself nust stil
be in sunlight, for what had caught his eye at |last had been that its |ip was
now rimred with |ight.
Seeing it, and aware of the waiting | evel just above them the reality of the
pl ace that was their destination becane suddenly solid and undeniable in his
m nd. H s thoughts noved together into an undeni abl e concl usi on, and he knew
that finally he nust have the answers he had wanted from Anmanda earlier
"Wait!" he said.
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He had stopped; and now, ahead of him Anmanda stopped and turned to face
him "Wat is it?" she asked. "This may be ny last chance to talk to you al one
for a while." The words seened to sound stiff and awkward even as he said
them but they had to be said. "Wien Tam dyn told you to have faith back at
t he Final Encycl opedia, what was he tal king about? And what was it you turned
back to say to Rukh and Ajela, just before we left?"
She gazed down at himfor a |long noment with an unusual intentness, as if she
was trying to search for sonething deep within him "Tell me," she said at
| ast, "are you going on up? O are you turning back, even at this point?" "Wy
should I turn back?" "Wuld you- now?"

He t hought about it for a moment. "No," he said then, "I wanted to cone here.
| still do." "Good," she said, "because you had to come here of your own
deci sion, your own free will. Because you wanted to cone. " "I did. You know

that." "I had to make sure," she said. She hesitated for a second. "You see,"
she said, "when | stopped to talk to Rukh and Ajela, it was to tell themit
woul d be all right now, that there was hope you'd find the Creative Universe
after all."

He stared at her. "How could you prom se them sonething |like that?" he said.
"I"ve no guarantee there's hope-you knew that. And even if | did, no one can
know certainly, one way or another!"™ "Ch, Hal!" She threw her arns around him
suddenly, pressing her head against his chest. "Don't you understand? , You've
worn yourself thin trying to get through a wall at a point where there was no
way in. Back at the Final Encycl opedia, you could see how everybody el se had



been worn thin; but you wouldn't face it in yourself! You' ve got to step back
fromthe problemand wait for another way to cone to you. That's why you had
to come here! And as for the other question: | only know what Tam saw. He was
seeing nmore than | ever had, because, just as he said, he was hal fway through
the door to death. But when he told me what he'd seen, | could see it,
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too-a time in which 1'd need to believe in you, and why. Because you'd have
won after all-but at a greater price than any of us had ever inagined. And the

way to that's here; | can feel it! " "Wat price?" He was al nost glaring at
her, he knew, but he could not help himself. "I don't know" she said, stil
holding him "I said it was beyond imagination; for me-and | think even for
Tam He only knew the fact of it. But when he told ne, | could feel it the way

he did; and | understood sonething else-that |I couldn't tell you, until you'd
conmitted yourself by actually comng here.™

She stopped, as if she had suddenly run out of breath. "Wat else?" he
demanded. "Your next step on the road to what Tam nade ne see. You've
conmitted yourself now by coming to the Chantry @uild here, of your own free
will and choice. If 1'd told you before this, it night have affected what you
keep calling the Forces of H story. "

She let go of himthen, but kept a hand on his armas if a living connection

was necessary for the nessage she still had to reach himwith. "Hal," she
said, "listen to ne!l Tamhas to die conpleted if you' re ever to do what you
first set out to do. You have to find the Creative Universe before he dies.
Only that'Il justify his life in his own eyes; and he nmust die justified. If
he doesn't, you'll never find it!"

He stared at her. "Don't ask me why!" she said. "I don't know why! | only know

what Tam bel i eves; and-1 know he's right."

Hal's mind clicked and slid, fromprem se, to odds, to conclusion. Now that
his intuitive logic was given what it needed to work with, it was offering up
answers where it could offer none before. What Amanda said nmade sense.

Until the Final Encyclopedia should be put to its final, practical use, the
shape of that use would be undefined. It had been passed on, undefined, as no
nore than a dreamy from Mark Torre to Tamand from Tamto him The chain of
cause and effect of this unreal and as-yet- unshaped, but powerful, cause
could break at Tam s death, if he believed he had died without it reaching at
last to its goal. It would nean to himthat all his life, and everything
effected by it, had been a wong
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wor ki ng of the devel oping historical fabric; a working to a dead end, that now
woul d be abandoned.

Hal felt suddenly weak, with the weakness of shock. It had just been shown to
himthat he alone, of the three of them had been in a position of choice.
Nei t her Torre nor Tam coul d have turned fromtheir work once they had taken it
up. He could have-had to have been able to, before being given the chance to
find the answer they all had sought-or else there was no free will. O herw se,
the fabric of future history was pre-deternined.

And it was not. Not fixed. Only the past was that. So he al one had had the
power of choice-and he had al nost chosen wongly.

No, never that.' Succeed or fail; but to give up as he had thought hinself
ready to do was unthinkable after the torch had been carried this far. Fail

if he must, but the only decision he could live with was to stick with it to
the end. Oherw se, all he had ever believed was fal se and usel ess.

He turned his face again to the | edge above them and felt Amanda's hand slip
down his armto take his hand. Together, they went up into sunlight.



CHAPTER

14

The sunset exploded in their eyes as they canme up over the rimonto the |edge,
for a noment all but blinding Hal as his eyes struggled after the dirnness of
t he shadowed sl ope below. His legs felt strange and weak to be once nore on

| evel ground. Gradually, visual adjustment cane and he began to nake out what
was around them

They had stepped up onto a |l evel space that ran back a hundred neters or so
before the mountain face resuned its upward thrust. The | edge was at | east
five times as wide as it was deep and it was a crowded, busy pl ace.

For a nonent, still dazzled by the rays of the setting sun, Hal could not make
out the details. Then his vision made a sharper adjustnment, and all that was
there seened to stand out with a particular depth and clarity, as if he was
seeing it in nore than three di nensions.

There were several openings in the mountain face at the back of the |evel
space; whether to caves, or interior continuations of the | edge, it was

i mpossible to tell fromwhere he stood. He and Ananda stood only a little way
to the right of a small pond, fed by a stream whi ch angl ed across the fl at
rock of the ledge floor froma near waterfall spilling down the farther face
of the nountain. The pond nust drain fromits bottom he thought, since there
was no ot her obvious exit, and the water probably

THE CHANTRY GUI LD

133

energed el sewhere on the nmountainside or as a spring in the forest bel ow
Directly ahead, on the right of the tiny stream as Hal | ooked toward the back
of the | edge, were three |large buildings. The one farthest in was slightly

| arger than the one next to it; and the one closest was a structure so snall
that it seemed hardly nore

than a cabin by comparison with the other two.

Al'l three buildings had been built of logs. The face of the mountain behind
was in the process of being quarried for blocks of brown Iinestone, and sone
of these bl ocks had al ready been set up on the other side of the stream
marki ng the outline of what promised to be a greater structure that woul d
eventually fill and use all the space at the back of the | edge. Away fromthe
stream on both sides, and otherwise in |ines about the | edge as well as

agai nst the upslanting rock walls of the nmountain--so steep their upper
branches touched the stone-were nunerous variformpine, with a scattering of
native evergreens. Pine needles were scattered everywhere, and nmade a car pet
over all the ledge itself.

Peopl e in robes were noving purposefully everywhere, along paths under the
lines of trees. The only exception to this, in the sharp sunset |light, was a
ring of individuals walking in a circle, alittle beyond and behind the pond.
They wal ked, one behind the other, chanting; a chant that Hal now realized
some acoustical trick of the rock below the | evel of the | edge had kept him
fromhearing until this moment. But now it came clearly to his ears.

They intoned it as they wal ked, but it carried no clear nmessage to himin this
first noment. But for a reason he could not identify, something about it rang
a deep note of certainty in him It was right.

The | ast of the sunset was disappearing with the swiftness that was to be
expected on a world under such a tiny seeming circle of light. The star was,
in fact, far fromKultis and MaraProcyon was a much larger, as well as
brighter, star than Earth's Sun. At the distance fromit that Earth was from
its Sun, a world Iike this woul d have been uni nhabitabl e.

The eveni ng shadow seened to fall across all the world at once; and as it did
so, Hal's mind finally registered the sense of what the wal kers were
repeating. That what they repeated had taken this long to become intelligible
to him had not been
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because the words had not been spoken in Basic-Basic was what everyone on al

t he human worlds normally used nowadays. Nor was it because they had run the
words together, or in any way sounded themdifferently.

it had only been because of their nethod of chanting. They intoned the phrase
they used, not in chorus, but as if each one was repeating it solely to

hi msel f or herself. Sonetinmes the voices blended on the sane sound at the sane
nmonent; and sometines they did not. But at any rate, now he clearly heard and
understood them There were only eight words to what they repeated.

The transient and the eternal are the sanme . . . The transient and the
eternal are the sanme .

So suddenly did they becone understandable to him that it was as if they had
abruptly been translated from some | anguage he did not know into one he had
spoken fromhis earliest years.

It was not so nuch the words in thenselves that registered so strongly on him
but the burden of their neaning; which he could not identify clearly, but
which stirred himstrangely. As unfamliar nusic night nmove hi munexpectedly
and strongly even at the first hearing.

It was |like a sound heard around a corner and out of sight, striking some
powerful meaning in him but exactly what and why was not imrediately clear
Still, for the present it did not matter. The knowi ng would come, at its own
pace, but in tinme to,be useful. Al that mattered now was realizing that it
rang a deep chime of truth in him

It continued

The transient and the eternal are the same . . . The transient and the eterna

.and so it went, on and on, echoing in himas if his mnd was one great
unlighted cavern and it was speaking to himwith the voice of all the universe
at once. Echoing and speaki ng, echoi ng and speaki ng.

H s body tensed to nake an instinctive step toward the C|rcle t hen checked.
He hel d back, his eyes focusing for sone reason
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on one wal ker with a long, white beard, silky on a thin, bony face beneath
oriental eyes. The man he watched had just conpleted the turn of the circle,
after having been facing away from Hal, but now cane back toward him For a
monent his features were clear in spite of the steadily deepeni ng shadow t hat
seened to wash the colors fromthe wal ker's patterned robe of thin, snmooth
cloth, unlike the rough garnments the other wal kers wore. Hal turned to Amanda.
He saw her face | ooking up at him concerned. He | ooked back down and snil ed
to reassure her. "You were right," he said. "I needed to conme here." "CGood,"
she said, the concern relaxing fromher eyes. "Cone along then." "Were?" he
asked.

The face of the ]edge was busy with people nmoving to and fro between its
bui | di ngs. Sone of these smled at Amanda; but none seened surprised to see
her. They extended their smle in a welconme to Hal hinself in a nmanner so like
that of the Exotics as Hal remenbered, that he felt a sudden, small pang of
sadness. Amanda was | eading the two of themtoward the smallest of the

buil dings. "First you've got to neet the one in charge here," she said, "an
old friend of yours.” "Ad friend?" He tried to think of Exotics who nmight fit
t hat description. "Nonne?"

Nonne had been the Exotic representative -theoretically to the Fina

Encycl opedi a, but actually, as both the Exotics and Hal had clearly
understood, to Hal hinself, since he had been the one who had won their

al l egiance to the cause of A d Earth in a debate against Bl eys, broadcast to
both Exotic worlds.

That had been at the tinme of the novement of the Dorsal people to Earth's
defense, and it had resulted in the donation of Exotic wealth and know edge to
the sane end. The tinme of the activation of the phase-shield. It was also the



fact that Nonne had been sent with himto voice any objections the Exotics

m ght have to Hal's later arrangenents, as a kind of single |last voice of the
Exotic Splinter Culture.

Nornme had stayed the first year with himat the Final Encyclopedia. But it had
become nore and nore obvious that Hal was concerned, not with the managenent
of Earth's defense, but only with the work he pursued alone in the carrel of
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his suite. So she had gone hone, |eaving the actual uses of Exotic funds and
skill to Ajela; and the actual execution of that defense to the Dorsai

She had ridden out through the phase-shield with one of the Dorsai advisors,
i ke Amanda, who had been returning to the Exotics after a brief, necessary
visit to Earth. Hal, at |east, had heard nothing of her since.

She had been a waspi sh, angry woman by nature, very nearly the exact opposite
of what other cultures thought of as Exotic. But Hal had appreciated the
sincerity and singl e-m ndedness of her point of view, and her sharp-faced,

m ddl e-aged i nage rose again in his mnd now as he said her name. It had not
struck himuntil this noment that she m ght be the one he should conme to neet

here in this place. "I'lIl let you find out for yourself," was all Amanda
answered. She led himon toward the entrance of the first, and smallest, |og
bui I di ng.

However, before they reached it a figure that was not Nonne's but even nore
famliar to Hal appeared around the edge of the building. Wl king beside him
was a man as large as Hal. Both wore the penitential robes. But Hal's eyes
fastened on the small body and winkled face of the smaller of the two, who
had been his cl osest conpanion during the time when he had been struggling to
bring the Exotics to give all they had to the cause now fought for by Earth.
Ami d!'" he said. "But you're not at the Final Encycl opedia anynore, ?"

He corrected hinself. "No, of course not," he said. "Forgive me. |'ve been so
out of touch with people this last year, even at the Encycl opedia, that |
forget. That's right, about eight nmonths ago one of the advisors fromKultis,
here, brought word your brother was sick. You left to go to him didn't you?
But | didn't realize you'd stayed. "

A snile energized all the lines in the face of the little man so that he
seened to shine with good hunor. "Hal!" he said, hurrying forward to take
Hal's hand with both of his own. "I'd hoped-but I didn't really think there
was a chance Amanda coul d bring you here!"

Hal smiled back. It would have been next to inpossible not to.
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"As you see," he answered. "But you found a job to keep you here?" "I'msorry.
Seeing you-" He broke off. "I suppose | ought to explain that Kanin wasn't
actually a brother of mne, by blood-the way the word's used on ot her worlds.
In ny generation, we still ran to large communal famlies. But he was as cl ose
to ne as if he had been, physically, my sibling. Perhaps closer. And | called
himbrother'. So of course | came back here as soon as | heard. " "And stayed,

obviously," said Hal. "Yes." Amd let go of Hal's hand, but continued to beam
up at him "For one thing, he'd died by the time | got here, and | was needed.
For another, for a long time |'d been bothered. | was sitting there, safe and
usel ess behind the phase-shield, in the confort of the Encycl opedia while ny

peopl e were suffering." "So your brother was one of the people here?" "He was

Qui l dmaster,” said Amid. "Now, | am By default, nore or less." "That's not
true," said the tall man. "No one could have filled Kanin's shoes, his
brother's shoes, but Amid." "I"'msorry," said Amd. "I should have introduced
Artur, here. He's Assistant Guildmaster. Artur, you know Amanda. This is Ha
Mayne. "

Artur extended a hand and Hal clasped it, feeling fromthe sudden hearti ness
of the grasp confirmation of what his instinctive perceptions of enotion in
others had al ready suspected. Artur was an i npressive- |ooking individual
nearly bald, with a

narrow wai st and mnassi ve, snoot h-ski nned arns and | egs show ng beyond t he
short sl eeves and the hem of the robe he wore. But he would far rather have
been a smaller man

Hal had been aware that, in the first nonent of their seeing each other, Artur
had automatically neasured hinself physically against Hal's size and apparent
strength. However, it had been a reflexive, unwilling neasurenment. Artur was



undoubt edly strong, even in proportion to his height and wei ght, but he
apparently was one of those who found the gifts of both size and strength as
only crosses to be borne.

Li ke certain other large nmen Hal had met, Artur clearly had an unhappi ness
over the attitudes of those smaller, who assuned that because of his size he
did not suffer fromtheir fears, their sensitivities to the pains and dangers
of life. He felt that
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everyone expected him because of his size, to do nore, to endure nore, to
enj oy what they thought of as an unfair advantage. An advantage he, hinself,
woul d happily have foregone if he could only be treated as no different than
everyone el se

It was an unhappi ness whi ch Hal had been lucky to avoid, |argely because of
hi s upbringi ngs, both as Donal and Hal. Al so because with the Dorsai, just as
physical training and skill could nore than conpensate for differences in
power, they also rendered uni nportant any advantages of extra size. Strength,
there, was irrelevant, in conparison with the will and soul inside the
person-large or small, old or young, nman, woman, or child-on whom ot hers m ght
have to depend; and the Dorsai culture took for granted an understandi ng of
this. "Cone in. Come in and let's talk!" Am d was sayi ng.

He stood aside to |l et Amanda go before himand then foll owed her through the
doorway of the small building. Hal was about to follow, when Artur spoke

behind him "Hal Myne?" "Yes?" Hal turned. " I'msorry . . . you're the Ha
Mayne, of course. | should have recognized you at once. Anid's tal ked about
you often.”

There was enmbarrassnent, but also relief in Artur's voice; and Hal understood.
Artur could not be expected by anyone to conpete agai nst soneone with Hal's
reputati on. "Recogni zi ng anyone right away from nothi ng nore than verba
descriptions is pretty good," said Hal

He turned and went in, hearing Artur behind him Inside, the building seened
al nrost entirely given over to what appeared to be a single nmeeting, eating,
and working room The |last of the sunset was al nbst gone behind the rocky
peaks al nbst directly over them in just these few m nutes. But the lingering
bri ghtness of the sky still glowed into one side of the I arge roomthey had
just entered, touching it through a number of the small, square w ndows spaced
evenly around the walls. Interior lighting was just beginning to suppl enent
this.

The artificial light came froma conbination of candles, and three of the
common, portable, hundred-year |anps, affixed to the rafters which openly
crossed the space overhead under the steeply pitched roof.

Sol ar-charged lanmps |i ke these would be left over from before
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the com ng of the Occupation Forces to Kultis, which brought an end to what
relatively little manufacturing the two Exotic worlds had done for thensel ves.
In addition, there was an open fireplace, contained within a square of four
knee- hi gh wal Il s of reddish brick. There was a hood over it of sone netal which
| ooked li ke, and well might be, copper; undoubtedly |ikew se sal vaged from
earlier days on this world. The hood reached up to a chi mey pipe of the sane
net al

The fire already burning in the fireplace gave little light of its own; but
what there was of it softened the rather harsh illum nation fromthe
hundr ed- year | anps, which were originally designed primarily for outdoor and
commer ci al uses.

In the partition wall opposite the door they had just cone in were two other
doors, both partially open at the nonent. One gave a glinpse into a small bed
area, and the other, a bathroom Around the |arge room were wooden chairs,
honermade obvi ously, but padded and confortable; and one large table end-on to
them that had its farther end piled with papers.

The four of them noved instinctively toward the chairs closest to the
fireplace, for though the sun had been hidden for only a few mnutes, it
seened that a chill was already penetrating into the building fromthe open
air beyond the front door. "These are ny quarters,"” said Am d as they sat
down, "but |'ve also got another office in one of the two dormitory buil di ngs,
whi ch can double as a bedroom 1'Il let you two have that for the night, if
you like, since we aren't set up for guests in the ordinary way of things. But



sit down, sit down! You've come just at dinner tine. WIIl you eat with ne?"

"W'd be glad to," Amanda said. Artur got up again, hastily. "I'll take care
of it," he said, and went out. "He's a good Assistant Cuildmaster," said Anmd,
as the door closed behind the big man. "If | hadn't had himto help nme take
charge here, | don't think |I could have managed." "Do you mind if | ask why
you did take over?" Hal asked. "I can see you staying, for the reasons you
gave a nonent ago. But why take on the job of Guildmaster?" "I was drafted

intoit, in a manner of speaking," said Amd. "Those who'd known Kani n want ed
me sinply because |'d been his brother. They seened to think there was
somet hing in common between us that fitted the job. And, to tell you the
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truth, 1 did know sonethi ng of how Kanin thought in nmany ways. Even though we
hadn't seen each other for fifteen years. | flattered myself ny decisions
woul d be his decisions. Because he nade this place work. He didn't found it,
you under st and-or has Amanda told you all about the Chantry Guild al ready?"
"I"ve told himnothing," said Ananda. "I see." Amid | ooked at Hal. H s |ined
old face was shrewd. "Wy did you cone, Hal?" "Because Amanda said it was
somet hing | should do. She was right," said Hal

I I You just wanted to see it?" "Originally, it was probably nore of an excuse
than a want," said Hal. "But now, if you'll have ne, 1'd like to stay awhile."
"I take it," said Amd, "you mght want to walk in the circle then?" "If
that's allowable,” Hal answered.

Amid grinned. He did not smile, he grinned. "For anyone else there'd be a

peri od of observation first, a

sort of apprenticeship; and a vote to be taken at the end of it, on himor her
by all the menbers here," he said. "But | think we

could do without that, since you' re who you are."

He sobered. "In fact, no one but Artur and | knew you m ght be coming. It's
probably best to keep your real identity secret as long as we

can-which won't be too long. | think the other nenmbers will let you wal k on ny
recomendation alone, if that's necessary.” "No," said Hal. "Yes," said

Amanda. "Ami d, Hal doesn't know Kultis as it is now Hal, you' d be doing the
people here a favor to at |east give themthe excuse that they were never told
who you really were

Am d nodded, |ooking over at Hal. "She's right," he said. "Besides, it's not
as if your coming in on the CGuildmaster's recomendati on al one was sonet hi ng
ot herwi se unheard of. W' ve had people before this who were deserving, who've
been let into the circle incognito. But--

He turned back to Amanda. "It won't be nmore than a matter of weeks before
they' Il have guessed who he is, anyway. Secrets aren't easily hidden in a

pl ace as small as this ledge." "in a matter of weeks, the situation could be
entirely
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different," said Amanda. "For now, let's do what we can to protect everybody
concerned. WIIl Artur have spoken to anyone about who Hal is, when he went out
just now to get the dinner?" "No, no. Not Artur," said Anid. "He volunteers no
i nformati on. Besides, he's a highly intelligent individual; and even one who
wasn't woul d have the sense to know the danger to Hal-and to us all, as you
say-if it were known he was here on Kultis. " "In any case," said Hal, "I
won't be here too long. But-Amanda, you were right. There's sonething here for
me to find, in that circle. You were going to tell ne about the one who
started it?" "Yes," said Amd. "It was a Maran Exotic you'll never have heard
of , named Jathed. He was a student of historic philosophy to begin with. He
was ahead of his tine in speculating that we

Exotics m ght have gone astray fromour original path. He spent twenty years,
after he finished studying at various of our

uni versities, exam ning our beginning-the Chantry Guild of Walter Blunt in the
twenty-first century. How much do you know about that?" "A fair anount, as it
happens," said Hal. "Good, then | won't have to go into too many details for
you," Amid went on. "You know a chantry was a place, or an endowrent for a

pl ace, where prayers could be said for a dead person, or persons; and that
Walter Blunt chose this name for his organi zation back in the twenty-first
century because by its very nature a chantry inplies a relation of past,
present, and future?" "Yes," answered Hal. "Well, it was that rel ationship as
Blunt applied it that attracted Jathed. As | say, he spent his life studying
the original Chantry Quild, You can see how the idea of a connection of past,
present and future, now and forever, could lead to the concept of the
transient and the eternal being the sane. Jathed even went to Od Earth for a



whi l e. When he came back, he set hinself up nore or less as a hernit on the
outskirts of alittle town near here called I chang-"

Hal | ooked at Amanda. "It's about forty kilometers from Porphyry," Amanda
said. "We could have come through it on our way here, instead of through

Por phyry; but Ichang's not a garrison town. | nean, it doesn't have a garrison
of Cccupation troops. The Porphyry



142

Gordon R Dickson

troops have a contingent quartered there, but that's all. | wanted you to see
what a garrison town on the Exotics, under the Qccupation, was like." "This

wi th Jat hed was sonme years before the Cccupation,” said Avid mildly. "As |
say, he becane sonething of a hernmit. You're probably already aware it's quite
possible to live off the country in areas |like the one just below us. There's
enough insect, animal, bird, and vegetable life to keep anyone alive with just
a couple of hours of food hunting a day. That's how Jathed lived. He
deliberately wanted solitude to 'think through,' as he said, the proper
direction of what should have grown fromthat original Chantry Guild."

Artur cane in, followed by two nmen and a wonan, all carrying | oaded trays.
Artur directed the setting of these at the far end of the table as Am d went
on. "Now, of course, since the Qthers, and particularly since the Cccupation,”
he said, "every one on our two worlds has necessarily begun to rethink the
direction we Exotics took in our attitudes and our thinking after we emigrated
to these planets. But Jathed was considerably in advance of themall. At any
rate, he noved farther and farther back into the woods, to get away from even
casual contact with people; and eventually-we don't quite know when-he found
his way up to this | edge here.

--By that tine, he'd acquired a fewdisciples, let's call them Yes, Artur?"
"Everything's ready on the table. And hot." "We'll be right there. Wait-- For
Artur had turned to follow those who had cone in with himout the door

"You're to eat with us. That's an order. | want you to be a part of everything
we decide with Hal, here. By the way, just to reassure us all, you didn't
mention who Hal is to anyone9" "Of course not, Quildmaster!"™ "That's his way

of reproving me," said Anid to Hal and Amanda, "when he calls nme by ny title.
The reproof is for even

needing to ask. W'll be at the table in a nonent, Artur. Meanwhile, conme and
sit with us; and if | forget to tell Hal part of the story of Jathed, break in
and fill the gap, will you?" "If you'd like me to," said Artur. "Thank you."
"No thanks needed," said Amanda. "You should have taken the invitation for
granted,” "lI'msorry," said Artur, seating hinself with them
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"And no apol ogi es are needed, either," said Amanda. "Go on, Anid. " "\Were was

IT said Arid. "Ch, yes, Jathed had started the wal king down in the forest. He
continued it up here, specifying the rules under which it was to be done;
particularly the rule about how they were to chant. They were not to chant in
unison, or try to walk in step, unless these things happened by accident. The
i dea was that they should be studying by thensel ves, even though they were in
conpany. Above all, they were to utter nothing but the Law about that |ast he
was nost enphatic. You'll have to remenber that at all times, Hal. It's not a
,mantra' you're hearing fromthose peopl e outside. Not a prayer, hym, or

i ncantation of any kind. Jathed hated the word 'mantra’ and wouldn't allow it
used by anyone around hiny and he was a violent nan about getting his own
way." "He used to drive people off with a staff,” put in Artur, "though he did
that nore when they were down in the forest-or have you told them about the
earliest Chantry Guild in the woods bel ow us, Anmi d?" "No. | nentioned it, then
went right to the ledge," said Am d. "Now you see why | wanted you here?
Jathed's first incarnation of his Chantry Guild was, as Artur says, down in
the wild country bel ow us; close to these cliffs, but not overly close. He

al ready had a number of disciples by that tine, and he set themto wal king the
circle he, hinmself, had earlier worn ankle deep. O course, there were new
peopl e coming every day wanting to join. But as | say he wasn't easy to get

al ong with. One mistake and the woul d-be nenber was out-chased out, in fact.
Jat hed wal ked around with the staff Artur mentioned, and anyone who showed
what he considered 'inconprehension' but particularly the fault of calling the
Law a 'mantra' -got chased out, with Jathed running behind themhitting them
with his staff to keep them going at a good pace." "He called it a Law?" asked



Hal . "Yes." Am d | ooked penetratingly at himfor a noment. "He called it a Law
and he neant it to be a Law, as clearly acknow edged as the Law of Gavity.
And he was furious with anyone who wanted himto teach them He clained all

t hat was needed was for each of them individually, to study the Law." " 'The
transient and the eternal are the same,' '' said Hal. "Yes," said Amid. "I
don't fully understand it nyself,



144

Gordon R Dickson

either, Hal; but like many people who've cone into contact with the Law, | can
feel there's a power there; and | think Jathed was

right, too, about the fact it can't be taught. Whatever's in it has to be
found by individual effort to understand its meani ng. You know, he said a
strange thing. He said that in two generations everyone-and he neant everyone
in the human race, not just those here on Kultis-would know the Law, and many
woul d al ready have started to put it to use.”

He shrugged. "One generation of those two has already gone by; and there's few
enough even anmong us Exotics who ever heard of it or Jathed; and it hardly

| ooks like that'll change in the next twenty years or less. But that's what he
said." "Nowis a time of change," said Hal thoughtfully. "True. But for
something like the Law to be accepted, let alone put to use, under present
condi tions where the human race is at civil war with itself . . . the Qhers
certainly aren't going to take to the Law in any case; and wouldn't, even if

it came from sonme other source than an Exotic. You realize the Gthers are
literally out to kill us off-all of us on these two worlds? The only reason
they don't sinply bring in armed soldiery and shoot us down is because a
massacre like that couldn't be kept secret fromthe other Younger Wrlds and
it mght give rise to anti-Other attitudes out there." "I know, " said Hal. "in
fact, | had Bl eys Ahrens tell ne

about his goals, once." "The only thing that's forced Bleys to try to
acconplish his ends here by genteel starvation and casual individual nurder by
his Cccupation troops," said Amid, "is the fact that there're only a handful

of thers, a mere few thousands, to control all the Younger Wrlds. W here at
the Chantry Quild have been overl ooked, rather than specifically allowed to
survive. But, back to Jathed and the history of this present incarnation of
the Guild-- "Amd," said Artur, "might | nention the dinner again" The food's
getting cold, as | said. W could talk as we eat," "OF course. O course

you're right!" said Amd. "I'mgetting nore single-mnded every day. Let's
nove to the table, everybody. "

They mnoved.

CHAPTER

15

"At any rate," said Arid a few nmnutes later, when they had started to eat
froma nunber of dishes of vegetables, the contents of which, cooked and
uncooked, were in |large bows on the table before them w th chopsticks laid
out neatly at each seating place, "as Artur reminds ne, it wasn't unti

per haps three years before the Cccupati on began that Jathed noved the wal ki ng
circle up here to the | edge and shortly after that, he died. Kanin was one of
his disciples-" 'The Master's leading disciple," said Artur. "Wll, well,
perhaps," said Anid. "Jathed didn't assign ranks to his followers. At any
rate, Kanin, foreseeing sonething |like the Occupation, noved everyone
connected with the Quild-not just the wal kers-up here and started building for
per manent occupation of this place. Then, last year, he died . . .and |'ve
already told you how |l came to be with himtoo |ate; and was asked to take
over as Quil dmaster. "The only possible choice-," began Artur, but Amd

i nterrupted.

-Perhaps, as | say. But what you need to know, Hal, if you' re going to stay
here awhile, is that we're an open denocracy in this place, everybody having a
vote on everything and the majority ruling. In practice the Guildmaster has a
veto over anything voted, but-" "In practice,” put in Artur firmy, "no one
woul d think of
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qguestioning the Guildmaster's veto, or an order by the CGuildmaster. " "Well
well. The point is, Hal, you'll be nobving in as one of the nenbers of the
@Quild. That neans you'll have a vote, of course, but |'d suggest you wait
until you understand this place better before you begin using it. You'll stay
in one of the dormitory buildings, in the singles' quarters. There are roomns
for couples here as well, but they're all full right now and we haven't had
time to build nore; that's why | suggested you use

my office as your roomfor tonight." "Thank you," said Anmanda. "W appreciate
it." "Yes, indeed," said Hal. "The office would only be enpty otherw se.

sl eep here, nights.” Am d nmade a dismissing gesture with his chopsticks. "Now,
about the circle itself. Every Chantry Guild nmenber, which nmeans everyone on
the | edge, has a chance to walk init, in regular rotation. He or she can pass
up the turn when it comes, if they want. Both Artur and nyself have to, nopst
of the tinme, because of the administrative work to be done. For the rest, it's
a matter of each one waiting for his or her turn, then joining the small group
of waiters beside the circle-did you see
the group of those waiting their turn as you cane in?"
Hal thought back. There had, indeed, been a handful of men and wonen on the
far side of the circle of wal kers, but he had thought they were sinply people
who had stopped for a nonent to watch. "The rule as |aid down by Jathed, you
see,"” went on Amid, "is that once you begin to walk the circle you can keep
wal ki ng as long as you wi sh. The circle goes twenty-four hours a day, every
day of the year, so if it was physically possible, a single person could hold
his or her place in it indefinitely. But in reality, exhaustion would
eventual ly put an end to anything like that; and the truth is, even those
wal ki ng normally seemto reach a point far short of exhaustion, at which they
decide to step out and | et sonmeone replace them | don't mean they stop as a
matter of fair play or good manners; but sinply because sonmething in them
feels it has acconplished, or absorbed, or whatever you want to call it-what
it set out to do. As if a good day's work had been done and they were
satisfied with what had been achieved after the time and effort expended.”
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"Can they tell you afterward what it was that made them deci de to stop? \Wat
it was they'd acconplished?" Hal asked.
Am d gl anced at himsuddenly. "That's an interesting question,'

he answer ed.

"No. They can't. But they'Il tell you that they feel . . . conpleted. In fact,
that's the way |1've felt after walking." "l see," said Hal thoughtfully. "What
this means,” said Amid, "is that while |I can reconmend your imedi ate access
to the Guild nmenbers i you'll still have to go out there and

join those standing by, and wait your turn when it cones. Unless soneone ahead
of you offers you his or her turn; and of course, this assumes that those

i n-between you and the one offering don't mnd you going before them too."
"No one, | think, would object to Hal being given priority," said Artur. "In
fact, even not knowing him they wouldn't object if a fellow Quild menber
wanted to trade places backward. " "Well, in theory they've got a perfect
right to object, and I Want Hal to understand that." "l do," said Hal. "In
fact," said Amid, alnost fiercely, "what you may actually find when you join
the waiters is that they' Il each offer you the chance to step ahead of them
so that you may be the

rst one to take the next opening in the circle. But that's up to them They'd
have to do that. | can't, in conscience, even recommend it." "I understand,"
said Hal. "CGuildmaster, " said Artur, "I think you may be | eaning over
backward a little in all this. Hal should also be rem nded that it would only
be showi ng a proper appreciation to accept if anyone offers hima chance to
move up." "Well, yes," answered Amd. "You're right of course. I'msorry if |
seened to inply that you shouldn't accept if anyone offers, Hal." "You
didn't," said Hal. "Good, then," said Arid. He turned to Amanda. "Amanda,



you've hardly said a word. Now what, now that You've brought Hal here? WII
you be staying, too? If so, there'll be a question of quarters. I'd gladly Iet
you have ny
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office for an indefinite nunmber of nights, but sonmetines we do need to work
over there, when |'ve got a |lot of our people doing sonme |arge project or
other here; and in any case-" "In any case," said Amanda, "I1'll he staying
only a few days to see how it works out for Hal. Then I'Il be getting back to
my own work in the district below " "Watever you want. Although,"” said Am d,
"1" m ol df ashi oned enough not to like the idea of your teaching Exotics to
physically fight for their rights.” "Only if they ask for it," said Ananda.
"You shoul d have understood by this time that what | teach themmainly is
survival -how to survive if hunted, how to survive under the noses of the
garrison troops. Your Exotics are never going to rise and drive off these

i nvaders. On the other hand their own culture, given a little help in sone

i nstances, arns themw th ways to deflect trouble, avoid trouble or defend

t hensel ves, if trouble unfairly comes |looking for them" "I'mrelieved to hear
that," said Amid. "As far as your staying tenporarily, we won't be needing the
of fice evenings and nights for several weeks, anyway; and in the case of your
com ng back for a few days unexpectedly, we can always work out sonething. But
you haven't anything to say about what we're tal king about? About Jat hed and
the history of our Chantry Guild here?" " I'minterested-but this is Hal's
area, " said Amanda. " I'l | just go on listening, if you don't object.”
"Cbject? Certainly not. This isn't a place where people object to things. Also
we' re not discussing anything at all secret. "

Amid turned to Hal. "And since the subject of your area's come up,"” he said,
"I ought to admit to you, Hal, that we've got a selfish motive for having you
with us; particularly since Amanda can't stay. The Cccupation Forces woul d

Wi pe us out in a nmonent if they suspected we were here. W avoid their finding
out as nuch as possible by having contact with only three people from

Por phyry, who cone up this way every so often on the excuse of gathering
fruits or berries fromthe wild plants. But there's always a danger that

somet hing m ght cause the local garrison to investigate this area. It'll be a
relief to us to have soneone with some military training on hand, even though
the chance of their
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hearing about us up here is rempte. W'll sleep a little easier until you
leave.” "lI'mafraid,"” said Hal, in a colder tone than he had intended, "you're

under a ni sapprehensi on. Maybe Amanda could be some real help to you, but I'm
no Dorsai. "

He avoi ded Amanda's eyes directly as he said these | ast words but he was aware
her gaze was on him She said nothing. "Ch, you aren't, we all know that,"
said Amd swiftly, "but | understand you had a Dorsai as one of your tutors
and you're a good deal closer to one than anyone else on the | edge here
-except Amanda, of course. But if the soldiers find us and it conmes to an
actual conflict-" "Ch, that-" Hal shrugged. "Certainly, anything an individua
can do, since |I'myour guest. OF course."

He smiled a little, not happily. "It's a good thing you didn't ask ne that a
coupl e of years ago," he said. "At that tinme nmy answer woul d have been that
I'd becone a little like the rest of you, in that philosophically |I'd noved
away fromthe area of violence. But nowl'mfree to be useful to you up here
in any way | can." "Ah," said Armid gently, "of course, you're entitled to live
by your beliefs, just as nmuch as the rest of us. If it'd be inposing on
those-" "No!" said Hal, and was surprised by the sharpness of his own voi ce.
More gently, he added, "it's perfectly all right. 1'mat your disposal, body
and mnd." "W appreciate it," Am d answered.

Amanda still said nothing, and Hal thought he was aware of an aura of

di sapproval emanating fromher silence. "Tell me nore about Jathed," he said,
to change the subject "G ve Amid a chance to eat, Hal," Amanda spoke finally,
"then you can ask all the questions you want." "No, no. That's quite al

right. | eat very little," said Am d. "About Jathed-what specifically do you



want to know about hinP" "If you don't mind, CGuildmaster," said Artur, "I've
been sitting here just eating and listening; and |I've pretty well finished.
Why don't | answer while you eat? If there's anything inportant, you can

al ways speak up. But you should eat.” "I'IIl eat, I'Il eat!" said Anid. "You'd

think I was a prize goat the way they' re always trying to stuff nore food down
ne!"
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"I"'msorry, CGuildmaster. W do overdo it, of course-" "Never mind. |'ll eat.
You talk," said Amd. "But if there's anything I want to say, |'mnot going to
let a piece of fried root keep me fromit. Al right. I'"'msorry. You're right.
Talk. I'Il eat. "

He began taking pieces of food fromthe various serving bows and putting them
on his plate. "If Jathed didn't believe in teaching, what did he do?" asked
Hal. "Did he walk in the circle, hinself?" "Not in the menory of anyone who
became a disciple of his,"” said Artur. "Apparently he had for years, all those
years he was alone in the jungle living like a hernmt, because, as | may have
nmentioned, there was a rut-in fact, you might even want to call it a
ditch-worn outside the hut he'd built for hinself by the time he began to
admt disciples. In fact, it was already so

deep that they'd shortly have worn it down until they were wal ki ng around out
of sight below ground level, if sone of themhadn't started to fill it in
surreptitiously when he wasn't around. He cane and caught themat it once, but
didn't object. So they filled it back up to ground level, and kept it that

way. You could never tell, apparently, what he was going to approve of or
object to." , "But he, hinself, had stopped wal king by the time anyone began
to live with hinP" Hal asked. "He said he didn't need to, any |onger. That the
Law was in his mind all the tine nowit had worn a rut there as well as in the
ground. That was one of the questions he answered from soneone, once, instead
of simply shouting 'Stupid!'' and chasing whoever it was off with his staff.”
"But what did he do, if he didn't teach and he didn't wal k?" "In his later
days," said Artur, "after he had acquired disciples, there were Iots of tines

when he talked to them | don't want to give the inpression he was
unreasonable all the time. In fact, nost of the time he was pl easant, even
witty, and perfectly willing to discuss things. The only problemwas that if
you made a mi stake you got chased away for good." "Sonmeone he ran off coul dn't

cone back later?" Amanda asked.

Artur shook his head. "There weren't any warni ng shots, any second chances,"
he
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said. "Evidently it' you asked the wong question you were showi ng you didn't
bel ong there, and out you went. Sone of the people he chased away tried to

formtheir own groups, but none of them got anywhere." "Jathed could be, and
was," interrupted Anmid suddenly, "not only informative but charming. It didn't
take a question to get himtalking. A bird, a falling leaf, anything or
nothing at all, might bring a conment fromhimand he'd go fromthat into a

sort of informal |ecture. Theoretically, as Artur just told you aski ng
the wrong question got you thrown out; but his disciples noticed that during
one of these informal lectures of his, questions were a |lot safer to ask.

Then, he seened nore willing to explain than at other tinmes. Sone of these
"l ectures’ were recorded by those there at the time-Jathed didn't seemto
object to that, either, under those conditions . . . Artur, where's

that control pad? | thought | had it on the table, right here, unless I
knocked it off. . . . "

He was searching around the end of the table. I "I'll find it, Amid, " said
Artur. "I think | saw it over by that chair you usually sit in."

He went back to where they had all been sitting around the fireplace, lifted a
transparent gl ass paperwei ght, showing a small, green pine cone, about the

size of a hen's egg, and took a control pad fromunderneath it to set it down
by Amid. "Thank you," said Amid. "My nenory's as good as it ever was, except
for little things like this." "You work too hard, Guildmaster.” "I do what has
to be done-never mnd that, now Ah, |I've got it! "

He had been fingering the pad. Suddenly a surprisingly resonant, pleasant,
deep bass voice sounded in the room " di fferent universe. My universe is
not your universe. For exanple, in nmy universe | will now get up-watch me-wal k



across the room up the wall and stand head down, talking to you as I am now.
That's because in nmy universe it's possible for me or anyone else to do that.'
There was a | ong nonment of silence, finally broken by a sonmewhat

ti m d-soundi ng, young mal e voice. "Jathed?" "Yes, |nher?
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"Pardon me ... but it seems to ne ... that is, you're still sitting in your
chair. You tal ked about noving but you didn't nove. "OF course not-in your
universe. But in ny universe, | did exactly what | said. You didn't see it
because you're not in my universe, you're in your own. Make an effort and step
into ny um.verse, and you'll see ne standing on the ceiling talking down to
you. "

There was anot her pause. "You can't do it?" said Jathed' s voice. "OF course
not. You don't believe in yourself enough to believe that you can enter
someone el se's universe. But there're people even on the inhabited worlds

t oday, |mher, who have enough faith in thenmselves to step into soneone else's
uni verse. Faith and-yes, courage-which you also lack, all ofyou here. Am|
correct that none of you see me standing on the ceiling at this nmonent ?"
There was yet another pause. "Well, speak up, speak up!" A chorus that was
very close to a shanefaced nutter of "no's" answered Jathed. "But | can!

can, just now. |tjust happened. Jathed, | can see

YOU UP there.'' "Do you indeed, Imher? Very well, as reward for your faith and
courage, you may conme up and join ne. Come on up." "Come up?' ' "Wasn't that
what | said? ' "Yes, Jathed."

There was a nonent of absolutely soundless silence. "I ... | made it." "LIAR
Qut! Qut! Qut of nmy sight! Qut of this place and never

| et any of us see you again! CGo! Go!"

There was a thunp, a scrabbling noise and the sound of shod feet running away.
A door sl amed.

There was a further |engthy nonent of silence, then the voice of Jathed again,
now a little breathless. "Intol erable! Qutrageous! Now, where was |? Ch, yes,
on the ceiling. I'Il just go back up there ... try to watch ne this time and
see ne. Now, here | am agai n, hangi ng head down; though of course it's not
head-down to ne, all the rest of you are

wr ong- si de up-ah, but what have we here? Soneone who actual |y has courage
andfaith. Well, don't sit there on the edge
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of your chair, trenmbling! If you think you can do it, Reho, come up and join
me." "Should | ?'' said a different voice, doubtfully -female this tinme. "O
course | think -you can, nunbskull! Wuld | invite you up if | didn't see-you
were i .n ny universe? Conme at once!"

-A// right . . . '" Silence again. "I'mhere!l" said the voice, full of wonder.
" Where did you expect to be? Now, for the benefit of all those bel ow us who
still lackfaith and courage, to prove to themyou're actually with ne, reach

back into your own universe and break the ceiling light just to your right,
there. "
A hesitation. Then the smashing and tinkling inpact of light fragnents on a

hard surface. "Very good. We'll go back down now. That's right."'" "I . 1,In
afraid of heights. | didn't stop to think before | cane . . . being upside
down with nothing to hold ne-"'" "NOT IN MY UNI VERSE! You are not afraid of

hei ghts in my universe, Reho! Do you hear ne?" "Yes, Jathed. '' "Good. o
down. '

Silence again. "Well?" said the voice of Jathed. "Now that Reho and | are back
in our seats, none of you saw anything at all out of the ordinary-except the
i nexplicabl e breaking of the light unit, two neters above vour heads
" g
"No, Jathid, " said the chorus. "Well, you all have something to hope for
t hen. Each one of you pick up a ftagnent of that broken ceiling light and take
it away with you to help you study. Ponder. Think. Do that success

f your ./u/A and vou, too, nav one
day become aware o own universe as distinctfiromothers.- "Jathed?'' It was
yet another fenale voice. " Yes, Katchen '9"
"We didn't-1 mean | didn't-see you go up the wall to the ceiling in your



uni verse. But when Reho broke the light in her uni.verse, we all saw it break.
Why coul d we see sonething that happened in her universe but not in yours?"
"Thi nk." Answer "your own question. Way? Think! Can't you think of the
answer yoursel f?"'
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"No, Jathed.- "You didn't see Reho break the light in her universe-that's the
answer!" "But . . . " "But what?" "But the light's broken. We can all see its
parts on the floor there. W all saw it break.'' "Were?" "Were?' ' "Don't
parrot nme. | said 'where?" Now you tell ne-where did you see the |ight break?"
There was an extended silence. "You each saw it happen in your own universe,
you idiots!'' snapped Jathed. "You didn't have the faith and courage to
believe that | could walk up a wall and stand on the ceiling, in your

uni verses. That's inpossible. But you could believe that a

light could be broken. Because |lights break. That's poss-ee-ble! " He drew the
| ast word out sarcastically. "Wwen 1, Jathed, told you that the |ight would be
broken, so that you'd all have evidence Reho had been with nme on the ceiling,
THEN you bel i eved! Nunbskul|ls! Reho broke the light in her own universe, only.
You- each of you-because for a nmoment you believed it was possibl e-broke it

yoursel ves in your own unt .verses, to make what | prom sed you actual ."
He stopped tal king. No one else said anything. "Al'l right. Understand then
that You have a universe, that you can do with it what you will-1look at the

pi ece of broken light in your hand, those of you who' ve already picked a piece
up-the rest of you pick one up and look at it. Think. You did that, wthout
getting upfromyour chair, w thout even wal king up a wall and standing on the
ceiling! Do you understand now? Do you conprehend how your universe is a place
where you can do anything you want, ifyou've got what's needed to do it
thefaith, the courage-and the know edge, which in this case is the know edge
that a light will break easily? If I'd said Reho woul d punch a hole in the
ceiling, you mght not have been as quick to believe and make it happen in
your own universe."

--Wuld you turn it off?. " said Hal. "Well, do as | sa 'v, pick up-The voice
of Jathed broke off abruptly.
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"That's curious,"” said Anmd. "Wy did you want the recordi ng stopped, and
stopped just there, Hal ?" "Because he said sonething very interesting. As you

just remarked." Hal snmiled at the older man. "1'd like some tinme to think
about it." "And what was it that was so interesting in particular, if | mght
ask?" Ami d said. "Wat he said about everyone being in their own universe,"
said Hal. "Don't ask me why just now, if you don't mind. The only answer |
could give you would be too | ong and conpl ex and right now |I'mnot even sure
it'd be satisfactory.” "If you wish," said Arid. "This tape, and others of
Jathed, are here any tinme you want to listen to them" "Thank you," said Hal

"Now, since dinner's over-for which, thank you-perhaps Amanda and | had better
make our nove over to that office of yours, for the use of which, also thanks.
It's been a long day, all of it uphill." "I can imagine," said Am d. "Good
night, then. It's very, very good to see you both. You particularly, Hal

since | hadn't been sure, until Anmanda tal ked to ne about bringing you, that
I'd ever see you again after I'd left the Encyclopedia." "No nmeeting is ever

i npossible,"” said Hal. "True. Good night, then, as | say. Artur will show you
where the office is, and make sure you're properly settled there. Wn't you,
Artur?" "OF course,"” said the big man.
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CHAPTER

16

Amid' s office-the CGuildmaster's office, as Artur sonewhat apol ogetically
explained it should be referred to, when they spoke about it to anyone but

Am d-was | arge enough for two work positions, and that was about all. It did,
however, have enough fl oor space to allow the folding down of an ol df ashi oned
mattress, which during work hours fol ded up agai nst one of the walls. It was a
generously sized double mattress, for which both Hal and Amnanda were t hankf ul
having had to do with a few ordi nary-sized beds in their time. "Wll," said
Amanda, sonetine |ater and just before they fell asleep. "Do you want to tel
me why that recording of Jathed nade you feel so good' ? I could feel you

radi ati ng cheerful ness right across the dining table. | probably could have
felt it clear outside that roorn.- "It was what | told Am d, what had struck
me in what Jathed had said," Hal answered, "about there being a universe for
every individual person. |I haven't |acked for evidence. | was on the right

track in ny search for the Creative Universe. But | haven't had any new

evi dence for several years now, and, suddenly, along cones a man who agrees
with ne." "How agrees with you?" said Amanda. They were |lying on their backs
in the darkness, side by side, with all of the cloth covers with which the bed
was furnished |aid aside, since they were both rather sweaty. They were al so
hol di ng hands. "He

tal ked about a | ot of universes. You' ve always tal ked about just one. " "It
doesn't matter," said Hal. "One big universe with roomin it for everybody to
create what he or she wants, or one universe each in which to create what each
one wants. It anpunts to the same thing-"

He broke off suddenly. "Wat is it?" asked Amanda. "Just hearing nyself say
that both conceptions ambunted to the same thing. The transient and the
eternal are the sanme. The |ikeness reninded ne of Jathed's Law, that's all
Anyway, Jathed evidently had hold of a corner of the same bl anket |'ve got a

corner of. It does cheer you up to have your findings corroborated. " "I'm
happy for you then." Amanda gave his hand a squeeze "But to be truthful, I
still don't follow that business of the broken light. Wuld it be 'not-broken’
to someone who hadn't been there, who just walked into the room afterward

or what?" "l don't know, " said Hal. "Maybe that's why |I'mright about it
bei ng one | arge universe with roomfor unlinmted creations to be built init,
rather than an unlimted nunber of private universes, |ike Jaffied said; and

that's what's wong with his theory, the fact that the question you just asked
can't be answered. O it may be that he was right in that sone things done in
the Creative Universe acquire existence in this one-for exanple, a painting's

made in the mind of the artist, but it appears in what people will probably
al ways call the real universe. " "But you know why it appears in the rea
uni verse. You can watch it being painted,” "No," said Hal, "what you watch are

materials of various colors being applied to an even, vertical surface. \Wen
do you see the painter put into the painting whatever it is that nmakes those
col ors have a profound enotional effect on you? O take music for exanple-"

"Never mind," said Amanda, "I see what you're driving at. I'mstill glad you
find himcorroborating you; but the fact is | wasn't too inpressed with him
He seened nore interested in showi ng off than anything else.” "Still," said

Hal , "he was using the Creative Universe
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consciously and deliberately, which is sonething I can't do. He was entering
it. All down the centuries, these artistic exanples |I'm always gi ving have

been cases of creativity being used onk on the unconscious level. It's as if
the artist can reach through into the Creative Universe with his arms and
hands only in it, and has to work there by touch alone. | want to go into it
conpletely-step into it as if it were another place to be stepped into. | have

to do that, to make a battl eground where the Eneny and | can finally have it
out; and to nake an opening so that other people can enter after nme, wholly
and consciously, to work with it in the future. But you're right about
mracles being a bad way to teach anything, let alone this. | rejected that
nmet hod of teaching its existence the first tine | discovered the Creative

Uni verse-but |'ve told you about that." "I w sh," said Amanda, "you'd stop
telling me you' ve told ne things that you haven't told ne. You' ve never said
anything to ne about when you discovered the Creative Universe." "lI'msorry,"
said Hal. "I do a certain amount of going over

things in my mind, with you there in inmagination-effectively bouncing probl ens
of f you; and unless | deliberately stop to renenber when | did that on a
specific topic, | get the imaginary talks with you mxed up with the rea
ones."

Amanda turned her head on the pillow and ki ssed his cheek. "Wat was that
for?" he asked. "Nothing. Go on," she said. "You're going to tell me, actually
this time, when you first discovered the Creative Universe. " "It was back
when | was Donal ," said Hal. "You remenber | showed you Sayona the Bond back
at the Encyclopedia? It was sonme time before then. 1'd just quit being War
Chief for the two Friendly worlds after a rather unfriendly scene with El dest
Bright, who was head of the United Council of Churches for the Friendlies-in
fact, he threatened nme with summary trial and execution. | had to shoot three
of his guards he ordered to arrest me; and renind himthat his capitol city
was full of enough of ny nmercenaries, who could appreciate the bl oodl ess
victory I'd just given them to make it unwise for himto try doing such a
thing. He'd accused ne of being bought by the Exotics, over whose forces I'd
just given himthe victory; and it turned out he hadn't wanted it bl oodl ess.
He' d wanted bl ood and lots of it, specifically Exotic bl ood.
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So he had to let ne go; but his last words were that | should go and | ook for
work with the Exotics. |I'd already decided to do just that, anyway; and so

contacted them That led to an inter-view with Sayona, who hired nme, but al so
made t he suggestion | becone an Exotic. One of the things he said was that he,
at least, believed | was the kind of person who could walk on air if | really
wanted to. | turned himdown on being an Exotic, but . . . "

In the quiet office-turned-bedroomHal could hear his voice echoi ng
differently fromthe walls, now, as he renmenbered how it had been, being
Donal. It was Donal's voice in his present ears; and it brought a strangeness
over him Telling Amanda about it, he found hinself reliving that tinme, now
nore than eighty years in the past. .

.deep in thought, he had returned to his own quarters in the city of
Portsmouth, on Mara, which then held the Mlitary Conmand Base for the two
Exotic worlds. Portsnmouth was in what on O d Earth would have been the
tenperate latitudes; but the nature of Procyon, the sanme sun that shone on
Kultis, was such that the night which hadjust en/blded that city as he cane
back was tropical
The soji illumnation of his roomhad come on automatically as he entered; but
it was so adjusted that itfailed to white out the overhead view of the stars.
These shone down through the open wall of the |oggia that was his bedroom
Standing in the center of this loggia, his mnd still full of the conversation
wi th Sayona, Donal frowned. He gazed up at the gently domed roof of the
| oggi a, which reached its highest point at two nmeters above his head. He



frowned again and turned to search through the witing desk in the roomunti
he found a seff-sealing signal-tape capsule. Then, with this in one hand, he
turned to | ook toward the ceiling again, and took one rather awkward step up
off the floor.

H s foot found purchase in the air. He stepped upward, putting his weight on
it. Slow -v, step by step he wal ked up through nothingness to the high
point of the ceiling. Opening the capsule, he pressed its self-sealing edges
agai nst the white surface oJ'the ceiling, where they (,lung. He stood there a
second in the air, staring at them "Ridiculous!'' he said suddenlv-and just
as suddenly, he
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wasfalling. He gathered hinmself with the instinct of long training in the
second of drop and, | anding on hands andfeet, rolled over and came erect |ike

a gymmast against a far wall. He got up, brushing hinmself off, unhurt-and
turned to | ook up at the ceiling. The capsule still clung there.

Suddenly he had | aughed, cheerfully and out |loud. "No, no," he said to the
enpty room "I'ma Dorsai!"

"You rejected it," said Armanda in the darkness. "Why?" "I handled all things
by intuitional logic, then," said Hal. "I ran the probabilities forward and

found they went nowhere-at |east as far as going where | wanted to go, which
was to | ead the human race to a tine when none of them would ever do the sort
of thing that had caused the death of my uncle Janmes. But you do see-"

He turned to look in her direction. Although there was some |ight |eaking
around the door that led to the interior of the building and the bat hroom
facilities, there was not enough to read the expression on Ananda's face.
--how I'd entered the Creative Universe, and used it, 1'd had to, to be able
to put that nmessage capsule on the ceiling. Fromthat, | realized there nust
be an aspect of things |I'd never taken into account before; and the concept of
the Creative Universe grew fromthat." "But you turned away fromit then?" she
said. "My first thought was that it was only good for parlor magic tricks. It
never crossed my mnd it could be useful. Renenber, at that time, as | say, |
still believed in the way of getting physical control of all the worlds and
maki ng the people on themlive by |aws that would end the sort of situation
that'd killed James. At that time | didn't see any reason it wouldn't work."
He hesitated. "But that was the first time 1'd entered the Creative Universe,"”
he said nore slowy, "and, |ike everyone else since time began, | did it
unconsciously. | said to nyself, '"let's see if | can't walk on air,' and tried
it; and found | could. The potential of that came back to me once | got
control of all the Younger Wrlds and found | aws al one woul dn't change human
nature."

He | aughed. "Breathtaking discovery, wasn't it?" he said. "At any rate, then
it occurred to nme for the first tine to go back to the
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twenty-first century and change the direction of history. My full appreciation
of what the Creative Universe could nean for the race was born in ny search
for a way to do that. To begin with, it offered me a way to put nmy mnd back
into the past-and bring it back eighty years later than when it had left, in a
two- year-ol d body. "

He lay for a nonment wthout saying anything. Anmanda waited patiently. "But
even then | was making use of the creative forces |argely unconsciously,

wi t hout really understanding them It was only when | had to recognize the

O hers as a result of the changes in intent | made in the estab | ished
-frozen by time-historic forces of the twenty-first century, that | began to
see the real shape of the job I had to do. It was then | really | ooked at the
Creative Universe; and saw its ultimate possibilities, and the absolute
necessity for them™" "Tell nme," said Amanda thoughtfully, "you don't use
intuitional |ogic anynore?"” "No," said Hal. "It doesn't help what |'m doing
now and hasn't hel ped much with anything |I've done for a long tine. It's a
Donal -styl e tool, about as useful as the ability to do calculus instantly in
your head. |diot savants have done things conmparable to it for centuries

wi t hout giving the race a chance for inprovenment; let alone helping it grow,
the way | hoped- -

He stopped, on a note in his voice that |eft what he had been saying

unconpl eted. "But while ny nmind was back in the twenty-first century," he
said, "under the influence of Walter Blunt and what the Chantry Quild was
then, as well as by nmy own will, | entered the Creative Universe deliberately.
Earlier, 1'd just passed through it to get back in tinme. It was because | was
there that | could be, and was, struck at by the Eneny. Otherw se, |'d never



have begun to see what the conscious, willing entry into that universe

prom ses everybody." "But there's no way you can use intuitional logic to see
your way to the Creative Universe?" Amanda asked. "It doesn't work for that
sort of problem It's essentially a tool of' the real universe, bounded by
logic. It can't junp gaps-only go through the | ogical steps faster. | know

|'ve been saying | have to find the way to the Creative Universe; but perhaps
what | ought to be saying is that | have to nake a way to
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it. If there was already a way, the kind of way | need, to the Creative

Uni verse, intuitional logic could find it. But there isn't one yet, and
intuitional logic not only can't find what isn't there, It can't make anything
on its owm." "I understand then," Amanda said thoughtfully. "You're saying you
can't see ultimte consequences to anything?" "That's right. | can't. Al
that's visible to it is what ordinary logic would predict if ordinary logic
had all the elenents of the problemand unlimted time to work themto a
conclusion. Intuitional logic not only doesn't work in the creative area, it
doesn't work in the personal one-for instance, | can't see my own death;
because like all reasonably healthy persons, | can't, on the unconscious

| evel , conceive of nyself as dead and the universe going on wthout mne-"
Amanda did not nove physically. The years of her upbringing, both as a Dorsa
and as the prot6g6 of the Second Amanda, held her still'. But her profound
enotional reaction reached out to Hal with shocking inpact, through that sane
channel by which they could touch each other across |ight-years of space.
Swiftly he gathered her into his arnms, holding her tight against him She |ay

still there, too, but now he could feel the trenmbling inside her. "Amanda!" he
said, "what is it?"
-1 don't know. | can't tell you . " she said between teeth clenched tight.

"It's as if the edge, just the edge, of sone terrible sadness brushed nme. OCh,
nmy |ove-hold me"'

-1"ve got you," said Hal. "Tell me you won't go away, ever!" "I'll never |eave
you," said Hal. "Oh, thank all heavens, all gods Amanda clung to
him He held her tight; and, in tine, they slept-still close together

CHAPTER

17

Dawn t hrough the uncurtai ned wi ndows of the office woke them both. They
dressed and found their way to the dining hall of the dormitory building they
were in. They were seated across from each other at an end of one of the long
pi cni c-styl e plank tables, having breakfast, when Armid joined them "Someone
told you we were here," said Amanda, as the old man sat down next to her. He

| ooked nore dimnutive than ever side by side with Amanda, Hal noticed. It was
as if the last year or so had shrunk himeven further, only without harm ng
him He was a little kernel of a man, but hard and alive. "Quite right." He

beamed at her. "I'd left word with those on kitchen duty in both buildings to
| et me know when you were up for breakfast. "
He | ooked over at Hal. "I thought |I'd take you out and see you started in the

circle nyself," he said. "lIsn't that possibly going to nean a long wait for
you?" asked Hal. "Ordinarily, yes," said Amid. "But it seems things are out of
nmy hands. Word about a visitor here is already around; and those currently
waiting have all volunteered to let you go first. W'll only have to wait
until the first person to step out of the circle after we get there does so.
Then you step in; Amanda and | go about our business."
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"Your business?" Hal | ooked fromAnrd to Aranda. 'Well, | about my business,"”
said Amd. "I was nerely using the expression. Wat Amanda's imedi ate pl ans

are, |'ve no idea. | assuned you'd know." "lI'mstaying for a day or so," said
Amanda, "so | can watch Hal at the start. |I'Il just wait around-unless you' ve

got something | can do to help pay our way with you here? | know everyone on
this | edge works at sonething or other."™ "You' re our guest," said Amid. "That
rule doesn't apply to you or Hal unless you want it to."

| As | told you," said Hal, "I'Il do ny share of whatever's to be done."
"There you are," said Ananda. "That takes care of him Now, what have you got
that | can be useful at?" "Thank you, then," said Amid. "All right, you can
drop by our infirmary, if you want to. W don't have much sickness here, but

smal | accidents will happen. AOd Man is wal king right now, so we could use
someone who knows sonet hi ng about acupressure for pain relief and such-the
sort of thing you Dorsai all know. " "A place like this, on an Exotic world,"
said Hal, "and you need the skills of a Dorsai for battlefield-style nedica
handl i ng?" "Anmanda radi ates the will to recover nore than nost, as | imagine
you know, " said Amid. "W have one person here, as | just nmentioned, who calls

hinself sinply 'Ad Man,' he does the sane thing; but even he's not as good at
it as Amanda."

"Ch?" said Hal. "I'd like to neet him" "You'll see himwhen you get out to
the circle,” said Amd. "He's got a sort of aura about himthat seens to make
peopl e heal thenselves faster and nore confortably. Actually, his nane is
Laoren, which, | gather, is Chinese in origin. But when he came here he asked
us to sinply call himby its translation in Basic, which is 'Ad Man.' He's
somewhat unusual; an Exotic froma famly that had preserved their ethnic
purity for nore

than a century and a half. You know how, on these two worlds of ours, we've

al ways approved rather of nixing ethnic strains than keeping them separate.™

"I believe | saw him as we canme in," said Hal. He frowned with the nenory of
the sunlight flooding his eyes.

"I't wouldn't be surprising if you had," said Amid. "He does

rather stand out. Al so, you probably noticed he wasn't repeating the Law al oud
as he wal ked. That's another thing about him He only speaks when he has to
and we' ve gathered he appreci ates people not trying to draw himinto
conversation. | don't mean to suggest he's w thdrawn, socially. He's probably
one of the nost genuinely nerry people |I've net. But he just.doesn't talk
nmuch. "

Hal and Amanda finished their breakfast and they all went outside. In the
fresh nountain air of the new day, Procyon beanmed down at them out of a

cl oudl ess sky and the tenperature was rising with that sw ftness that prom sed
awarm if not hot, afternoon. "Cone to think of it,"” said Amanda, with a

gl ance at the sky, "have you had a solar radiation shot in the past three
years, Hal ? Because Procyon's not like Sol-- "I"mup to date,” said Hal. He

gl anced at her exposed arns

and legs, normally so pale, that were now a snooth, light tan. "How about
yoursel f? You ook as if you mght be letting the local star get to you." "OCh,
I"'mup to date, too," said Amanda. "I wouldn't slip up on that. It's just that
I'"d stand out like a bright |ight anbng all these Exotics if |I'd stayed ny
usual skin color. So I anended it, to help ne fit in."

Ahead of them the circle was noving as it had been the evening before, and
Hal now particularly took note of the small cluster of men and wonen off to
one side, who were obviously the waiters. There were no nmore than half a dozen
or so of them "Do those in the circle deliberately cut their time short, if
they see a |l ot of people waiting?" Hal asked. "They could, of course," said
Amid. "But | don't think it happens very often. Once in the circle and once in
the proper frane of mind, you see what's going on around you but it doesn't



seemto have rmuch, if any, inportance-lI can tell you that from personal
experience. | think we've got one or two in the waiting group there, though,
that are just out here to see you. | |

They had been wal king toward the circle as they tal ked. "You're sure word of
who | am hasn't been nentioned?" "lI'd be the tirst one any of the people here
woul d cone and tell, if they thought you were who you are," said Amid. "Sone
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may have seen a picture of you; but if so, since you haven't been announced,
they're doing the polite thing and keeping it to thenselves. " "A picture of
me?" "Yes," said Amd. " It's been spread all over the Younger Wrlds as
part of the Others' propaganda against Earth. | don't mean they' ve published
it separately. But there've been references, of course, to you, Ajela, Rukh
and some ot her people, as charges against themwere publicly nade. Not you so
far, Amanda, by the way." "Good," murrmured Amanda. "1'd just as soon ny
picture wasn't too wel | known." "Yes. But |I'mafraid, in your case, Hal,k"
said Amd, "there's a whole generation of children on the Younger Wrl ds
growi ng up who're being taught to spit after saying your name. You're supposed
to be the evil sorcerer crouched spiderlike in your lair in the Fina

Encycl opedi a, cooking up evil things for good people on all the Younger
VWorlds."

They had joined the waiting group by the time Anid had finished saying this;
all of the people in the group, with typical Exotic politeness, avoided

| ooking directly at Hal and Ananda, or in any way appearing to attract the
attention of the newconers. As those wal ki ng passed, Hal had tine to notice

i ndi viduals. There was a drinking water fountain just beyond the far end of
the circle, and three small buildings that were obviously persona
wast e- di sposal units for the wal kers. "Three?" Hal asked Amid, pointing at
them "Yes. Ch, | see what you nean," Amid |laughed. "No, it's not that we've
got three sexes around here, but you'll find when you get in the circle that
you don't think of stopping for anything until something rem nds you. Then you
may be in a hurry. What we've found that tends to happen here is that soneone
will make a confort stop and inadvertently set off what you might call a chain
reaction. Jathed woul d have sneered at such niceties as drinking fountains and
chemi cal waste-di sposal units here; but my brother thought otherw se-by the
way, there's Ad Man turning the far corner, now "

Hal | ooked and saw the oriental -appearing wal ker who had attracted his
attention when they had first arrived, the day before. As Amid had said, dd
Man was just now comi ng
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around the far end ofthe circle, on its side that was closest to the waiters,
so that he was now wal king toward Hal and the rest of the waiting group

True to what Hal had been told, the eyes of those in the circle-and A d Man
was no exception -seened to take in all that was visible before them but show
no particular interest init. Od Man's eyes |ooked at and through Hal as he
strode toward him "Has he been wal king all night?" Hal asked. "I believe so,"
said Amid. "You saw himin the circle when you cane in?" "Yes," said Hal

It was hard to believe Od Man had been at this for hours. He noved with a
particularly light and springy step, as if he was about to leap into the air
with the next stride; and Hal guessed that for all his |long white beard and
whi te nmustaches, the other could run like a deer if he had to. In fact, in
spite of his skinniness and the evidence of his age, there was an inpression
of power and youth about him It was startling, for in appearance al one, he
was alnost frail. He was hardly taller or heavier than a twel ve-year-old boy,
except for the largeness of his hands and a surprising w dth of shoul ders
under the robe he wore, which Hal now saw figured with white bl ossons upon a
background of a red color so dark as to al nost seemblack. A d Man's hair was
as white as his beard and so sparse that the skin of his round skull under it
was visible in the sunlight. "He's in renmarkabl e physical condition," Amd was
sayi ng, beside Hal. "He has a sword of sorts he brought here with him and he
exercises with it when he isn't otherwi se occupied. It's very graceful. It

| ooks as if he's dancing, when he does it."

They fell silent. There was sonethi ng about the words, repeated and repeated
in their ears, that not only nade conversation unnecessary but drew their
mnds, if not their bodies, into the circle of those who noved before them



Hal found his thoughts running over the oriental schools of martial exercises
with the sword that he could remenber, He nmade a Mental note to watch A d Man
at his exercises the first chance that nade itself avail able.

Hal was still at this when one of the walkers left the circle. He was a

vonnPer man with (lose-cia reddish hair anti a fi]77 O
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reddi sh beard. He had been wal king with all the appearance of normality, but
after taking several steps away fromthe circle, he stunbled and his feet

dragged, like those of soneone exhausted, but still driving hinmself to nove.
One of those waiting was al nost i mediately at his side and hel pi ng himtoward
one of the nearer of the two dormitory buildings. "In you go, Hal," said Anmd.
"I"'mwaiting for dd Man to come around,” said Hal. "1'd like to wal k behind

him" "If you like," said Amd.

A d Man cane around and Hal stepped in behind him The next wal ker in the
circle fell back a little distance to give room Hal followed AOd Man and,
opening his nouth, began to repeat the Law

"The transient and the eternal are the sane .

Al most inmmedi ately the rhythm of the wal king and the intoned phrase took him
over.

It was as if he had stepped on to the back of some powerful bird, which now
took off with him The words were like a living thing that lifted himand
carried himaway. The beating of his heart was in synchrony with the heartbeat
of the bird; and a pressure he had not been conscious of feeling, but which
had pressed down on him before, was suddenly rel eased, so that he felt |ight
and free.

He ascended within hinmself on the wings of the feeling that bore him that had
been outside himto begin with but which was now working itself inward on him
staining into him He felt the words resonating in his throat and all through
his body. He could not say what they neant, any nore than he had understood
nore than their ordinary, everyday neani ng before. But he felt something
additional in themnow, even though he could not reach through to sonething of
deeper inport yet-like a vast mountain in the distance, sonewhere beyond him
It was as Amid had said. He did not |ose sight of, or touch with, his
surroundi ngs. He saw Amid and Amanda still standing, watching himfor a little
whi |l e before they turned and went off together, |eaving only the small group
of those who waited their turn in the circle. He saw and felt all that he
ordinarilv
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woul d have seen and felt, but it was irrelevant to what he was experiencing
with his own novenent and the repetition of the words.

The bird carrying himwas his image and he let hinself go with it. He felt the
softness and warnth of the back feathers under him felt the vibrations

t hrough them of the powerfully punping w ngs, saw far distant on the horizon
the triangular, mst-white shape of the G andfathers of Dawn nountains that
was his destination. The clean, thin air of the heights drew deep down into
his lungs, searching out their very bottom crannies and corridors. And,

wi t hout war ni ng, he under st ood.

He understood that the weight that had dropped away tenporarily from himas he
stepped into the circle had been the weight of defeat. It had accunul at ed,

| ayer by layer, day by day this last year, surrounding him but held off from
closing in on and crushing himby his strength of will, which grew and

t oughened li ke muscle in response to the demand placed upon it. So that his

| ack of success and his strength of will had increased together-until at |ast
the limts even of his will were. approached; and he had begun to give under

t he wei ght.

So despondency had finally begun to touch him He had fought well and won,
fought and won, again and agai n-and again and again victory had left himwth
t he deci sive encounter yet to be. Fear and its stepchildren, self-doubt and

self-hatred, still tore and destroyed in the innernmost parts of all human
bei ngs. He had conquered one wall only to find another, and another after
that, and after that another, with his foe still alive and protected

until there seened no end to the walls, and he felt the begi nnings of an end
to his strength.



He was aware that others had taken up this challenge in times before him and
all had failed in the end. But |ike each of those who had gone before, he had
said, "we have cone so far. W have won this much. Now, finally, we ought to
be ready to reach the final battleground; and put an end to what plagues us."
Donal had won . . . and the final battle had turned out yet to be fought. Paul
Formain had won . . . and the final battle still awaited. Hal Mayne had saved
what nust be saved of the human race, safe for a little while until the final
battl e could be fought-and the final battle was still beyond the horizon,
still out of reach.
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There nust be an end, as there nmust have been a beginning. For the first tinme
he wondered about the nmonent of begi nning of the historical forces that had
brought him and the human race to this nmonment. He had used the Creative
Uni verse for the first time, as Donal, to go back to where he thought he could
set up the forces that would bring about a final encounter. As Paul Formain he
had found themin the twenty-first century. But neither then nor now had he
ever thought of trying to reach back and find the absol ute begi nni ng of that
| ast battle in which he would be a solitary warrior
He reached out, nentally, now, to find that nmonent of beginning; and it |ed
himto a place and a time, to a scene in which he becane an Englishman in
arnor at the | owest point of his own life's long battle. It was a day of
victory for the Black Prince of England, the battle of Poitiers; and its
sights, its sounds, its feel cane to Hal not only through this knight who had
been his unconscious forerunner in this centuries-long contest, but also from
a dying soldier of the other side. Hal was both nmen-, and | ooked through the
eyes of each to see the face of the other

. Sir John Hawkwood hadf ought the long day's fight, and fought well -but
none of rank or worth on his own side had been there where he hadfought the
best gf the other side, to note what he did. He had taken a prisoner, but it
was a prisoner who was a Fre ch knight of snmall holding; and the ransom woul d
not make Sir John rich. As ransons had nmade rich Sir Robert Knolles, and the
noti ce of the Black Prince had made fampus Sir John Chandos. He was weary and
t he anesthesia of the winefront the night beft)re, and of the early norning
before the battle, had |ong since worn off, |eaving himweary and wasted
inside. Aimessly, on a battlefield on which the main acti .on was over, he
rode up one side of a little rise; over the top of which, on the Jarther
downsl ope, lay the tanner's son
The tanner's son lay dying in the bright Septenber sunlight. About himwas the
odor of crushed grass and the stink of the blood and the intestines of a horse
who had been di senmbowel ed and | a-v nearby. The tanner's son was a crossbowran
from Lonmbardy. He wore | eather hose and a | eather snmock of, sorts to which
chain links had been sewn. He was tall and lean, with a
swart hyface and straight black hair. He was in his early twenties and stil
had nmost of his teeth. His mouth was wi de and nobile. He had an English arrow
conpletely through his right side under the ribs; and he had worn the feathers
conpletely off its shaft, since he had gone out of his head unsuccessfully tr
'ving to draw it out the way it had entered. He had bled a great deal; but in
spite of that he continued to |lie supporting hinmself on one el bow with such a
wild look on his ./ace that none of the English archers or nen at arnms had
paused to cut his throat. Besides, he lay off to one side hinself where there
were no wounded French kni ghts or such worth taking prisoner; and the battle
had gone awayfrom hi m
H s eyes no | ongerfocused on thefield. Occasionally he would cry out weakly in
the dialect of his native Genoa, forgetting he was now in the foreign fields
of France. "Help! Help for the tanner's son!"
Beyond him at some little distance, the bearded, blooddaubed English archers
and other foot-soldiers hurried b -v, rooting among the d -ying
and the deadfor a prisoner worthy O ransom There were sl i m pi cki ngs
here, for the nore adventurous of their fellows had already covered the
ground, cutting throats with quick boarlike jerks of their knives, when a
candi dat e proved worthl ess or too wounded to promise to live. The wld,
calling crossbowran, with the lank black hairfialling half over his face,

the-v had passed b -v out of a sort of instinct-two or three had even
crossed thensel ves in passing. For, by a trick (if its entering angle, the
arrow appeared to anyonefrom a di stance to have driven squarel "v through

the crossbowrman's heart. It seened that he nmust already be dead; but stil



propped up and calling; whereas lie was actually only dying, like all the
rest.

Beyond t he unfocused eyes of the crossbowran was part of the field of
Poitiers, in the m dwest of France. Up a slope behind himwas a rubble of
hedges and new dug mounds, considerably torn about and beaten down now, which
had been the original Position of the English. Qut beyond in the other
direction was the little vallev with the wood of St. Pierre to his left. In
anot her part of thefield, at the edge of that same wood, the banner o Edward
of Engl and, the Black Prince, wasflyingfroma tall tree, to serve

as a rall '"ving signal for those English pursuing the French retreating to the
nmonent of their slaughter bel ow the prudently,
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| ocked gates of the city of Poitiers. Below thatflag, the tent of the Black
Prince had been pitched; and in it, the Prince, Sir John Chandos and sone

ot hers were drinking w ne.

In afarthersection of thefield Geffroi de Charny hadjust been killed, and the
banner of France, which he was holding, tottered to the ground. Behind him
Ki ng John oj' France, his dead |ords about him his fourteen-Year-old son
Philip beside him felt his weary arns failing at the effort to lift and
strike with his battle axe once again. The English were crowdi ng cl ose, eager
to capture a King, shouting at himto surrender. He turned to one strong young
man, pushing toward him who had called out to himin good and understandabl e
French. The nmonent oj' his capture was near

Meanwhi | e, unknowi ng of all this, the crossbownan wept a littlefromhis
unseei ng eyes, propping hinse@ on his el bow, and called out to the great pain

in his body and the sun, like a brilliant furnace at hi gh noon over his head
in the cloudl ess sky:- "Help! Help for the tanner's son

And so he cried-as he had criedfor a long time wthout am response, but nore
weakly as time went on. Until, from sonewhere he heard the approachi ng

t huddi ng oj ' hooves that came to him and stopped; and a follow ng thud as two
mai |l ed feet came one after the other to earth beside him For a nonent nothing
happened: and then a voice in all English the crossbowrail could not have
under st ood even before he got all arrow through his bod -v, spoke above him
"Wio's a tanner's son. "I

A coupl e of iron-sheathed knees came to earth beside the crossbowran. The
crosshowran felt the weight of his upper bod 'v lifted off the supporting

el bow. Through the deliriumof his pain, a feeling oj'b(,ing rescued
penetrated to him He stopped cr-ying out and nmade a great effort to focus his
eyes.

A circul ar shape peaked at the top steadied and unblurred before his eyes. He
| ooked froma distance of inches up into a | ean, rectangul ar-jawed j ace,

unshaven and surnounted by all iron skullcap with a cloth skullcap show ng
dark- blue and rather ragged edges underneath the netal edge. The jace of John
Hawkwood had a deep-set nose, fine blue e -yes under straight brown

eyebrows, and a straight, angular nose that had never been broken. The jace
had the clear, even color of naturally

bl ond skin tanned and dried by the sun until its surface had gone into tiny,
premature winkles around the corners of the eyes and i ndented deeply around
the mouth. The mouth itself was thinlipped but |evel of expression, the
nostrils thin-andfiromthem came a strong exhal ati on of breath laden with the
odor of wi ne gone stale. "Wio's a tanner's son?" repeated the lips, this tine
in the mxed argot of the mlitary canps. But the crossbowran now conpr ehended
not hi ng but the dialect of his childhood. He understood only that someone had
cone to his aid; and because the man who hel d hi mwas cl ean-shaven he thought,
not of a kni ght who might need to breathe unencunbered inside his clunsy
headpot of a helm but that the one who held himwas a priest. He thought the
priest was speaking to himin latin and exhorting himto confess. "Forgive ne,
Father, for | have sinned . he whi sper ed.

The man who held himhad been able to make out the business of the tanner's
son; but this further whisper in the Genoese dialect left himat a | oss.
Vaguel y, he caught the sense of the word "sinned" but that was all " "What
the hell,'' he said, in the canp argot, a little thickly,

we're all sinners. But we aren't all tanner's sons." He sat back on his heels
and | owered the head of the crosshowran on to his knees. He lifted the cloth
and netal skullcaps of the bassinet off his head together and w ped his
forehead with the back of his hand. "I'ma tanner's son, nyself. "

He broke off and | ooked down, for the crossbownan had begun to speak agai n;
and the rhythm of the phrases oj' the confessional were fanmliar. "Well, " he



said in English, "I can do that rmuch for you. One Christian to another, eh?"
He put the bassinet back on his head and |istened, though what the other said
was all but inconprehensible. The crossbowran was trying to renenber his sins;
but he confused the pain in his body with the pain of disease, which he

associ ated with the evilnesses of his relations with wonen. To describe these,
he had of necessity to use words nmore conmon and understandable to the man
whose knees he rested on-and who nodded, hearing the words. "That's it," said
the man. "That's it. Not nuch like that in
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Hedi ngham Sibil, in Essex where | was a tanner's son-or wherever you hai

from | suppose. But enough gl'ii here." He listened awhile | onger. He noticed
the I'ips of the crosshowran were darkened and dried. "Use a little wine
here,'' he muttered. "None with ine though, damm it. Go on, go on .

But the crossbowran hadfini shed his conftssion; and now he had begun to weep
once nmore. He hail thought that, having confessed hinse@, he would find
hinself ft)rgiven and the pain taken awna -v. But it was still with him Ile
pl uckedj @bl -v tit the now smooth end gf the arrow. "Hel p!" he husked, once
nore, in a barely audible voice. ''Help, jor the tanner's son . . . " "Damm
you."' swore the man holding him blinking his own eyes suddenly and pulling

t he plucking hand fromthe unnmoving arrow s nocked end. ''Wat do you want ne
to do for vou That's no good."

The crossbowran wept. Hi s mind had wandered agai n; and now he i magi ned he was
a boY again and the pain was because he was bei ng puni shedfor something. "You
made your peace, " grow ed the man holding him ''Gel on with your dying. " He
| ooked at the arrow. ''A hard wa -v out is it."" He blinked again. "Poor
filth. A/ right, then. '

He reached down and drew a short, heavy-hilted daggerftom a scabbard on his
swordbelt. ,.Msericord, '' he said. ''God forgive this wetched sinner, and
give himaquick relieffirompaynment for his sins, anen."”

He | eaned over with his lips close to the crossbowran's right ear, thinking
perhaps it would give the sinner the goodjeeling (?f alittle pride before his
death. "A knight kills you, man. | |

But the crossbowran did not in an v wa v understand the words. A deeper
under st andi ng had come to him He hadfinall ' understood that he was
dying. Hs mnd had fled back to inagining he was with a priest again; and

when he saw the insubstantial, glittering shape ql'the misericord |i ed up
before

ft his eyes, he thought it was the Cross being given himto kiss, and he felt
a holy joy. "I amready to die, Lord, " he thought he prayed. '"Only let it be
fast. "

It was fast.

CHAPTER

is

Hal woke to find hinself stunbling over the |Ievel ground, which seened to
heave and bill ow under his feet |ike the ocean surface. Fromthe position of
Procyon, overhead, it was mdnorning; he was no longer in the circle. Amanda
hel d himby one arm supporting and guiding him dd Man held and supported
himon the other side with equal strength. As Hal turned his head to see the
other, A d Man | ooked up, smiled fleetingly but warmy and then | ooked ahead
again to the dormtory building containing Amid' s office, to which the two
were taking Hal. "What is it?" said Hal. "Wat's wong?"

To his own surprise his voice came out like a whisper. Hs throat was raw from

repeating the words that still thrunmed in his mnd. "You wal ked for
twenty-three hours, Hal!" said Amanda. "l think you'd have killed yourself the
way a horse can run itself to death, if we hadn't pulled you out of the
circle. Now, lean on us. W'Ill have you in bed in a mnute."

Suddenly, he felt a longing to be where she had promi sed. Horizontal, on a
flat surface, in the darkness of a quiet, closed room Consciousness of the
exhaustion of his body flooded in on him H's knees gave at every step and his
| egs wobbl ed with weakness. He staggered on between O d Man and Amanda to the
dormitory building and the outside entrance that led directly to the office,
to the bed . . . and onto it.
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"Thank you," said Amanda to O d Man. He smiled back at her, then went softly
and swiftly out. She took a blanket fromthe bed and hung it over the w ndows
on a rod above themthat had not been there when Hal had | ast seen them The
bl anket did not conpletely shut out Procyon's intense light, but it dinmred the
room and Hal luxuriated in the di mess.

Amanda went around to the other side of the bed and |ay down on top of the
bedcovers beside him She put her arms around him "Now, sleep!" she
commanded.

He cl osed his eyes, and sl eep swooped down to carry hi maway.

When he woke, the roomwas totally dark. Amanda sl unbered beside him now
tucked in under the covers in ordinary fashion. She opened her eyes as he
stirred. He laid his hand on her shoulder, lightly. "You sleep,” he whispered.
"I''l'l be back in a while."

He got up, found his clothes-Amanda or soneone had obvi ously undressed him
while he was still too deep in sleep to notice-and let hinself into the outer
air on the other side of the office door

Beyond the walls and the bl anket that served as a curtain over the w ndow, he
found the first faint light of dawn. He guessed it at about four in the

nmorni ng. He rmust have slept for nearly as |ong as Amanda had said he had

wal ked. H's body worked better now than it had on its way to bed fromthe
circle, but it still held a feeling of having been used and overused. He was
not so much weak as drai ned of strength.

A fewlights were on in the two dormitory buildings, particularly in the part
of each one which held kitchen and dining facilities. The nountains to the
east were a distant darkness beyond the lip of the |edge, and a few figures
noved about the area with the intentness of those on duty of one kind or

another. But in the near distance, where two lights still could be seen
burni ng, pal ed by the approaching day's illumnation, the circle still turned.
Those in it still chanted and four people stood in a small group, waiting

their turn.

He wal ked away fromthe building, toward the circle and those who waited. But
he stopped back a little fromjoining the waiters; and stood, merely watching
them and those in the circle for a few nonents. Then he turned and went on
parallel with
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the stream beyond them toward the edge of the | edge. At the point where the
stream enptied into the pond, he found a | evel space of ground beside it and
sat down; | ooking across it toward the end of the | edge, only sone five neters
beyond, and at the black ridge of the G andfathers of Dawn, distant, their
upper edges now a jagged, glowing line fromthe ascendi ng sun hi dden behi nd

t hem

Slow y, as he sat watching that glowing Iine, he found hinself beginning to
understand how Tam s dying, with his guilt still unexpiated in him could stop
Hal fromever finding the Creative Universe.

Amanda had been right. The way he searched for was to be found out here anong
peopl e; rather than back there in that artificial, if valuable and special

at nosphere of the Encycl opedi a.

What woul d happen if Tamdied unfulfilled, in his own mnd unforgiven, for his
responsibility for the deaths of his sister's young husband, David Hall, of
Jamet hon Bl ack, who had sacrificed hinself to stop the attack that Tam had
nmount ed agai nst the whole Friendly culture, and the assassinati on of Kensie by
a political group on Ste. Marie as a direct result? Unless Hal found the
Universe in time to prove to himthat, if nothing else, these things had had a
purpose to a good end, for all the race? Lacking that, plainly, Tam was
determned to leave life as the | egendary King Arthur had, in sadness and

r enor se.

If Tamdied that way Ajela would die with him in spirit; and that part-death



woul d make her unable to continue running the Final Encycl opedia, precious as
it had al ways been to her, as to Tani. If that happened, who el se was there
who coul d guide and order it? Rukh had hel ped out to a great degree, these

| ast nonths, but it was not herjob.

Rukh's job was the kindling of a faith in the new future to be, in the people
of all the worlds; and that was a larger, nore inportant duty than steering
the Final Encycl opedia. He, Hal, should not, because his job was al so

el sewhere, |eading those who woul d be the pioneers into this new unt ouched
infinity of potential that the Creative Universe would be-if he ever achieved
it. But if Ajela could not, Hal nust. It was a special trust, handed into his
keepi ng by Tam who had gotten it from Mark Torre in equal trust. And that
woul d be an end to his search for the Creative Universe. As Amanda had now
shown
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him the way to that was to be found not in special places but out anong
peopl e.

Sitting, waiting for the dawn, he was aware of the presence of Tam keeping

hi m company. It was not an unpl easant awareness.

The sky had brightened, though the sun was not yet in sight above the
Grandf at hers of Dawn. Below, the valley was a deep | ake of white m st hiding
everything, but thinning as he watched. Slowy, as he sat with the daylight
growi ng stronger all about him he felt hinmself gradually encl osed by peace.
Behi nd that peace canme the order and reason he realized now he had needed for
sone tine.

Just as his frustration at the Final Encycl opedia had made himblind to Tam s
conpl eti on bei ng necessary to the conpletion of his own search, so he had been
blind to the obvious fact that what had bl ocked himin his search at the Fina
Encycl opedi a nmust have been inplied in the historic begi nnings of that search.
He knew of the man he had envi sioned while wal king the circle, fromhis
mlitary studies as Donal and his readings as the young Hal. And he doubted
that any histories held the nonent he had relived while wal king the circle.
That had been a creative reconstruction of his own inmagi nati ve unconsci ous. He
had not been able to enter the Creative Universe, except in his dreans; but he
had been able to reach into it fromthe circle to build sonething that mnust
fit closely with the known facts.

H storically, therefore, his fight against the Eneny had had its roots in the
chronicled life of a man known to history as Sir John Hawkwood, citizen of
fourteenth century Europe, and English knight in the early years of the
Hundred Years War between Engl and and France. A man destined to becone one of
the earliest of the great condottieri- professional mlitary captains of the
fourteenth to seventeenth centuries in Italy-and the individual some |ater
mlitary historians were to call "the first of the nbdern generals. " The
circle and the Creative Universe had at last led himto this man. Not to
Hawkwood' s whole life; but that special nonment of it, on a field of victory,
whi ch paradoxically had been the | owest point of the dreans and hopes in Sir
John's life-as the past year had been Hal's | owest.

At Poitiers, Sir John had been entering into mddle age, a knight with only a
nodest nanme as a nmilitary captain and no fortune to show for the scars of
twenty years in arns and arnor.
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And with the final defeat now of the French, |let alone the caeture of King
John of France which Hawkwood at that noment had not yet known about, the war
that had pronmised hima way to better hinself was apparently over. He had
stood enmpty-handed in the middle of his life and | ooked, it seened, nowhere
but downward into old age, penury and oblivion

IBut fromthe chroniclers, Hal knew, as Sir John then had not, that from here
t he kni ght would go over the nmountains into Italy, entering not only into nore
weal th than he had ever had before, but into the pages of history.

Unknowi ngly, at this noment on this battlefield where his future | ooked nost
bl eak, ahead of himlay his marriage to Donina Visconti and the nost inportant
period of his life. His nane would cone to nmean nore at the English court,
once he was in Italy, than it ever had during the |ong years he had been in
France.

The only question now m ght be whether Hal's case was really conparable to
Hawkwood' s, as his vision had inplied.

It nust be. The parallels were too close. As the predawn light grew, Hal's
belief strengthened with it. Even though he could no nore see his own future

t han Hawkwood at Poitiers could have seen his, what he had just envisioned
assured him once Mrre, that his coming here had been the way he needed to go.
Just as going over the mountains into Italy, with the Wite Conpany of
nmercenaries, after Poitiers, had been the right way in which Sir John had



needed to go.

Moreover, all this fitted together with, and was reinforced by, his own strong
reaction to the circle and the Law, fromthe noment he had first seen and
heard t hem

As for Tam the instinct in Hal that had caused himto associate the ol der
man's state of mnd with the lines from Tennyson's poem on the death of Arthur
Pendragon, nust be trusted as well. It fitted too well with the story and
character of Jathed, and the Hawkwood epi sode. Part of Hal's error, he told

hi nsel f now, had been to ignore Tamas still an inportant factor in the search
for the Creative Universe, beyond the point of his retirenent as Director of

t he Encycl opedi a.

Even as Hal thought these things, the sun broke its top edge clear of the
Grandf at hers of Dawn, on the far horizon. Procyon | ooked blindingly over them
at himfor the nerest fraction of a second before he could | ower his eyes from
that blazing tiny circle of light; and in that sane fraction of a nonent he
realized
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what he nust do. What was necessary to him here was Jat hed and Jat hed's

phi | osophy, even though Hal instinctively felt it was not entirely correct.
Wiat was here, that was nowhere else to be found, was the Law

Hal could walk the circle and say the Law, as the others did. But it was not
enough to use it as a tool to put hinself into flights of exploration of his
i nner mnd. What he nust do was

understand it-conpletely understand it.

"The transient and the eternal are the sane

He knew what the words said. But what, in their conpleteness, did they really
nmean?

He did not knowyet. There was an understandi ng needed here that nust be nade
by the deeper parts of his mnd, by his creative unconscious. Sudden
excitement lifted himto his feet. It mght be that in this greater
under st andi ng was exactly what he had sought for so long, a way into the
Creative Universe. Certainly, it had |l et Jathed through; and Jathed had not
the reason to go there that Hal had, nor the vision of what going there could
make.

Filled with wonder, the first direct rays of the sun already warm ng his back
t hrough his robe, he went lightly and swiftly as O d Man m ght have gone, back
to the office where he and Ananda had spent the night,

CHAPTER

19

He reached the office and found it enpty, the blanket down fromthe w ndow,
the bed made and tilted up into its storage position against the wall. There

was sonet hing finished and over with about the roomthat brought a sadness
like the pain fromthe thrust of a dull knife, deep into him He turned and
went through the office's inner door and along a corridor to the dining area
of the building the office was in.

Amanda was not there. The roomwas all but enpty of breakfasters. "Friend?"
The server on duty behind the counter with its trays of breakfast foods called
to him Hal turned. "You're to go to Amid' s Reception Building," said the
server. "Amanda's waiting for you there, with another new visitor. " "Thanks,"
said Hal .

He left and went to the small buil ding which had been the first he had entered
here on the evening of his arrival. Anmid was there, seated with Amanda, and
not only Artur, but Sinmon Gaeme as well, around a fireplace that nowin the
growi ng warnth of day held no fire init, only a few bl ackened ends of Waod
and the ashes, cold and gray, fromthe previous night's blaze. The pine cone
paperwei ght gl eaned on the desk in the daylight.
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"There you are," Amanda said as he cane in. "Cone sit by nme, here."

He went to the enpty chair beside her and sat down. She put out a hand to him
and for a second he held it and then their grasp fell apart. "How do you
feel ?" asked Amid. "Alittle washed out," said Hal. "Nothing another night of
ordinary sleep won't cure."

He | ooked back at Anmanda, and Sinon just beyond her. "Hello, Sinmon," he said.
"You look a little washed out yourself. " "Hello, Hal." Sinpbn smled, alittle
ruefully. "Mountain clinbing, even down - nountai n's, not sonething I'min
training for. "

Hal ' s gaze turned on Amanda. "You're |eaving?" "If | can trust you to take
care of yourself in that circle fromnow on," said Amanda. "Sinmon can go back
to the near vicinity of Od Earth, and fire off a mllisecond message to the
Fi nal Encyclopedia telling them how we're settled, then inmediately junp clear
of the Sol ar System and cone back to stand sentinel over us fromorbit. |'ve
got a full district |I ought to be covering locally, since no one's seen ne
since | left to go back and get you. It'll take a nmonth to cover it all, but
I'"l'l never be nore than a couple of days' march fromhere. So if you need ne,
signal Sinobn with our cloth display system and he'll either' go get me, or
pass the word to nme to make it back here. \What about it? Do you think you

m ght need to stay as long as a nonth?" "I could, very possibly," said Hal. He
| ooked at Sinon. "Where's the ship?" "In a crack up back in the nountains, out
of sight fromhere or anyone bel ow," Sinon answered, his heavy-boned G aene
face under its dark brown, thick hair lit up with a wy smle. "Amanda put out
the signal late yesterday and | |anded last night; but | had to wait for near
day to clinb down to you if I didn't want to break nmy neck in the dark." "How

much of a clinb is it back up to it?" "A couple of hours, at nost," Sinon
arswered. "Slower up than down."
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Hal nodded. He reached out for Amanda's hand again, and felt her fingers close
with his. "I hate to see you go," he said. "I know, " she answered softly. "But
"' mnot needed here, and | am out there."

He nodded. "I guess that's it then," he said. "If anything changes or devel ops
for me, here, I'lIl call you back.” "And I'Il not waste any time com ng-oh
before | forget it again," said Amanda, turning to Amd, "I I ve been

meaning to mention this. A few hours' walk fromthe bottom of our nountain,
here, there's a wild little girl in the woods who cane out to take a | ook at
us but was too quick for us to catch. Soneone ought to be | ooking

after the child. Do you suppose sone of the people fromhere could go down
there and catch her? It'll take a dozen at |east. She's fast, and woods-w se."
"Hm " said Amd. "Maybe |'d better let you answer that, Artur?"

The big man shifted uneasily in his chair as the rest all |ooked at him "You
see, Ananda," said Artur slowy, "we-l1 know all about that girl. Her nanme's
Cee. Actually, she's my niece." "Your niece?" Amanda was staring at him "Then
why haven't you done sonething about her before this?" "Artur has, and does-"
Ami d was beginning, but Artur lifted a hand. "I'd probably better explain it
all,"” he said. "My sister, her husband, and Cee-Cee was only seven years old,
then-lived fairly close to here. In fact, where you saw Cee probably woul dn't
be too far fromwhere their hone was."

H s face cl ouded and he cl enched one hand into a heavy fist with which he beat

softly on the armof the chair he sat in. "The trouble was, | was so bound up
in the Chantry Guild-we'd just begun to use the | edge here, but we hadn't yet
really noved up to it-that all those first seven years of her life, | hardly

saw ny sister's house, and Cee
for what's past,"” said Armid. "We' ve discussed that a nunber of tines.
know. But if I'd just dropped by half a dozen tines a year, iust enou2h so
that the Pirl woidd realize |I was one of the

"There's no point in blamng yourself
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famly . . . only | didn't; and you're right, it does no good to keep goi ng
over and over that fact now "

He hesitated. "The point is," he said to Amanda, "Cee never got to know ne.
|'ve never been anything nore than a stranger to her; and she doesn't trust
strangers. Wth good reason." " 'Good reason,' have anything to do with our
friends, the Qccupation troops?" asked Amanda.

Artur | ooked at her brilliantly. "I thought you m ght guess that," he said.
"Yes, just after we'd hidden ourselves up here on the | edge, the Cccupation
went around killing all the relatives of people known to belong to the Guild.

There was no warning for any of them One day up here, we heard expl osions
and, using a scope screen, we found troops in the woods less than half a

kil ometer from here. Sonme of us went down to the place where ny sister's hone
had been-this was before they destroyed all the country honmes and noved people
into town-but there was nothing left but a pile of rubble. W found enough of
nmy sister and her husband to know they had been killed by the expl osions that
destroyed their house. W searched for Cee, found nothing there or anywhere
near; and when she didn't show up, we checked and nmade sure there was no one
alive under the rubble. The soldiers were going back and forth bel ow us
frequently in those days. It wasn't practical to really dig into the rubble

wi t hout giving away the fact we'd been there. So we assunmed she was dead under
it sonewhere. So we gave up temporarily; and then. sone of us, slipping into
the towns nearby for things we needed occasionally, began to hear about a wld
little girl in the woods up this way. |

He stopped. Beads of sweat were standing out on his forehead. "It wasn't unti
nearly a year later that | began to believe that the stories were anything
nmore than that, and that the wild girl mght be Cee. | went down to find out;

and | soon found you could | ook forever and not |ocate her, because she'd be
seeing you | ong before you saw her and keeping out of your way. So | started
goi ng down there and just sitting. | sat; and after a number of trips, when I
was sitting, | began to catch glinpses of her, getting just close enough to
wat ch-and gone at once, if | turned nmy head to get a square | ook at her."
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He beat his fist softly on the chair arm again. He was | ooki ng past Amanda
now, at nothing unless it was his own nmenories of those times he had sat,
hoping that the little girl would nove into his field of vision. "I kept that
up. It was incredible she'd survived, all by herself that way; but as you
know, you can live off the country, here, the year around. And we've got no
real winter. The tenperature hardly varies. The only problemis rain, which
isn't a problemunless it comes in the winter nonths and then it conmes down
pretty steadily. But all she'd need would be sone place to get in out of it; a
cave, or even a hollowtree. Anyway, it was true. My little niece had becone
like a wild animal." "She was ol d enough when her parents died to know about

ot her people,"” said Armanda. "You'd think she'd have gone | ooking for, if not
you, for soneone she knew who'd been a friend of her parents." "They hadn't-ny
sister and her husband weren't hermts by any neans," said Artur. "But they
believed in being as self-sufficient as possible@living off the | and and
maki ng what little noney they needed out of their wood carvings-they were both
scul ptors. Also, like ne, nmy sister tended to tie into an i dea and see not hi ng
but that. They didn't have any close friends, they were off in the woods by

t hensel ves-and | really think that their deaths, the way it happened, did

something to Cee. She's not really sane, | suppose. Stil

He fell silent. "Go on," said Amd gently, "tell themthe rest of it." There
were beads of sweat still on Artur's forehead. Aside fromthat, his face
showed no particul ar expression. But now his hands clenched on the ends of the
chairarns beneath them " | sat for weeks, " he said, "and gradually she began

to come closer to me, a little at a tine. She'd stay at a certain distance for
days; and then, one day, she'd be just a bit nearer. 1'd |l earned by that tinme



not to watch her, except out of the corners of ny eyes; and | never showed in
any way that | knew she was gradually closing the di stance between us."

He | aughed, a little shortly, but his forehead was still danp and his hands
still gripped the ends of the chairarms. "I got to be very good at pretending
not to notice-so good | could al nbst convince nmyself | wasn't the |east bit
interested in her-and all the while, day and night, | was carrying around a
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| oad of guilt because | hadn't searched harder for her after the expl osion

that killed ny sister and her husband. | got very good at listening. | could
hear her, quiet as she was, when she started to get very close behind nme. And
still | never noved, | didn't give her any cause to suspect that | was just

waiting for her to get within arm s reach.™

He stopped and wi ped his brow with the back of one hand. "She finally cane
right up to me," he said. H s voice had acquired a strange deadness, as if
what he was starting to tell them now was beyond enotion. "She cane up right
behind nme, and | felt a touch-oh, what a light little touch it was-against the
back of ny robe. Just a nonent's touch, and no nore. But still | didn't nove

I was still waiting; and, after a long while | began to see sonething out of
the corner of ny left eye. She was inching around to | ook at ny face up close.
And | let her come . .

He stopped. This tine Amd said nothing. They nerely all waited. After a long
nmonent, he went on. "She cane around. She was noving by tw tching her heels a
tiny distance sideways, then twitching the front ends of her feet next, in the
same direction. | didn't nove. | hardly breathed. When she came around by ny
left knee, so that she was in plain view, just inches away, | still kept
staring straight ahead, as if she was uninportant, as if she wasn't there. And
so she cane all the way round in front of me, so that | had to ook into her
face or nmove ny eyes. And we | ooked at each ot her

He broke off. "Go on, man. Tel | them" said Am d, as the silence went on and
on. "Wonderingly-" The word canme out |ike a gasp. "She | ooked at nme so
wonderingly, as if she was searching rny face for sonmething to find that she'd

know. | never should have tried what | did. | should have known better. From
t he beginning |I should have realized it'd take soneone nore patient. A d Mn
could have done it. He'd have waited. He knows how to wait. |'ve seen hi m put

the tip of one of his fingers slowy under a noth perched on a twig and pick
it up on that finger, off the twig, so softly and easily that the noth doesn't
fly away. But she belonged to ne . . . she was nmy niece, all that was |left of
nmy sister's famly."
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He stopped talking for a nonent. Then brought his gaze back to focus on
Amanda, and went on. "And so," he said, "when she finally stood there in front
of' nme, right in reach, searching ny face with those eyes of' hers-hazel eyes
they are and |l arge-without really thinking, supposing that sonmehow she'd conic
to understand | ater and everything would be all right once |I'd brought her up

here-1 reached for her. | grabbed at her."
He hesitated, but just |long enough to draw a deep breath, this time. "She was
fast," he said. "I can't believe how fast she was. | could have sworn no

hurnan bein(l could come that close within nmy reach and not be caught. But ny
hand barely touched her. And she was "one.

He stopped. fie breathed, another si-h that this tine was so deep it seerned
to erripty him and his |large body slunped in its chair. "And since then, she
won't conic near you," said Armanda

He nodded. "I sit-1've sat for two years since then," Artur said. "And she
cones. Sonetimes | just catch a glinpse ot'her, but whether | see her or not,
I know it' she's there. But she*s never conic within ten neters of ne, since.
And sooner or later, sonmething'll g wong. Something will bring soldiers by;
and 'o one of thern-she always conmes to | ook at anyone who goes by-sone
soldier*ll shoot her. O she'll get sick and hide herself in sone hol e where
no one can find her, and die. She's all alone down there-"

He broke ofl'on a single, hoarse, dry sob that shook his heavy chest. "I can't
do anything," he said. "She won't cone near ne." "Of course not," said Amanda
gently. "What do you expect'? Wien you reached for her that way, you just
confirmed whatever it is that nmakes her what she is. She'll never cone close
to anyone as long as you're around.” "VWhat can | do?" Artur |ooked at her. "I



can't just forg ,et about her and | eave her al one down there!" "Send a woman, "
said Amanda. -Didn't you ever think of' that? I'd guess even your A d Man

woul dn't have a chance at her now. Also now that | know what her story is,
it's plain nmy idea of a group taking her would be the last thing to try. It'd
pr obabl y
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destroy whatever chance there is of her becomi n@ hal f\x,a@nornmal again, if

she was taken by force. But a woman, startin.., fromscratch, could get close
enough to make friends with he,. Note, | said make friends with, not grab. The
day she'll come honme to you safely will be the day she comes up to this |edge
of her own free will, holdin- the hand of sonmeone she trusts.

L Amanda stopped. Artur stared alnost blindly at her. "lI'd do it nyself," said
Amanda, "but |'ve got other responsibilities@and she's still only one life,
while there're hundreds of lives within two days' wal k of here who can use nl\
help. It'lIl take time to do, probably. time | can't spare for that alone, in

any case. But there nust be a woman nenber of the Guild who could help you."
She reached out to put a hand on his arm "The hard part for you," she added,

"is going to be stavill(l away while the woman nakes friends with her." "Yes .
." Artur's face twisted, then straightened out. woman' |'d never thought of
that.- "You should have." said Amanda. "The soldiers were probably all nen,

judgi ng by what 1've seen of the COccupation forces. And she wits well enough
up in years to know the difference and what she is, herself. You can try it."
"I will. Thank you, I will." H's face twisted again forjust a second. -But
it'll be hard not going down to see her, day after day, just as you say.

He stood up. "Never mind. ThaCs what |I'll do. If you'll excuse nme. Anmd.
think 1'd like to G and | ook for soneone to help me with Cee right now "
just a second, " said Amanda. " Before you go, can you te) |

T ne what the idea was of that vine around her waist, and what it is she
carries in the pod in the nmiddle of it?" "Rocks," said Artur. "My sister

Ml a, and Petay, her husband, used to hunt rabbits as part of their food.

Petay Could throw a rock accurately enough to kill a rabbit front some little
distance. He'd wait until one sat up with its head above the ferns to | ook
around and then airn at its neck. It' he was a little high he'd still get the
head. it' he was a little low he'd still strike a shoulder area and sl ow the

creature down so that he could run it down and catch it.-
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"They weren't pure vegetarians, then, your sister and brother-in-law '°
Amanda asked. "No," said Artur, "luckily for Cee. She's got no access to diet

suppl enents. Mla preferred to use a sling-you know |ike the sort of sling
they used on Od Earth in ver@ancient tines. \Wether Cee | earned fromthe two
of them or practice made her good at hunting since she's been on her own,
don't know@ but she kills rabbits regularly for her own eating, both ways. She
can throw very hard and accurately with a sort ot'sidearni sw ng: or she can
use the vine and pod, or sonething else as a sling, to kill froma greater

di stance. Wen you tried to catch her, did she nake any notion to use the
vine, or take one ofthe rock's out of' it?" "No,- said Hal

Artur nodded. "She wasn't too frightened ofyou, then. She nust have been sure
she coul d get away. But she does know what she can do with those rocks-as |
say, whether she had |l essons fromMIla or Petay or not-and |'ve al ways been
afraid that if' soldiers came up here and chased her she might try to use the
rocks on them Then they undoubtedly would shoot her!"

He turned abruptly to Am d. "Forgive me. Amid," he said, unusually brusquely
for an

Exotic, "but the sooner | find someone as Ananda suggests . . . " "Go ahead

-0 ahead!" said Amid. Wen the door had closed behind Artur's back, fie turned
to Amanda. "I don't think you'll ever know how nuch of a help that suggestion
of yours was to Artur, just now. Well, never inind that, now. HOW soon had you
pl anned to | eave"" 'Right awav," she answered. "Both Simon and I'Il be going
our separate ways.

She | ooked at Hal and smiled a little, regretfully. "Let's step outside and

have a word by ourselves, betore you go, " Hal said to her. "Amd,
Si mon-you' Il foroive us'? W won't be nore than a few minutes.'* "By al
means, " said Sinon, "we've g )t all the tine there is. Take what you want."



Amid sinply waved themout. Once in the open air and the sunshine beyond
doors, Hal
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began to pace toward the | edge. Amanda wal ked along " it[i him Their hands
joined automatically. They wal ked wi t hout speaking until they cane near the
edge and turned. so that the\ walked along it, with enpty air on their |eft
and the further, vertical clifr-face of rock behind the | edge some distance to
their right. "There's everything to say, and no good way to say just part of
it," murnured Hal finally.

-1 know. It doesn't matter." said Amanda. "You'll find what you want; and then
['"l'l be back.” "And Sinon'll| take us back to the Encyclopedia, then we'l! be
apart again. O will you even be coming back with ne'.' There's no real need,
if you're tied to your work here." "if | can be of use, I'll -0 anywhere with
you, ny Hal,'' she said. "You knowthat. If I'mnot really needed by you,

t hough. | am needed in other places." "Yes." Hal had it sudden nental picture

of how they InList look to the Guild nmenbers outside the buildings who
happened to |l ook this way. The tall man and the tall woman, holdiril, hands,
their heads close together in conversation as they wal kcj al ong the edge of

t he enptiness beyond the cliff edge. "Somewhere, sornewhen, there's oot to be
time for just being together. Time to shut ourselves away from anything el se,
wi thout ha\,in,, to keep an eye on the need to go back to duties.”

He searched her face with his eyes. "Life ought to owe us that much for

oursel ves. shouldn*t it' "Are vou askino A mand a- who- |oves- vou, or

Amanda- \ vho-

91

"Both," said Hal. "Arrianda-who-I|oves-you prom se,,, sone day vx'll ha\c the
rest of' our live,, to(,cthcer

- And Arnanda-who-sees' Her face -,re\,k verv still. "That's one thinL

Arnanda-\vho-sccs isn't able to see.” She ,,topped and turned to face him
"Ch, hut | trust Amanda-\,\h(,1 O eS-VO.I. Don't VOL) trust her, too' ? She

trusts you." 'Always." He smiled down at her. "I always trust her. fir,,t and
foremost. , ,

Thev went back to wal ki ng again. "Do you have any idea at all of howlorilg
you'll he here'!" asked Amanda after a nonent.

He shook his head. "I'mat the point now where |I'm beginning to pull strings
together in ny own mind." "Which strings'?" "I think, mainly, the strings to
Western and Eastern thinking. in spite of the three hundred years the race has
been on worl ds beyond O d Earth, those two schools of human thought still need

to be reconciled in lots of ways. Then, there're the strinps to the past, to
the present, and the future, to be brought togcth@: and the strings to the
real universe and the Creative Universe. Many, many strings. Too many.
actually, to hope I could pull themall together, here and now. All | can hope
istotic enough of themin with each other so | can nove up the Iine and
begin tying in the rest."” "But you do feel | was on the right track, bringing
you here'?" said Amanda. "Yes," he answered. "There's sonething necessary to
be learned in this place, at this time. Sonmething | need, in this whole idea
of a second Chantry Cuild and particularly in Jathed's I-aw. 1've (,of to
understand that Law, understand it absolutely. But you know, there're probably
other things | don't recognize yet as inportant to everything | work for, that
are here, too, and need takino into account. hcre was a researcher once, |ong
ago. who said that whenever a source or a reference was really needed, it*(l
mani fest itself out of the continuum And centuries auO back in the old days
of magazines, editors used to talk about the fact that all of | sudden a
nunber of witers would sirnultancousl @subnit stories about the same

i dea-wr;ters who in many cases didn't even know each other. Then, of' course,
there're the historical facts about inportant inventions, or technol ogica
advances, appearing at the hands O two or nore entire]\,, separate inventors
or workers, at alnost the sane tinic-and aFCuirients about Wio Caine LIP with
Ahat first. "I don't see howsimJtaneltv like that tics, into vour problem™



said Amanda. "Ch, sorrv," said Hal. -You're the only person who hits to suffer
this fi@rn nme-1 oet to thinking out |oud around vou. What |I'mdriving at is
that | have to go on the prenise that wherever | amthere may be historically

i mportant forces at work in making me see what | see. Forces | should
recogni ze-m
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things like Od Man, Artur, or even the little girl, Cee."

Amanda 1rowned. "I don't see any connection, nyself, between any of' thoso,
peopl e and what you're after,"” she said. "But now we're in your work area. not
m ne. Anywav . "

She stopped, turned to himanol reached up to put her arnis around his neck

and kiss him "l've got to get noving," she said. "It's a good two days' walk
to the little town | want to go to first; and part of today has al ready been
used up." "Does it make all that much difference' said Hal wistfully.

"You, of all people, to say that!" replied Amanda, starting to | ead them back
to where Amid and Sinon waited for them "How would you like it it'you got to
a town Just one hour too late to save sorneone's life''"" "Yes," said Hal. "Of
course. You're right. But that can*t he sonething that happens often-never
mnd. You' re quite right. It' it only happens once, that*s reason enough for
not wastinp tine. "
He smiled at her. "But there's a human firnit to the anount ot'hel p anyone can
give," he said.
-You say that"" She linked arms with himand they went back in a shared
silence that, though warm was both deep and thoughtf'4 and still init.
returned to the small building that was the Guildmaster's main office.
CHAPTER
20
Over the weeks that he had now been at the Chantry Quild, Hal's sitting by the
pond to watch the sun rise when he was not walkino in the circle at that tine
had becone a ritual. Seated, he unchained his rnind to its own ways of
abstracting his thoughts; ways that produced inner thoughts and visions al so.
Al t hough those evoked as he sat by the pond tended to be of a different
character than those he produced lor hinself' in the circle.
One norning he had Just seated hinisell' while the world beyond the | edge was
still lost in the grayout of predawn. when a figure materialized fromthe
di mess at his back and al so settled by the pond. not far frorn himand al so
faci ng the nountains over which the sun would rise.
It was O d Man. He and Hal | ooked at each other conpanionably. Hal. however,
found himsel f vaguely disturbed. Not by the other's presence, but by sonething
about it that felt not quite right. He puzzled over this teeling for severa
nonment s and then understandi no cane to him
ad Man was sitting on his heels, quite conAortably but undeni ably squatting,
rather than seating hinmself cross-leo as Hal had: and if there was anyone on
t he | edge whom al woul d have expected to sit naturally in a
cross-legged positio it would be the white-bearded ol der man now besi de

im Moreover, AOd Man had obviously Joined Hal and the natura
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t hi ng woul d have been for hirn to sig ,nal the fact by taking the sane

post ure.

But years had gone by since Hal's early training by the Exotics anpbng the
three tutors he had had as a boy@and the occasions on which a | otus position
m ght have seemed appropriate for himto assune had becone fewer and fewer. He
had becone careless. H's legs were alnost in the half-lotus position, but his
toes were not tucked in behind the calves of the opposim, |egs the way they
shoul d have been. Wth an ol d-fashi oned sort of politeness, dd Man had
evidently taken the position he had to avoid seeming to go Hal one better by
sitting down in a proper half-Ilotus hinself.

Hal was out of practice, but not so much that the half-lotus was inpossible to
him He tucked his toes in. Ad Man dropped inmediately into the sane position
with one fluid notion. Hal bowed gravely fromthe waist to him dd Man bowed
as gravely back. They both turned their attention to the nountains over which
woul d cone the sunrise

Hal ' s gaze went away beyond the cliff edge. For him the Chantry Quild and the
pl ace it occupi ed had now effectively ceased to exist. He knew t he nanes of
the area that surrounded hirn as anyone woul d know his own, famliar

nei ghbor hood.

He sat on the eastern face of' the range of the Zi pac@ nmountains. Behind him
t he t hickness ofthat range ran eastward until it was out of sight. But Hal now
knew it descended at last to high, nearly perpendicular cliff,, overhanging
the coastal forest. which was too steany and hot to be nore than sparsely

i nhabited. That forest was called the Tlalocan-the "land ofsea and mist'' in

t he anci ent Mayan | anguage of O d Earth. It reached to the shores of' the
Zephry Ocean, which stretched some thousands of miles onward to the next |arge
continental nmass of Kultis. At his feet |ay the Mayahuel Valley, up which
Amanda had led himto this place; and beyond where he sat now, the Zipacas
continued, angling in so that they, and the G andfathers of Dawn, opposite,
becarme one range to the north. after the upland forest bel ow had given way to
high altitude desert. It was the G andfathers over which the star Procyon
Wuld rise to bring daylight to the Chantry Quild and the people in the valley
bel ow.

Wat ching the far dark bul k of the distant mountains, as their details began
gradually to emerge fromthe nmi st under the
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steadily brightening overhead, he let his mnd flowin whatever direction
mght attract it, as water seeks its own way down a slope. This was not his
way in the circle. where he deliberately turned his mnd over to understandi ng
the Law he repeated as he wal ked. Here and now, he only set it free like a
hawk to soar with the waking day.

It had come to him sone nornin-s since, seated in this place, that for the
first time since he had been a young boy and dedi cated hinself to ending that
whi ch had killed his uncle Janmes, he had a chance to step back and add up the
gai ns and | osses of his own lives.

They were part-lives, really; for Donal G aerne had ceased to be before mddle
age, so that he could becone Paul Formain. And Fornmain had existed only a few
years as a shell for himwho had once been Donal, before he had been
abandoned, along with the rest of the already-dead twenty-first century. From
t here, what was essentially both Donal and now Hal had returned to the courier
ship of the twenty-second century: and to the tinmeless wait of eighty years

t hat had passed before he becane the two-year-old child who had grown into
what he was now.

But all those lives had been aimed and controlled by a single nmind and a

si ngl e purpose; and they had achi eved sonme things and failed to achi eve sone
others-so far, at least. It was ironic

11 that at the Final Encyclopedia for three years, where he had had nothing to



do but concentrate on his goal, that he had never found tine to do this sort
of self-survey. And now, inmersed in walking in the circle, watching the
sunrise. serving food, fixing, cleanino-he had been set free to do just that.
He had Lrown smaller in the eyes of his race and | arger in di mensi ons7where
the vision of other people did not penetrate. It was as it' to grow as a human
bei ng he had needed to give up nore and nore of what other hunmans had desired
and admired. On all the worlds only a handful now knew him in any real sense
of that word; and nearly all on the Younger Wirlds had known Donal, in Donal's
| ater years.

He had started out to kill a dragon, and had ended up striving to clinb a
mount ai n others could not even see, to a doorway they had yet to imgine. And
yet, to himhis goal had become nore concrete and infinitely nore worthy and
solid as it becanme progressively nore invisible and inconceivable to others.
Yet it

1-1
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was the same goal -only now, sitting here, he seemed for the nonent to see it
clearly@while in the beginning, like all the rest, he had seen only that
false fao;ade within the real universe that was a tiny part of it.

Now, all the universe had becone his classroom and everyone and everything in
it, subjects of his study.

The first isolated sparks of sunlight were beginning to find crevices in the
top line of the mountains. He reached out to the limts of his imagination
now, then stretched on beyond the veil at the end of known linmts, reaching
through it netaphorically with both hands, into the Creative Universe he could
not yet wholly enter@and with his hands hidden from himhe nol ded t he pl ace
he now sat into the place of its own future

About him in his mnd, the | edge changed. The few heavy bl ocks of stone that
had so far been hewn fromthe mountains and polished, multiplied and fitted

t hensel ves together to make the finished structure for which they were
destined. The House of the Chantry Quild, constructed of the warm
green-threaded nmarble of the mountain that contained it, was lifted up, roofed
itself, and sent walls and pat hways forward to encl ose that space of the |edge
not covered. The little streamran now between narrow borders of native
grasses and flowers to the pool, which had becone encl osed by a rimof stone
terrace. On that rimhe sat, nowin the far future. Behind him he heard the
timel ess chanting of those in the circle. He sat, young and waiting for a
sunrise, centuries ahead in tine.

The surface of the pool now showed white fl owers upheld on the surface of the
waters by flat green |leaves. Variformlilies. stirred only occasionally when
their stens, reaching down underwater, were brushed by the passing of' one of
the fish anmong those living in the pool; raised there, then as DON to be part
of the food for the Guild nenbers. Then, as now, the sun had just joined
together its sparks of light into one line of illum nation marking the chain
of the nountai nt ops.

He sat, in lotus position, waiting for the sunrise as he did every norning.
Behi nd himthe wal ker adults chanted and turned@and the brightening day drew
his attention to the clouds of the sky reflected in the pool beside hirn, and
to a Hower on its surface, alnmost within arm s | ength.

There was a particul ar spark of light fromone white petal
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Procyon had clinbed high enough to strike a dianond glitter off a dewdrop on
the bl ossom of a flower. There was sonethint, powerfully nenorable about that,
but he could not divine what it was. He | ooked away once nore, back out to the
crest of' mountains itself, and watched the actual breaking through of the
sun, its upper edge reaching at |last over the barrier of the nountains to | ook
directly onto the | edge, at the Chantry Guild and at him Then with one
crescendoi ng upsurge of light it burst fully and directly into his eyes and
made himblind to all about h i m

He blinked and | ooked away. Hi s eyes nmet the eyes of Ad Man. They exchanged a
smle, and got to their |'cet, parting as they went their separate ways into
the daytine activities of the |edge.

Hal turned his mnd fromthe sunrise just past, and back to the present
practical requirenments of life. Fie had now been here seven weeks, nearly
doubl e the time Amanda had asked if he intended to stay. In itselfthis should
be no great time. but in his mnd he could see the iniage offam fighting ofF
deat h, hour by hour, waiting, and he fell the urgency like a hand pressing

al ways on hi s back.

He was to begin a walk in the circle again early this afternoon, but first,
this inorninu, he was scheduled to go with a foraging party to collect edible
wild fruits and vegetables growing in the forest below The foragi no group was
to consist of' six people and neet at Anmid's reception building. He turned in
that direction, accordingly, and the sight of it, together with the thought of



the I and bel ow, brought back to his thoughts the natter of Cee. Ever since
Amanda had first suggested it, Artur had let one of the fernale Chantry Guild
menbers, a roundfaced, brown-haired, cheerful young woman named Onete, go down
to sit in the forest. But not seen{(,, his niecc-at |least not being able to
feel her presence there, and have direct personal evidence ofthe fact she was
alive and wel | -had been painful to Artur.

The pain had been evident; but he had borne it with a

qui et ness and patience that nade no | essening of his usual activities in the
@Quild. It wits behavior which had rem nded Hal ol ' something he had al npst
forgotten. The Exotics, for all their ori6nal aoparent softness and tendency
to surround thensel ves
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wi th what many thought of as luxuries, had proved to have the inner strength
Hal had seen in them that was even now maki nL
at it hard for the Occupation to kill themoff. It was a strength th ' had its
roots in the constancy of their individual philosophies, regardl ess of how
each one mght and did interpret it, that was as characteristic of them as
unflinching faith was of the best of those on the Friendly worlds, and courage
was of the Dorsai
He renenbered with a sudden pang of sadness and | oss, even after all these
years, Walter the InTeacher, who had been the Exotic anbng his tutors. as
Mal achi Nasuno had been the Dorsai and Cbadi ah Testator the Friendly-unti
Bl eys' thugs had gunned the three of thein down, that one warm |ate summer
afternoon in the nmountains of Earth, years ago. Walter, who had ordinarily
seened the nost persuadable of the three old men who had brought Hal up, had
been in fact the nost unyielding, once his mnd was made up. So it was with
the best of his fellow Exotics under the heel of the Occupation
Remenbering this, Hal found he had reached Ami d' s reception building and that
he was in advance of his fellow foragers. There was no one else waiting
out si de. The thought of Cee returned to his m nd@and, since he was here, he
knocked at the door of the building, "Cone in-corne in, anyone"' called Amd
fromw thin. Hal pushed open the door and went in, closin(l it softly behind
hi m
Amid was seated on one side of' the fireplace, in which ;I small fire,
probably built against the chill ofthe early hours, was now burning doAn
unheeded to it few glowim coais. H's chair had been pulled around to face two
other chairs. in which Sat Art U and Onete.
-Ah, it*Syou.'' Said Anmid. "I'd al nost have bet it'd he vou. Hal. Come

-1 join Lis. Sit down. | Wvas G nOto C@ll WI in
on this. anyway.
Am | that prediadble' . asked Hal . enterino and takim, | chair which he
al so Pul |l ed around. so that thev sat in a rouoh circle, he and the three
others. "You sit out there to watch the sun come up every norning, said Amd.
"As soon as the sun's up. you oo to whatever dutv you've got. That duty's
foragi ng bel ow, today. So you were bound to come here. weren't you' ?"
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"But not necessarily to knock at your door," said Hal. "You're ahead of
tirne-watching the sun cone up makes you that way." said Amid. "What are you
going to do, stand around alone out there'? O am | so unapproachable'? You
know I like talkino to you."
Hal smiled. "When you' ve (,of tine to spare,” he answered. "But of course, I'd
forgotten. You sit here all day doi ng nothing, just hoping for soneone to stop

and talk to you," he said. "As a matter of fact, | was going to ask about how
things are progressin- with Cn and you' ve got the sources of information right
with you. "It's Cee we're concerned about," said Artur. "Wat's aone wong'.)"

"Nothing, as far as ny trying to win her trust is concerned,” said Onete. "But
while | was down there, yesterday, Elianone of the people from Porphyry-cane

| ooking for me. 1've got in the habit ofsitting in the same place down there
every day; and the local people have cone to know |I'mthere. He wanted to pass
on the word that there was sone interest, none of the townspeople knew why.
about the @uild aniong the soldiers in the garrison. " "You see," said Artur
to Hal, "we thought they'd given up |ooking for us lon- ago. No one knows the
| ocation ofthis | edge but the Guild menbers, Amanda and yourself'. Even the

| ocal peopl e bel ow onl @Know that we |ive out there, somewhere; and even
thev've -ot no idea how man@of us there are or anything, else pertinent about
LIS. The _,arrison soldiery hunted for the better part ofa year for us, after
thc@first noved in here. But we

stayed Lip G| the | edge. except in eniergcncics, and they finally gave up

| ooki ng-for good, Ac thought. Qur -Liess was they'd assuned we'd left the



district, if not this part of Kultis. conpletely, and scattered."” "But noA ,
according to Elian," said Onetc. "'the soldiers arc tal kin(-, about sone
sort of new hunt of the arc:i here for LIS "

-T@ trouble is," Said Anid. -if the soldiers begin nmaking an org ani zed sweep
t hrough here, they're alnost certain to catch si(yht of Cce, because she'l

cone to |l ook at them It'she wanted to, She could probably dance all around
and through them and none of them would @ow she was there. But she -won't
realize
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t he danger of being seen. She won't realize that with enough people, acting in
concert, there's a dan-er that she can be surrounded and caught." "And there's
no way for us to nmake her understand this," said Artur.

-Any thoughts on the matter, Hal')- Am d asked. Hal shook his head. "Short of'
our capturing the girl first, ourselves-," he began

-No," said Artur and Onete simultaneouslv. "She'd never recover fromthat,"
Artur added. "Amanda was right." "Then | haven't anything to suggest," Ha
said, "at the nonment, at |east."

-W may just have to wait and hope,"” said Amid. - [iowever, a little know edge
of what the present situation is wouldn't do any harm You're the tactica
expert here, Hal. 1'd like you to go down with the forapers just as you were

supposed to do. But don't stay with them Wen they get down, break off by
yoursel f and take a | ook around the area as far as you think you can in the
time you' ve got to give it. You m ght consider delaying your normal turn at
the circle so that you could put in the whole day down there?-

-OF course,"” said Hal. .. Thank you," said Am d. "Thank you," said Artur

al nost sinultancousiv. ..There*s nothing needing thanks in that," said @l.
"As far as that goes, I'mwalking the circle in the back of' my mind all the
time |'mawake anyway-and for all | know nost of the tine when |I'm sl eeping.”

"Are you?- said Ami d. "That explains why we now have two of you, O d Man and
yoursel f, who walk the circle w thout saying the Law aloud as they go. It's
interesting. That's exactly what O d Man told nme, when | asked hi mwhy he
didn't repeat the Law aloud as he wal ked. 1'd been obliged to ask hi m because
others in the Guild had asked nme if it was correct for himto do that. Od Man
said the sane thing-he didn't need to say the Law aloud. It repeated itself’
in his head all the time, no matter what he was doi ng. Jathed woul d never have
stood for either one of you walking in his circle and not repeating the proper

words. "But you will," said Hal
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Amid smled. "I will, because | think ruy brother Kanin would have. Kanin had
a tremendous admiration for Jathed-as | may have said, Kanin was his chief

di sciple. But Kanin, like any true Exotic, had a mind of his own."

Hal ' s car had been picking up the slight sounds of voices beyond the closed
outer door of the building. "I'd better be going," he said. "it sounds like
the others are ready, outside. " "I'Il go too." said Onete, also rising
"since we'll be traveling the same way for the first part of' it. Unless

there's some reason for me to stay awhile yet, Am d?" "No. Go ahead."
"Thanks. "

Hal and Onete went out, joined the rest of the foragers and they all started
down the nountai nside. "Were's your gathering bag, Friend?- one of the nmen in
the m xed group asked Hal. It occurred to Hal that he had beconme so used to
answering to the nanme "Friend" that he had al nost not recognized his own when
Amid had used it during the conversation just a few nornents past. He had been
pl anning to pick up a bag after speaking to Am d-but there was no point in
doi ng that now.

"I"ve been given a separate job," he said. "Ch.

They were too polite, both its Exotics still and as Quild menbers, to question
hi m about what the task m ght be.

When thel, reached the forest below they split up, the foragers spreadi ng out
to the north and Hal and Onete goi ng together southward. down toward Porphyry.
"I never did (let to ask how you're (letting on with Cee. " Hal said once the
two of them were alone. "I'minakina progress.” Onete sniled. "Wat a

magni ficent little thino she is! | used to wonder how she coul d survive down
there all by herself. But she really owns that forest. She knows everv foot of
it. I'll bet she could run throu-h it blind if she had to. @lt what you want
to know is have | oot her to cone reallv close to nme'?" "That's about it."
said Hal. "I have," said Oncte. "Ch, | don't inean close enough to touch


mailto:@al.

t houoh if she'd stand still for it. she cones near enough
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to nme, nowadays, so that | could probably stand up, reach out and touch her
But that's not what I'mafter. It's curiosity that brings her close, You know
She wants to touch ny clothes, and nme, as nuch as 1'd like to touch her-, but
she doesn't dare. She doesn't trust ne enough yet. Artur grabbed at her

eventual ly--well, you know that @and of course she's expecting me to do the
same thing. She's going to have to actually conme up and touch ne and wal k
away again w thout ny nmoving, a nunber of tines. before she'll begin to put ne

in a different category. Poor Arturl™

-Yes,- said Hal. "He couldn't help it, of course. He'd wanted to hold her so
long, that he just didn't have any patience left, when she cane in reach.

can tell how he nmust have felt, by the way | feel nyself@and she's not part
of nmy extended famly, the only part that's left. But I'Il wait. | think if |
wait |ong enough, Cee'll not only initiate the touchino, she'll start to |ead
me around and sho" ne

t hi ngs. Then, | can perhaps see if' she'll let rne |l ead her places: and so
finally I can bring her up to the | edge and safety." "But not before these
soldiers cone," said Hal. "You think they'll really nake a search through
here?" Onete | ooked up at his face as they wal ked. "Yes," said Hal

He did not say to Onete what he had also not said to Am(!. only because Artur
and Onete had been there, which was that hc was afraid it was because of him
that the search would cone.

CHAPTER

21

Yes, thought Hal, Bleys would i ndeed cone. The Qther had his own, persona
version of intuitional logic, as he had told Hal when the two had tal ked
together briefly in the cold and m sty tunnel through the phase-shield, soon
after the shield had gone up. Intuitional logic, or its counterpart, would not
tell Bleys where Hal was, but he would be able to read fromthe genera
situation that Hal was up to something and probably not on Earth. Undoubtedly,
on all the Younger Worlds, right now, the police. the mlitary and all other
param litary under the control of the Others, were looking into fornerly
closed files and commenci ng to exam ne groups and areas |eft unexam ned for
sone tine.

Particularly on these two Exotic worlds. A little serious thought, |et alone
an intuitional logic, would rule out one by one the other worlds beyond Ad
Earth. Hal would not return to either of the Friendly worlds, where he was too
wel I known. There would be no reason that was likely to take himto the mning
wor |l d of Coby or the older worlds of Mars and Venus, which had been settled
early and never fully devel oped. Newton, the scientists' world, alnost al one
anong the Younger Worlds, held no groups actively resisting the hers, from
whi ch Hal could get aid and protection. Al so, Newon and its counterpart,
Cassida, were sterile for the purposes of Hal's ains, at this time in history.
There were no strong historical forces ampong the
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popul ati ons of Ceta, Ste. Marie, New Earth and Freiland; and there was no
point in Hal's returning to the all but enpty world of Dorsai. By default,
therefore, there were left only Mara and Kultis, either one.

There woul d have been a command, originating with Bleys, hinself, and
filtering down through the hierarchy of political and mlitary authorities the
O hers controlled. It would have started the nilitary and paranilitary forces
on the two Exotic worlds searching for any group or people who could give
shelter or assistance to someone |ike Hal. The inportant thing to Bl eys woul d
be not so nuch to find Hal as to find what it was that could have brought him
out from behind the shelter of the phase-shield. Whatever Hal was after, by
definition it would be something which Bleys would prefer he did not have. So
t he order woul d have gone out.

And the mlitary in Porphyry, like such organizations everywhere, would have
begun by first searching what was easy to find and cl ose at hand, going
farther and farther afield as they found nothing, until their inquisitions
brought them finally, once nore to this part of the valley, and possibly to
the very foot of these cliffs.

Hal did not think they would find the hidden entrance to the | edge. They woul d
pass by, and retire at last, enmpty-handed, to their garrison again. But
meanwhi | e, anyone |ike Cee would definitely be in danger. \Wat he nust do now
was find sone evidence of how far out they had gotten in their searching and
their planning to search. . . .

As he had been thinking these thoughts, he had been carrying on a casua
conversation with Onete; and now they had come at |ast to the soft,

vi ne-covered humtmock of decayed wood which served as Onete's chair during the
time she sat and waited for Cee, who was possibly watching themat this very
nmonent. Hal closed his eyes briefly and tried to feel if there were eyes

wat chi ng Onete and hinself at the present nmonment. But he felt nothing and
opened his eyes again quickly enough so that Onete did not remark on his
havi ng cl osed them "Wll," said Onete. "You'll be on your way, | suppose.
"Il settle down here the way | always do. If you come back this way. you

m ght be qui et and cautious approaching this spot, just in case Cee is being
unusual |y daring or extending herself in sonme new way. W don't want to
frighten her off."

"I'I'l be careful," said Hal

So they parted and Hal took off through the forest, still in the direction of
Por phyry, but now al one. As soon as he was well out of sight of Onete, he took
of f his sandal s and hung them on a handy bush, |eaving hinmsel f barefoot.
Earlier, he had accommpdated his pace to that of the foragers and Onete while
he was with them but now he woul d need to cover ground if he hoped to see as
much of the local territory as he had planned, this day. He broke into an easy
| ope.

Li ke nost of the other @uild menbers, he had fallen into the habit of wal ki ng
the circle barefoot, and the soles of his feet were hardened to travel wthout
footwear. Just as the weeks of work and wal king up on the | edge had put him
back into shape, physically. The best of the gym equi pment for exercise seened
never to give the results that actual wal ki ng, running and hard hand-| abor

di d.

He smiled to hinself as he |oped along, feeling the enjoynent of stretching
his legs after . . . how long? He had done his running at the Encycl opedia on
a hidden treadmll, with the illusion of a countryside unreeling about him at
the pace he was traveling. It had been al nost, but not quite the sane thing.
For one instance, his feet had cone to know the artificial irregularities and
bunps of the illusory path beneath them Here, they were continuously new and
real .

Privately, he would have liked to go down to the valley below to do distance



running, but it was plain the GQuild menbers avoided | eaving traces of their
presence bel ow as nuch as possible; and al though he was sure Amid woul d have
gi ven himperm ssion to go, he did not want special consideration. The nenbers
of the Guild had gotten used to seeing himat his various exercises about the
| edge; and, being Exotics, would never have dreaned of anything but accepting
what ever was his personal choice of a way of life. He smiled again, thinking
of the Guild menbers. Wth them during these few weeks, he had cone closer to
under st andi ng Exotics than at any other tine in his lives. Like so nany

i ndividuals of the other Splinter Cultures, and like nearly all of the people
on Ad Earth, itself, he had taken the Exotics' nature and their phil osophi cal
search for an evolved human pretty much for granted.

He had not realized what that search had nmeant to themin terns of an active
pursuit, or how nuch it had altered themas a
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people. For the first tinme he saw their culture for what it was and realized
the real change it had made in them There was no doubt in himnow that it was
equi valent to the changes the Dorsai had made in becom ng what they were, and
the Friendlies in becom ng what they had becone.

That change was not just a matter of surface manners, politeness and

consi deration. These people actually saw life fromthe standpoint of their

phi | osophi cal search for an inproved human race; and strove to find the
materials for that inprovenent in thenselves. Thinking back now, he realized
his first actual acceptance of that fact had been in what he had seen in those
around himon the road to and in the town of Porphyry. They had been

subj ected, but not changed. Even oppressed, all but a very few of them had
remai ned the Exotics they had been before the soldiers fromoff-world had
cone.

It had been a great discovery. He felt now, for the first time, that there was
something to |l earn; sonething that-although it mght be that in following it
up he was going away fromhis problemmight in the Iong run end by bringing
himback to it by a better route. The Exotics wanted an evolution in
humanki nd, per se. Wat he, hinmself, wanted was specifically a noral, an
ethical, evolution in humanity. Surely the two desires were close, if not
united in purpose?

But it was his survey of the |land down here he shoul d be thinking of now He
began by swinging to his left in an arc that brought himback to a path. It
was not really a path, here, but a

trail which could be foll owed by woods-w se eyes, the trail that he had taken
wi th Amanda when she had first led himto the | edge. He followed this barely

perceptible trail backward toward Porphyry, accordingly, still at a |ope, and
it was not long before it grew into what was a visibly used path.
In this early stage it could even be a path worn by | arger aninmals, who, |ike

humans, took the easest route on their first tinme through unknown territory
and then tended to repeat their steps on subsequent trips. O course, there
were no such wild animals on this world. He had been thinking too nmuch as Hal
who had seen such game trails on O d Earth. Younger World troops woul d not

t hi nk of anything but human feet having made such a trail, when they cane
across it.

After a while the trail gave way, in small stages, to a regul arly nmnaintained
road, even though narrow and unsurfaced.

So far he had seen no evidence of recent passage this way by soldiers, or by
any group of people, organized or unorgani zed. There was no possi bl e way

sol diers, particularly the poorly trained troops of the Cccupation, could have
gone up the unsurfaced trail wthout |eaving sign of their passage in the way
of bootprints and damaged vegetation, on either side of it. No

| eaving sign of their passage, to Hal's eyes at any rate, in its soft surface.
The early part of it he traveled, accordingly, must also be territory to which
they had not penetrated for sone tine. It was not far down the road, however,
bef ore he rounded a curve, descended a small sl ope and came upon not nerely
sign, but a deliberate announcement of their recent visit this far from

Por phyry.

He had reached the home of the madman who spent his days stripping bl ossons
fromthe rapidly growing plants he cultivated in pots around the pool before
his house and in the space behind it.

But the man was not pl ucking bl ossons now and plainly had not been for a
coupl e of weeks, at |east. Local scavengers had been at his body. Wat was
left of it now swung in the light breeze, suspended by the noose from which he
had been hung.

Bel ow himwas a printed sign showing large block letters in red on white.

DO NOT TOUCH OR REMOVE, BY ORDER OF THE COMMANDANT OF THE GARRI SON.



Hal was suddenly rem nded of such executed corpses dangling from nmakeshift
roadsi de gallows in Hawkwood's tinme, with simlar notices. The idea then, of
course, had been that the body of the individual who had been hung shoul d
serve as a warning and a deterrent to other crinmnals. Here, where deterrence
was not the object, the sign was sinple savagery and sadi smon the part of the
Qccupati on troops.

Hal did not touch the body. There was no use; and to do so would nerely serve
as an announcenent to any soldiers returning this way that others besides the
madman existed in this area. He turned and headed back up the road at the sane
pace he had used since he had parted with Onete.

Only the norning had gone by. He decided to use the rest of the day in
general ly surveying the terrain, not only so he would know it in the future,
but so he could make sone inforned
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guesses as to how the troops woul d spread out and nove through it, when and if
t hey cane.

Accordingly, he now nade side excursions to right and left out fromthe trail
The soldiers, under the inpression that the Chantry Guild would be in the
forest rather than above it, would | ook for evidence of signs of traffic to
and fromthe location of its headquarters. Not even they woul d expect an

obvi ous connection of trails linking that headquarters with the visible
footpath he now foll owed. They would be likely to sinply follow the footpath
as far as it seemed to themto exist. Only after it had di sappeared woul d they
then probably forma skirm sh line and begin to sweep through the greenery
area beyond; which they woul d have divided on their map into bl ocks of
territory, running right to the foot of the cliffs.

It was well that Onete had chosen a place to sit for Cee that was sone

di stance beyond and off the line of the trail toward the cliffs. It was not so
good that she had chosen a spot relatively close to the entrance under the
huge boul der, | eading up to the | edge.

There were advantages in such a close position, of course, She, like the
foragers, could literally be watched fromthe | edge, using a viewscope
adjusted for distance viewing; in fact, lately, Artur spent what nonments he
had to spare during the day doing just that, to catch what glinpses he could
of Cee. Also all Guild nenbers, when they were below, were trained to gl ance
up at regular intervals to where they knew the | edge to be.

Al t hough the | edge was invisible fromthe | ower ground, to soneone who knew
where its outer edge should be, it was still easily locatable; and if whoever
was bel ow saw a bush growi ng on that edge where nornmally no bush grew, the
warning to get imredi ately back up to safety was clear

Even Hal hinself had been checking the position of the |edge, hourly, w thout
bei ng nmore than barely aware he was doi ng so. Rem nded of the warning bush
now, he | ooked for it, even though the nost recent hour was not up; but there
was no bush there.

No, Onete's location was admrably suited fromthe standpoint of' Onete's own
safety. But if the soldiers had anyone anong thern who coul d read even the
nost obvi ous of sign, the marks of Onete and Cee's visits to that |ocation
woul d tel
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whoever it was that people had been there, recently. The soldiers,

accordi ngly, would search nore carefully in the regi on about that spot,
including up to the cliffs, the boulder and the secret entrance.

Hal did not really think that even such a tracker, if they had -one, would
suspect that the apparently small shadowed hol | ow under the great boul der was
anyt hing nore than that. The slope of |oose rock just bel ow that entrance did
not hold the marks of the goings in and out of Guild nenbers, who were al ways
careful to nove sone di stance on the rock, along the base of the cliff, before
they left it individually at different points to enter the jungle.

The chances of the soldiers finding their way to the | edge, consequently, were
slim But unfortunately the evidence of Onete's nmeetings with Cee would stil
have directed attention to ,this area; and if there were some of the CGthers on
the Exotic worlds they m ght have the imagi nation the soldiers |acked-to
direct a search closely along the cliff-front, investigating every nook and
cranny until they crept in under the boul der and found the route to the | edge.
To Bl eys Ahrens, hinself, the evidence of Cee and Onete's neeting would sinply
suggest inmediately the likelihood of a secret dwelling place on the cliffs
above.

However, there was no quick way now to hide that evidence. There renai ned the
busi ness he was engaged in now, which was putting hinmself enpathically in the
boots of the soldiery; and fromtheir point of view working out how they woul d
go about covering the terrain he was now surveyi ng.



He had automatically -one back to his training as the young Donal, and that of
t he young Hal under the tutorship of the Dorsai, Ml achi Nasuno, on Ad Earth
For the noment everything el se had been put aside and he thought and reasoned
only according to that early training. As a result sonething connected with
that way of thinking came automatically to his mnd. It was a part of the

mul tivol ume work on tactics and strategy, which had been the |ifework of

C etus Grahane, Donal's great great-grandfather. ". . . the inportance of
knowi ng the terrain where encounters with enenyforces are likel -y is

i npossible to underrate,'' Cletus had witten in the volunme titled FI ELD USE
OF FORCES. "The commander. whether he exnecrv to have to onerale
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deftnsively or offensively over that terrain, gains a tremendous advantage by
knowt .ng t.t personally and intimately. It is not nerely enough to gl ance
at a visible area and relate it to a map displayed in a viewer. Large

el ements, such as rivers, gullies, i.npenetrable undergrowh and such, are

obvious features to be committed to nenory-but this is only the begi nning of
t he advantage to be derived fromthe Comrander's going out in person to cover
the area. "If this is done, then a great many smaller, but infinitel.v useful
bits of know edge nmay be acquired that may well nake the difference between
success andfailure in any action. The qualit). of mud on the riverbank, the
exact depth of a gull ‘v, the character O the inpenetrabl e undergrowh
-such as a tendency of part oJ' its vegetation to stick to the clothing of

eneny passing near it or a enpti .ng to penetrate it-all these are itens
oj'"information that ma_ ,be turned to account; not only in helping to build a
pi cture of how the enemy will be channel ed and directed, del ayed, or

aided in nmoving through the area, but in deciding howthe en-

em), forces may be led or forced into a situation where theY nust surrender
or ma 'v be easil-v taken prisoner, giving the bloodless victory that is
the hallmark oJ' the fully capabl e commander. "

Hal frowned for a second as he |oped along, his eyes noting and his nmenory
automatical ly catal ogi ng what he saw as he wove back and forth through the
jungl e across the route the soldiers would be I ed, by conditions of the
terrain, to cone.

Sonet hi ng was naggi ng at the back of his mind. There shoul d be sonething nore
to the passage fromthe text than that. Something that was of inportance, not
to the present nmonent, but to his larger, lifetime search; and yet, he had the
page of the ancient text fromthe G aeme library on Dorsai clearly in his mnd
I s eye and those paragraphs were the extent of what was pertinent there to
what he was doing at the nmonent. He made a nental note to search his nmenory
again on that subject when he had | eisure and turned his whole attention back
to the business of studying the ground he was covering.

He was alnmost to the cliffs by this tine. The next pass woul d take hi m past
the foot ofthem He broke off his traveling to and fro to make a turn back to
where he had left his sandals on the

bush. Since this took himclose to where Onete was sitting, he swng wide in
hi s approach, and covered the |l ast hundred neters or so silently and
cautiously so as not to disturb Cee if she were there.

He had seen no sign of Cee, however, by the tine he had retrieved the sandal s.
Instead of putting themon imrediately, he gave in to the tenptation to nove
wi th unusual care closer in to where Onete would be sitting; and after a few
nmonents he cane within sight of the spot and saw her

Cee was indeed with her, standing directly in front of Onete; and, it |ooked
to Hal, well within reach of Onete if the latter had wished to reach for the
girt. As Onete had said, however, she plainly had no intention of doing so
and Cee apparently now trusted her in this, because she stood rel axed before
the grown woman, alnost as if they were in casual conversation-as

per haps they were, in one fashion or another

It occurred to Hal suddenly that, if only there were the materials up on the
| edge to fashion a quick-acting tranquilizer of the kind used to immbilize
wild game, he could easily have delivered it at the point of a dart or arrow,
into the little girl, fromhis present position or one like it. Wth the
proper sort of tranquilizer, Cee would never know what had hit her until she
woke up in the wonmen's section of one of the dormitory buildings, with Onete
still with her.

She m ght react strongly to finding herself enclosed; but Onete's presence
woul d be reassuring@and if the worst cane to the worst, it mght be better
than | eaving her here for the soldiers to discover and catch



O course, in argunent agai nst doing such a thing there was the fact that even
a large contingent of soldiers mght not be able to catch her-which they woul d
probably try to do before they tried shooting her. If she could get away from
Hal and Amanda, these Cccupation troops were not going to find her easy to
deal with. Then, once they had shown any sign of doing such things, she would
make it a point to keep out of their sight.

Hal faded back fromthe clearing where Onete and Cee still confronted each

ot her. Wen he was a safe di stance away, he put on his sandals and nmade his

| ast sweep of the ground at the bottomof the cliffs. Then he returned through
the entrance under the boulder, up to the I edge. Amid was at work in his
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office, with a tray holding some crunbs of bread and the remants of sone sort
of vegetable stewin a bow perched precariously on the corner of a table
otherwise piled with papers. "lI'll take that back to the kitchen when | go
shal | P" asked Hai, nodding at the tray after knocking on the office door and
accepting Amid' s invitation to come in. "What'? Oh, that. Yes, thank you. Sit
down, " said Amid, looking up fromthe plans for an additional |og buil ding-one
whi ch woul d be in between the dormtories and his reception building in size.
"What did you see'? And what did you think? You' re back earlier than
expected.” ,,It didn't take as long as |I'd have thought, either,"” said Hal
sitting down.

He told Amid about the hanged nmadman and about his idea for possibly
tranquilizing Cee and bringing her up to the | edge that way.

Ami d | ooked unconfortable. "I'msure Artur and Onete won't like the idea," he
said. "Even if we could do it. Oh, | don't doubt you could creep up close
enough on her to get a dart or something into her; but even | don't like to

i magi ne how Cee'd feel, waking up | ocked in one

of our small bedroons, even if Onete was with her." "It's just a suggestion,"”
said Hal. "Then there's the problemof the tranquilizer itself. W' ve got a
nunber of drugs in the clinic here, of course, but . . . -

"I know," said Hal. "As | say, it was just a suggestion.” "Well, well, "Il
talk to our pharmacist and if anything like that's possible, maybe you' d be
willing to nake the suggestion yourself to Artur and Onete. They and we could
sit down and di scuss the chances of it working." "lI'd be glad to," said Hal
"Al'l right, then," said Arid, "as soon as we all have sone free tine at the
same nmoment. | can call in Artur at any time, but Onete's still down bel ow,
isn't she?" "Yes," said Hal. "And you're about to take your turn at the
circle?" "l could put that off." "No need to, particularly since we have to
wait for Onete to get back up here.”

Am d sighed, a sigh that was nore than a bit weary, pushed
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"Well," he said, "now, about the matter | wanted you to | ook into down there.

When do you think the soldiers mght come out here? And what mnight they do
when they actually conme9"
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"I can't begin to give you even guesses by way of answers," said Hal, "until |
get sone information. How nany soldiers arc

there in the garrison'? Have you any idea how many of those would be free
enough from other duties to make up a search party | arge enough to conb the
district out here'? Do they have a

tracker anong then?" "Tracker?" Am d frowned. "Soneone who can tell whether
peopl e have been noving through wild country |ike that bel ow us by readi ng
sign -recogni zing part of a footprint, or what a broken branch neans, and so
forth." "Ah! | see," said Amid. "I don't know if they have or not.- "There
must have been ot her searches, in this district and others. Did they ever use
anyone like that to try to |locate the people they were hunting?" "Not to ny
know edge," said Amid. "No, I'msure they didn't. In fact | doubt they've got
someone like that. It would be conmon knowl edge if they did." "If it isn't, it
only means they've got no one outstanding in that sort of ability," said Hal
"it doesn't necessarily rule out the fact that some of themmy be a little
nore know edgeabl e about the woods and quicker to notice a footprint or other
sign. that's open and obvious. For exanple, there'll be no hiding the

fact that Onete's been sitting in that little clearing for some weeks now, and
nmeeting Cee there.” "No. |'ve been worrying about that; but | don't know
anyt hi ng that could be done to erase the marks of their being there. Do you?"
"I haven't been able to think of anything so far," said Hal. "lI'mparticularly
concerned-not nmerely for Cee, but for the GQuild as a whole," said Anmd. "W've
been safe until now up here; but there's no getting around the fact that if
they find the entrance under the boulder and follow it up, they'd have us al

inatrap." "No weapons up here, | suppose?" Hal asked. "Here?" Am d | ooked at
himsternly, "Certainly not. W're Exotics! | suppose you could count Ad
Man's sword as a weapon, if he'd |l et someone else use it that way. He won't
hurt anything or anyone, hinself." "Too bad," said Hal. "The soldiers would be

very vul nerable, clinmbing up here after they got past the boul der. For al
practical purposes they'd have to conme single file. Wth even a few weapons,
you mi ght be able to anbush the whole party on the way up and take them
prisoner. O course you' d have the problern of what to do with them once

you'd captured them | take it for granted you woul dn't be able to bring
yourselves to nurder themin cold blood, even if sone of them have done j ust
that, effectively, to people | i ke that insane man down the road." "No, we

woul dn't hurt them of course,- said Anid. "And as | say, we've no weapons,
anyway. |s there any way we could take them prisoner, if we had to, without
weapons?" "l1'd strongly advise against trying it," said Hal. "The Guild
menbers probably out nunber any search party that'd be sent by at least two to
one. But barehanded agai nst soldiers |like that-"

He grinned. "Now, if you were all Dorsai," he said. "Or even true,
faith-holding Friendlies . " "Please," said Anid, "let's be serious."
"Serious is that you sinply can't afford the search party's discovering the
entrance under the boulder." "Yes." Amd frowned down at the drawing on his
desk for a Moment, then raised his eyes again to neet Hal's. "Only about five
of all the Guild nmenbers even know it," he said, "but besides the boul der
that's there beside the opening now, we |ong
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ago cut a second piece of rock of the right kind into the necessary
rectangul ar shape and buried it just beside the boulder. The spot where it's
buri ed has been grown over, since, just like the other spot near it that hol ds
a bl ock and tackle and | evers for noving the block. W can fit it into the
opening and it'll took, and feel, like part of the cliff behind the boul der

In fact, the block's got weight and mass enough so that even a coupl e of
searchers-and there isn't roomunder the boulder for nmore than two at a
time-couldn't push it backward and out of their way by hand, even if they
suspected it of blocking a way through. But there's no reason they should."
"Very good!" said Hal. "Wat it means, of course,” said Arid worriedly, "is
that once it's in place they can't get in, but we can't get out; except for

t hose who know enough about nountain clinbing to go down the open rock face.
W' ve got a few who could do it. Not that we'd want to get out while there're
sol diers down there." "You're vul nerable to being seen from above," said Hal
"I know the brush you've got growi ng on the roofs of the buildings and the
rest of the canoufl age hides the fixed el enents of what you've brought to this
| edge. But a satellite in orbit looking directly at this area on its scope, or
even a ship in orbit, could see people noving about if they nmade the
effort-the circle, for exanple, always has people in it; and even if it was
enpty you'd have to cover the worn area of ground with something. And with al
that, even if you knew they night | ook, and hid everything and kept everybody
inside, a close study by an expert of a picture taken of the | edge in daytine
woul d find evidence of human occupation here." "You're telling me we're going
to be found, eventually," said Amid unhappily. "Only if they |ook. As |ong as
none of them ever think of the possibility of your being up here, you can | ast
forever. That's why nmaking sure they don't find anything bel ow to nmake t hem
think of it is crucial." "Yes," said Am d. The deep winkles of his forehead
were even deeper than usual. "I know We'Il talk sone nore with Onete about
what that Elian from Porphyry told her. He nay have said sonething that woul d
give us nore information about the character of the search party, how large it
m ght be, when it m ght cone-and information about the garrison troops gener-
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Iv, their number and so on. Meanwhile I'll also try to | ocate anyone e se
anong t e nemers wo s ta e to soneone rom Porphyry lately; and if they've
got anything of value to tell you, | can bring themin to talk to you.
Meanwhi l e, you were going to walk in the circle today, weren't you? You m ght
as well go ahead and do that. You won't mind if | interrupt your walking if |
feel | need to talk to you before you stop of your own accord?" "OF course
not," said Hal. "Anything | get nentally occupied with there, | can al ways get
back into at a later tinme." "CGood. "

Hal went out, picking up the utensils of Amid s lunch as he went. These

rem nded himthat he, hinself, had not yet eaten today. Wen he got to the
nearest of the dormtory kitchens, he found it, nowin the early afternoon

al nost enpty. He ate a

qui ck lunch and went on, out to the circle. There were only two people waiting

there, a thin, tall, elderly man named Dans, with dark brown eyes that always
seened to give hima stare, and a small, athletic young woman wi th bl ond hair,
known as Trekka. "I think duty took you out of your normal turn, Friend," said

Dans. "Trekka's first, but would you care to go before me?" "Before ne, as
wel |, Friend," said Trekka.

Hal grinned at them "No, you don't," said Hal. "I can get put in your debt
like that once, but I'mtoo clever to be caught twice. I'll follow Dans. "

As it turned out, however, several of those currently wal king were very cl ose
to the point where they wanted to stop. Hal and the other two were all wal ki ng
the circle within five mnutes of his arrival

As al ways, when he began this, Hal shed his concern with daily matters as he
woul d drop a winter cloak after stepping into a building' s warnth. There was



not hi ng special about the circle to facilitate this, or even anythi ng

nmet aphysi cal about it, since he had been able to do it since childhood. It was
no nmore than the extent to which anyone lets go of their pattern of directed

t houghts, when he or she slips off into daydreans.

But on this occasion, the urgency of the possible com ng search by the troops
and its attendant problenms may have lingered a little in his consciousness and
directed the otherwise free flight of his nind; for he found it once nore
occupi ed with the passage from C etus Gahane's work on tactics and strategy
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that he had called up frommenory in his reconnai ssance bel ow. Once nore he
felt tugging at himthe feeling that there was nore to the passage than he had
read off the printed page in his nenory.

Now, freed by the novenent and voices of the circle to go seeking, he traced
down the source of that feeling. He was a boy again, the boy Donal, back on
Dorsai. There, in the big, shelf-walled library of G aenmehouse, filled with

ol d- f ashi oned books of printed and bound paper, there had been a nunber of

| arge boxes on one shelf which had held the original manuscript of Cletus's
writings. As the boy Donal, once he had mastered readi ng, which he had done so
early that he could not renmenber when he had first started to read, anything
witten was to be gobbl ed whol esal e.

Those had been the days when he could so lose hinmself in reading that he could
be called to dinner by soneone literally standing at his side, and not hear
the voi ce of whoever it was.

During that period of his life he had ended up reading, along with everything
el se that was there to be read in G aenehouse, the manuscript version of
Cletus's work. It had been handwitten on the grayish-white. locally nade
Dorsai paper; and here and there, there had been corrections and additions
made in the lines. In particular, in certain spots whol e passages had been
crossed out. Notes had not been made by C etus on the manuscript, usually,
when such a passage was del eted; and Hal had often played with trying to
figure out why his great great-grandfather had decided not to include it. In
the case of the neatly exed out section of the remarks on terrain, the note in
the margin had said--of utility only for a minority of readers. "

O utility only to a mnority? Wwy? Hal had puzzled over that reason, set down
in the time-faded, pale blue ink of Cetus's round handwiting. He renenbered
going into the office which had been Cletus's to begin with, and that of the
head of the famly ever since, and sitting down in the hard, adult-sized,
wooden swi vel chair at the desk there, to try if by imtating Cetus as detus
had worked, he could divine the neaning of the note.

Why only a minority of readers? As a boy, the phrase had seened to threaten to
shut Hal out. What if he would be anong
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the majority who would not understand it'? He had read the del eted passage
carefully and found nothing in it that could conceivably be useful; but there
was, unfortunately, no way for himto test hinmself with its information in
practice until he was

grown up and an officer, hinself, facing a specific terrain to be dealt wth.
He had not even asked any of his elders about the passage, afraid that their
answer would confirmhis fear that he mi ght be anong those who could not use
what C etus had originally planned to include in his work.

Later on, when as Donal he had been grown up and an officer in fact, the
del et ed passage had become so deeply buried in his menory that he had al npost
forgotten it, and, in any case, by that time he had evolved intuitional |ogic,
which in every way that he could see did all and nore that C etus's passage
had prom sed.

The del eted passage itself was short and sinple enough. Now, walking the
circle, Hal had left awareness of the |ledge and the Chantry Guild far behind;
and he found hinself, as in the earlier case with Sir John Hawkwood, being
both Cetus, seated at his desk and witing that passage, and soneone wat chi ng
the slim unremarkable man with his sleeves rolled up, witing away.

"I'f, having fully surveyed and understood the terrain," the del eted passage
had read, "the officer will concentrate on it, resurveying it in nmenor v,
and i magi ni ng eneny troops or his own nmoving across it, eventually he will
find the image in his mnd changing froma concept to a vision. For the
purposes O which I wite, there is a great difference between the two-as

any great painter can attest. A concept is the object or scene



i magi ned in three dinmensions and asfully as is humanly possible. But it
remains a creature of the mnd of the one imagining it. It is, in a sense,
connected with the mnd that created it. "But a conpleted nental picture, once
brought into existence, has an existence entirely separatefiromthe one who
conceived it. A painter-and | speak as a failed painter, nyself-can point
anyt hi ng he has conceptual i zed, adapting or inproving it as he w shes. But
with a completed mental picture it will have acquired a life of its own. To
make it otherwi se, even in the smallest degree, would be to destroy the truth
of it. He has no choice but to point it as it exists, which my be greater
than, or different
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from his original concept. | would guess that the same phenomenon occurs in
the case of the witers offiction, when they speak of the story as taking
control of itself, taking itself away fromthe author. Such situations in

whi ch a character, for exanple, in effect refuses to be, say, or do what the
aut hor originallY intended, and insists that he or she will be, say or do
somet hing el se instead. "As painters and authors come to have such conpl et ed
mental pi .ctures and learn to trust them instead of holding to their oh
.gi.nal conceptualizations, so a fid/.v effective field officer nust learn to
trust his own tactical or strategic visions, when the "N, devel opfrom
his best conceptualization of a mlitary situation. In some way, nore of the
mnd, spirit and capability of the human having the vision seens to be

i nvol ved with the problem and the vision is always therefore greater than the
nmere conceptualization. "For exanple: in the case of the managenent of

avail able terrain, the officer may find the ground he has surve

'ved apparently hanging in mdair, in mniature, like a solid thing before
him and he will be able to watch as the enenyforces, and his own, nove across
it. Further, as he watches it, these envisioned characters may create before
himjust the tactical novenents that he needs to bring about the result he
desires. "This is an ability of alnbst invaluable use, but it requires
concentration, practice and belief, to develop it. The
crossed-out section ended.

Now, suddenly, nearly a hundred years after he had read the handwitten
manuscript, as he still watched and was Cl etus under the influence of wal king
the circle, Hal understood what he had not, before.

In his own tine, detus had needed to achi eve sonme actual successes in the
field to prove to the experienced mlitary that his theories were sonething
nore than wild dreans. Those tactical successes were a series of bloodless
victories achi eved where his superiors would have consi dered them i npossi bl e.
Hal had studi ed these, years ago, to see if Cetus had been using an earlier
formof intuitional logic, and had concluded that C etus had not. He had seen
his way to the unexpected tactical solutions he achieved by some ot her nethod.
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Just what nethod, Hal had never been able to determine until now Hal hinself
knew that his intuitional |ogic was not unique to him Chess grandnmasters had
undoubt edly used versions of it to foresee sequences of noves that would
achieve victory on the playing board for them What he called intuitiona

logic was only a somewhat refined and extended activity of that sane

pattern of m nd use.

Cletus had clearly made a simlar extension of the artistic function he used
in painting. H's description of the mniature battlefield hanging in nidair
and the tiny soldiers acting out a

solution to a tactical problem apparently on their own, could be nothing el se
than a direct application of the unconscious mnd to

the problem In short, Cetus, as well as Walter Blunt of the original Chantry
Qui | d-and Jat hed, and who knew how many ot hers whose nanes were lost in

hi st ory- had been meki ng deliberate use of the Creative Universe to achieve
desired ends. Like Blunt. and possibly Jathed, detus had used the Creative
Uni verse without realizing its universality, but only the small application of
it to what at the nonment he wanted to do. But it was startling and rewardi ng
to find further proof of what Hal, hinself, sought-and on his own doorstep, so
to speak.

At the same tinme, he realized he still lacked a sure answer to the question of
why C etus had del eted that passage. Hal was suddenly thoughtful. Since detus
hi nsel f had set down the way, why couldn't he, Hal, use his own creative
unconscious to try and ask him ?

He | ooked hard at his own vision of the man who was seated at the desk,
witing. Cletus was lost to tine. There was no way of actually reaching the



living man, hinmself. But if the transient and the eternal were indeed the
same-even though he, Hal, had yet to feel that fact as an absolute, inward
truth-then it ought to be possible to talk to the spirit of his great

great grandfather by the sane creative mechani sm O etus hinmsel f had descri bed.
Hal concentrated . . . and although the solid-I|ooking, threedinensional figure
he wat ched continued to sit and wite, a ghostlike and transparent version of
it turned its head out of the solid head to gl ance at Hal standing by the
desk. Then the whol e ghostlike body rose up out of the solid formof Cetus at
the desk and wal ked around the corner of it to face Hal. It was O etus, as
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much or nore than the solid figure was; and, as Cetus, it sat down on the
edge of the desk, folded its arns on its chest and | ooked at Hal. "So you're
nmy great great-grandson," the spirit of Cletus said. "The famly's put on sone
size since ny time." "In ny original body as Donal G aene," said Hal, "I was
only a little larger than you. This was the size of ny twin uncles, who were
unusual ly large even for nmy time. But you're right. As Donal G aenme, | was the
small one anong the men in ny famly. " "It's flattering to hear I'll have
descendants like that," said Cetus. "Though of course I'l|l never really know
of it, since you and | are at this noment just a pair of mnds outside both ny
time and yours. You understand, |'mnot just a projection of your own

sel f-hypnosi s, as your dead tutors were when you evoked themto advise you as
a boy in the Final Encycl opedia, when you first started to run fromthis man
cal l ed Bl eys Ahrens.

11 the Cetus you' re |ooking at now, amactually nore alive than the one
seated at that desk, witing. He's a product of your imagination. 1, since you
brought nme to life in what you call the Creative Universe, have a life of ny

own. |I'mdetus Grahanme. not Hal Mayne's concept of Cetus." "I wonder," said
Hal soberly. "Maybe |'ve done you a di sservice. \What happens to you when | go
back to awareness of ny own world and tine?" "I don't know, " said O etus, "any

nore than you do. Perhaps |I go out |ike a bl own-out candle. Perhaps | wait for
you in the Creative Universe until you find your own way there, as you shoul d,
eventually. I"'mnot worried about it. You wanted to know why | del eted those
few paragraphs of my witing on the use of terrain?" "Yes," said Hal. "I
deleted it because | wanted as nany people as possible to read and benefit
frommnmy witing," said Cletus. "No one's conpletely w thout unconscious
prejudices. If, in reading. someone runs across nention ofsomething that

of fends one of these unconscious prejudices, they tend to find faults to
justify a rejection of the witing, whether the faults are actually there or
not. I didn't want nmy work rejected in that way if it could be hel ped. -

"Why should they find fault with your idea of a vision being

somet hing nore than a concept?" "Because | was speaki ng about sonething that's
supposed to be a sort of nagic that takes place only in great artists-witers,
scul ptors, painters, and so forth. The majority of the race, unfortunately,
tends far too often to have given up on the possibility of creativity in

t hemsel ves; either without even

having tried to make use of it, or after an early failure. Once sonething like
that's been rejected by an individual, he or she tends to resent anyone who
tries to tell themthey still have it. Because of that resentment, they n or
make sonme ground to reject any suggestion it still exists in thenm and that
rejection, being enotional, would probably force themto reject ny witing as
a whole; in order to get rid of the unwanted part. So, | took out the
passage." "Wat about those who could have benefited fromit?" said Hal

"Those who woul dn't be looking for an excuse to reject the idea' )" "They'l
find it eventually on their own, I'msure," said Cetus. "But if a man puts a
patch over one eye and goes around trying to convince not only everybody el se
but himself that he was born with only one peephole on the universe, |I've not
only got no duty, but no noral right, to pull the patch off and force himto
face the fact he's wong." "History could force you to do it," said Hal

"History hasn't required that of nme, in nmy time," said Cetus. "if it has of
you in your time, | synpathize with you. Brace yourself, ny great
great-grandson. You'll be hated by many of those you give a greater vision
to."

Hal smiled a little sadly, remenbering what Amid had told himabout children
on the Younger Wbrlds being taught to spit after saying his name. "I already

am - he said-
A hand had caught Hal by the arm and at the touch his attention returned



suddenly to the circle, the I edge and the outside situation. It was Am d.
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"I"'msorry to interrupt you, as | told you | night have to-" Am d was

begi nning, with relentless Exotic courtesy, when Hal cut himoff. "It's quite
all right, as | said it would be. Don't be concerned," said Hal

The sun was just di sappearing behind their own cliffs; and the nountains he
wat ched at sunrise were now |l ost in night's shadow. Bel ow them the jungle was
losing itself in twilight; and the ledge itself, to its outer edge, was in the
last rosy light of the sunset. "Wat is it?" asked Hal. "A search party from
the garrison will start comnbing through the jungle bel ow, tonorrow, " said
Amid. "Elian visited Onete again this afternoon to tell her, while she was
visiting with Cee. Cee, naturally, disappeared just before Elian showed up;
and since Onete knew the news was inportant, she didn't wait around to see if
Cee woul d be back, but cane directly up to the |l edge and nme. 1've had themdig
up the barrier stone to block the way in under the boulder, and it's set ready
to be put into position at a nonment's notice. Onete, Artur and Cal as-you know
Cal as, of course?" "Of course," said Hal. Calas was a wiry little man who had
been one of the original Guild Menbers with Artur, back when Jathed was stil
alive.
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"We're gathered in ny reception building, nmaking plans. I'mafraid we need
your advice." "Anything I can do . . . " said Hal. Am d was al ready | eadi ng
himat what, for the small and aged man, was alnost a trot toward the
reception building; which now, like the two dormitories, had bl ackout curtains

over its w ndows.

Wthin the building, an evening fire had just been lit in the fireplace and
the people Anid had nentioned were seated in three chairs on one side of it.
Overhead, the ordinary artificial lighting that was powered by stored sunlight
fromcol |l ectors on

t he nount ai nsi de above themin the day, was on a setting so lowthat its

radi ants, shaped |ike upside-down cones, glowed no

brighter than candl es. There was an enpty chair between that of Onete and the
chair Am d al ways occupied. Amid led Hal to it and all but pushed himinto it
before the Cuil dmaster seated hinself.

What ever the other three had been di scussing, they had broken off. They sat
silent as Hal and Anid canme in and found their chairs. "Here's Hal," said Amd
to Onete, unnecessarily. "Tell himwhat Elian told you." "He said . . . "
began Onete. A product of Exotic schools, she had naturally been taught what

t he people of Mara and Kultis called Perfect Menory. In effect, this was a

ni nemoni ¢ systemthat, when | earned, gave virtually total recall of

i nformati on gai ned through any of the senses-the equivalent in ear, nose and
sense of touch of an eidetic menmory for anything visual. " 'l just found out

at lunchtinme that the garrison's definitely sending out a search party for the
@Quild, tomorrow. My cousin heard Sanderson, the corporal who's quartered on
her and her husband, talking to the private he uses as an orderly. They were
out side the house, but just outside the front door. She heard themthrough the
doora little muffled. but clear enough.' That's the first thing Elian said
when he reached ne. He was out of breath. He'd barely nade it outside the town
bef ore the guards woul d have | ooked suspiciously on anyone that late in the
afternoon; and he'd come as fast as he could once he got out of sight of the
walls.”

She paused and | ooked at Hal. "Did he say how many sol diers were corning?" Hal
asked.
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"No. He probably didn't know." "Did he say at what tinme they were | eaving town
in the norning, so we can nake an estimate of when they' Il get into this
area?" "Well, no," said Onete. "Actually we tal ked about how terrible it was
they'd search for us after all this tine; and | thanked himfor coming to tel
us, and then | cane right back up ere to tell Amd." "Did he say anything,"
asked Hal, "this tinme or at any tine earlier, about how the soldiers mght be
arnmed, what rank of officer would be | eading them whether they knew their way
around in the jungle up here or had maps of any kind? Did he nmention that any
of the soldiers would be ones who'd searched this area before?" "No. As |
said," said Onete, "we just talked

She | ooked unhappy.

11 1 made a ness of it, didn't IT she said. "I should have asked hi m useful
guestions like that, or at least anything | could think of that would let us
know what we were up against. I'msorry. My first thought was to thank him for
taking the risk to come and warn us. That's us Exotics, polite and consi derate
before anything else! | night just as well have chatted with hill) about the
weat her! "

Her voice ended on a bitter, self-accusatory note. "Don't let it bother you,"
said Hal. "Exotics aren't the only ones who woul dn't know what to ask in such
a situation. Just about anyone wi thout the proper experience or training
wouldn"t, " "I'Il bet Cee would have asked himsone of the right questions, if
she'd talk; and if she'd trusted hi menough to stick around!" said Onete,

still bitterly. "Never mnd," said Arid, "we'll all nmake m stakes |ike that
before this thing is over, probably. Qur Exotic training is exactly the w ong
sort of training for handling situations like this Cccupation.” "Don't deval ue
yoursel ves," said Hal. "Remenber, that same Exotic training of yours centers
around nmaking life nore confortable for those who have to deal with you. Just
having to live with you has brought these same sol diers nore peace of' mnd
and confort than nost of them have ever had in their |ives
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before. Whether they admit it to thenselves or not, it's hard for themto
deprive thensel ves of that confort by killing you all off; in spite of the

fact they're aware that's essentially what they've been sent here to do.

Al most unconsci ously, you've been countering the directives under which they
operate. Sodon't blane yourself for not asking questions only a professiona
soldier mght think to ask. To each his own way of fighting. " "Well, in any
case," said Amid to Hal, "as far as the nunber and equi pment and so forth of
the soldiers in Porphyry is concerned, Caeas here can answer sone of the
questions for you. That's why | have him here-"

The door to the reception building suddenly banged open and there strode
in-there was no other proper word for the way she noved-a Guild nenber whose
name, Hal renenbered, was

R shan. She was no taller than Onete and slimenough to | ook as

if she was barely nore than a girl. But as Hal had seen, she was incredibly
strong for her size. He had seen her tossing fifty-kilo sacks of variform
sweet potatoes around in the Guild storehouse, apparently wthout effort. At
the nmonent she was in

work trousers and a sonewhat ragged shirt. Her short-cropped blond hair had
dust and woodshavings clinging to it. Underneath the hair two bright blue eyes
sparkl ed out of an attractive, sharp-featured face. "Sorry to be late," she
said, coming on in and throwi ng herself into the enpty chair just beyond
Calas. "I was up in the craw space just beneath the roof of Dormitory Two and
over the third floor ceiling. Amd, | found that |leak up there. Al that
repairing they did around the kitchen chimey didn't do a bit of good. The
crack in the roof's a good half-meter off fromthe chimey's flashing. |I could
see sunlight com ng through-" "Forgive nme, R shan," said Amid, "but we can
talk about the leak in the Dormtory Two roof later. W' ve just gotten word



the soldiers from Porphyry are sending out a search party to try and find us

in the jungle below here. W've got to make plans.” "Ch? O course! " R shan
sat up in her chair. "You'll want to
know how we're supplied-- "Yes," said Amid, "but in a monent. Hal's the only

one here who knows anything about the military and how they m ght go about
searching. He's asking the questions."
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"Ah. Friend, here, you nean?" "O course. Friend. Forgive ne," said Anmid,
| ooki ng apol ogetically at Hal under R shan's correction. "My name doesn't

matter either,"” said Hal. "Let's stick to the situation under discussion. You
first, Calas. How do you happen to know nore about the Cccupation Troops than
these others?" "I was one of them" said Calas. H s voice was slightly hoarse

and it struck Hal suddenly that he had never heard the man speak before. "I
was caught in a rock slide one day when half a dozen of us were out chasing an
escaped prisoner. The slide buried me and those ot her bastards just pawed
around a

little and then went off and left me. Wote nme off. Sone Cuild menbers were
out foragi ng and saw what happened. After ny so-called mtes were gone, the
Qui l d peopl e cane, dug ne out and carried ne back here to get well, | had a
broken armand leg, as well as other things wong with me. The Guild saved ny
life. So | stayed here. 1'll help you fight those sons of bitches any day-"
"Fighting thems the last thing we want to do," said Hal. "Wether the Guild
lives or dies depends on the soldiers never finding out it still exists. You
say the soldiers with you gave up digging for you after just alittle effort
to find you?" "Yes. It was a hot day, but that's no excuse. Excuse enough for
them though." "You're a Cetan, aren't you?" "Yes." Calas stared at him "How
did you know?" "It's too cornplicated to explain at the nonent," said Hal
"Basically, the way you tal k rules out your having grown up on any of the
other worlds. Tell me about the garrison. How many are there in it?" "Wen
was there, counting officers, alittle over two hundred. Only about thirty of
t hem wormen and nost of those worked at inside jobs like admnistration." "How
| arge a search party do you guess'|| be sent out tonorrow?"

Cal as shrugged. "Who knows? There's |live Action Goups of twenty bodi es each
The rest of the garrison people are officers or have regul ar iobs. The five
G ouns rotate on dutv so that there's alwavs one
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on active duty-it's like guard duty, except you don't do anything but sit
there and wait for sonmething to come up, |ike chasing an escaped prisoner from

the Interrogation Section cells. Then there's another G oup on backup, which
means you have to be able to report for duty within five mnutes-and they cone
on duty if the duty G oup goes out on some job. The rest are off duty, unti
their own duty turn cones up. Duty's twenty-six hours. A day and a night."
"Correct me if I"'mwong on this," said Hal. "Effectively they've got a
hundred active-duty soldiers, and the rest are support only?" "That's about
it," said Calas. "All right, give ne your best estimate of how many bodies

m ght be in the search party we'll see tonorrow, how the party'd be officered,
whet her they'll have maps and how they'll be armed and equi pped."

Calas frowned. "No telling how nmany there'll be. If they're really serious,
they'd use two full Goups; but that's only if they weren't searching anypl ace
el se at the time or had anything el se going on. More likely one Goup." "What
woul d two Groups add up to in nunbers, rank and so forth?" asked Hal. "Two
Groups," answered Calas. "That'd nean forty privates, four teamleaders, two

groupnmen and maybe two forcel eaders-but probably just one of those, in
command. They'd be Groups that were off duty to begin with, and they'd have

t he usual needl e guns-just a few power rifles-and field equi prent-hel nets

i nstead of caps and so on. The non-cons and officers carry power-pistols

i nstead of long guns. And that's about it. " "No power slings for casting
expl osi ves? How about portabl e expl osives? No power cannon that might be able
to blast holes in the | edge here, if they found it?"

Cal as shook his head. "Hell, | don't know anyone in that whole outfit who'd
know how to load, direct, or fire a power sling or power cannon," he said. "As
for portable explosives, | don't think they' ve got anything |ike that, except

for grenades and fixed charges that they can slap on the wall of a house to
blow it down-and
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there's only one groupnan | know of who'd know how to use that w thout bl ow ng
hi nsel f up. Besides, they wouldn't bring explosives up this way. There's
not hi ng they know of here to bl ow up, but jungle; and no profit in blow ng up
that." "CGood," said Hal. "Anyone in the outfit know how to track?" "Track
Friend?" "Read sign. Follow people through the jungle by seeing where they'd
stepped or the undergrowth they'd broken through. "

Cal as shook his head. "Not that | ever knew of," he said. "Even better,"” said
Hal . "Any technol ogi cal equipnent -sniffers, for exanple?" "I don't know what
sniffers are," said Calas. "Neither do any of the rest of us," said Amd.
"What's a

sni ffer, Ha-Friend?" "Equipnment that can be set to sense particular odors at a
di stance. Body odors, cooking odors.” "Not that | ever heard of; and I'd have
heard about anything like that," said Calas. "They'd have scopes?" " Scopes?"
"Viewi ng scopes-for getting a close-up picture of what's distant. You m ght
have called themtel escopic viewers, on Ceta. " "Oh, those," said Cal as.
"Every non-coin and officer'll have one, and there m ght be sonme issued to a
party of the bodies it' they' re going off sonmeplace to | ook at things by

t hensel ves." "Good. That ties right into what | was going to ask you next. Any
searching that's done is likely to be either with individuals strung out in a
skirmsh line, or with small units of sonethinlo Iike two to a dozen

i ndi viduals, setting up a center point and working out fromthere, until the
specific area assigned that unit for search has been gone over. In light

forest like that bel ow us. where ferns and scrub brush fill the spaces between
trees at tinmes, two nen could |l ose track of each other easily within a

short distance; they'll probably figure to use a group working out of a center
point. If so, what's Your guess as to the size of the units the search
party'll be broken up into?"
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"Six to ten bodies," said Calas. "Gving us two or three units from each
group?" "That's right." "Good . . . and bad," said Hal. "Now" "Wy do you say

both 'good' and 'bad,' Friend?" asked Ami d. "Good, because it adds to the
evi dence that they're not expert trackers or searchers. It also nmeans they're
either lazy, or don't expect to find anyone; so for their own greater confort

and pl easure, they'll stick together in large units to have conpany and make
easier work of the searching. It's bad, because they' |l be taking |onger to
search over the same anount of ground; and that nmeans they'll be around here

| onger. | covered nost of the area that concerns us in about six hours,

earlier today. They could take alnmost as many days to do it if they stay in

| arge groups and |l oaf on the job." "That's exactly what they' |l do, too," said

Calas. "Right," said Hal, glancing out the wi ndow at the deepening gl oom of
the night. He turned to Amid. "Do you have soneone

who could clinb high enough on the nountain behind us to see the road past the
madman' s pl ace, using a scope? Woever it is would have to be in a position
where they could not only see the road, but al so where they could be seen from
down here. | want soneone ready to signal us bel ow here when the troops cone
in sight. That way we can | eave the bl ock out of place at the entrance under
the boul der until the last mnute.” "OF course,"” said Amid. "There's a nunber

of us who could do that. If |I were twenty years younger-" "They'll have to
climb in the dark. | want whoever goes up to be in place by dawn.” "Hmim " said
Amid. "Yes, | think we can even do that. There are some fairly easy routes up

ways some of us already know about. Even in the dark they should be safe to
climb." "Fine." Hal |ooked at R shan. "How about supplies? W' ve got water
fromthe stream How |l ong can we live up here on

stored food al one?" "Six nonths," said R shan, staring levelly at him "You
see," said Anid, "we've always considered the possibility ofbeing kept from
| eaving the | edge for an extended tine."
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"Six nmonths!" Hal smiled and shook his head. "You' ve done well in that
department. Now- He | ooked at Amid steadily. "Did you talk to your
pharmaci st; and to Artur and Onete here, about bringing Cee in the way |
suggested?" "W can't do it," said Artur. "Really, we can't," said Onete.
"She'd go wild once she woke up here and found herself |ocked in, even if |
was with her. Fromwhat little | can gather fromher, ny guess is that the
sol diers that destroyed her fam |y home nust have caught her parents outside
and deliberately put theminside before blow ng the house apart; and Cee saw

that. She trusts ne a lot now, | think, but anything that held or encl osed her
she'd go wild and hurt herself trying to get out!" "You see," said An d

to Hal, "otherw se, the pharnmacist says it'd be perfectly possible to make

such a tranquilizer dart." "That's good," said Hal, "because they may turn out

to be useful in other ways. Wuld you have hi m nake up about a dozen of them
and find me people who can shoot a bow or use a sling with enough accuracy to
deliver then?" "I can do that, yes," said Amd. "How were you pl anni ng on
usi ng then? Because that may nake a difference in how he makes them" "I don't
know, yet. It's just that such darts would give us a silent, nonlethal weapon.
Maybe, on second thought, you and | had better go over and talk with him or
her, now" "You stay here!" R shan was already on her feet. "I'lIl go get him
Peopl e are supposed to cone to the Cuildmaster, not he to themrenenber,

Qui | dmast er ?"

She | ooked sternly at Amd, who in turn | ooked slightly enbarrassed.
"Sometines it's quicker-but you're right, you're right," said Amd. "I think
he's still in the pharmacy, R shan."™ "Since you're going to get him then,"
said Hal hastily, "would you get whoever's going to clinb the mountain wth
the viewscope and watch for the soldiers on the road?" "M ssy and Hadnah, "
said Amd. "Bring themboth, R shan. " "R ght." The door sl anmed behind her
giving a brief glinpse of the new darkness outside. "W'll also want to cover
or camoufl age the circle and anything else that's evidence of people here on
the | edge from
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an overhead view, just in case they do take a | ook fromabove at this area,"
said Hal. "I really don't think they can," said Amd, snmiling a little. "I'd

forgotten when you first nentioned it; but of course, when all the wealth of
our two worlds went at your request to Ad Earth, we couldn't afford to keep
on the payroll all the technicians and experts from other worlds we'd been
used to enpl oying. Most of the staff on the satellite system which was
primarily a weather-control systemfor whatever world the satellite was
orbiting, were other-world neteorol ogists. Wien they left, the few Exotics who
were there in the station left too; but before |eaving they made a point of

ef fectively sabotagi ng the equi pment aboard." "Good!" muttered Cal as. "Those

t he Occupation Forces sent in," continued Amid evenly, "were soldiers only.
They m ght have had a few peopl e anmong them who coul d use the equi pnent on the
satellites, but they hadn't any who could repair it. The satellite systems
gone unrepaired ever since, as the weather patterns show 1 really don't think
anyone can get an overhead view of us without actually flying a
space- and- at nosphere ship over; and it'd be prohibitive in cost to do that for
every little group like us they're trying to search out on both Kultis, here,
and Mara." "There's still the possibility of the searchers sending up a
float-kite, or balloon with a scope aboard, to relay inmages back to the
ground," said Hal. "W should cover up, anyway, and keep everyone out of sight
from above, particularly in the daytinme." "Ch, we'll do that, of course.

didn't nean to say we wouldn't,"” said Amd. "It's just that it's anusing that
they can't use the satellites because of a situation they hel ped bring about,

t hensel ves. "

There was a nonent's pause in the conversation, broken by Artur. "I don't know
what to do about Cee," he said.



Onete put a hand on his thick forearm "She'll stay out of sight, |I'msure,"

she said. "It's true she's always curious; but that nany peopl e together, and
particularly if she remenbers the uniforns of the soldiers who killed her
parents-and |'m sure she does, even if she won't tal k much about it-she'll be

frightened and hide fromthem If she really
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wants themnot to see her or know she's there, they're about as likely to get
a glinmpse of her as they are to catch a sunbeamin a box and carry it away."

Artur turned his head to snmile at her, but his face was still troubled in the
shadows cast by the firelight. He got to his feet. "I'll get busy right now
organi zi ng the canoufl aging of the |edge," he said. He went out, walking

heavi l y.

Since they had a few nmonents on their hands in which to do so, Hal had Onete
repeat her full conversation with Elian, word for word; but what she had said
earlier was correct. There was nothing nore Hal could learn fromit.

Am d began an expl anation to Hal of how at |east sone weeks' supply of food
for those in the Guild was always stored ready in precooked form or was of
such a nature that it could be eaten w thout cooking. These ready-prepared
foods were used up in rotation as part of their regular daily diet, and

regul arly replaced. O her foods, such as root vegetables, were also used up in
rotation, being replaced by nore recently acquired supplies of the sane food.
The door opened to let in a tall, thin man with white hair and an unusua
erectness, considering his obvious age. "Hal, you' ve net our pharmacist,
Tannaheh?" said Amid. "Tanna, this is Friend, an honored visitor anong us for
a while. " "I think I"mprobably the only Guild menber you haven't net,
Friend," said Tannaheh. "I1'm honored, of course. |'ve heard all about you from
the others.” "And |'ve heard about you," said Hal. "Honored, in turn.
"Tannaheh is really a research chenist-" began Ami d. "WAs a research chem st,"
said the thin old man. "At any rate, he's our pharmaci st now. Tanna, we just
got word through Onete that a search party fromthe Porphyry Garrison is on
its way here tonorrow." "l've been told," said Tannaheh. "In fact, everyone on
the | edge knows it." "I suppose,” said Amid, with a faint sigh. "Wll, the
point is, Friend s original need for a tranquilizing drug to be delivered in
the formof a dart isn't going to be used for Cee, as we originally thought we
m ght use it. But he thinks he m ght have ot her uses for such drugged darts.
Do you want to explain, Friend?"
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"It m ght be possible to use sonething |ike that against the soldiers if sone
of us have to go down to deal with them" said Hal. "Wat |1've got in mind for
t hat purpose, though, isn't just something to put a person to sleep, but

somet hing that woul d | eave them physically hel pl ess, but awake and-in
particul ar -susceptible to hypnosis. Do you have the materials to give ne
somet hing |ike that?"

Tannaheh put the tips of his long, thin fingers together and pursed his lips,
frowning slightly, above them "You want them nore or |ess incapable
physically," he said, "but awake enough to be put into a hypnotic state?
assune

you're able to put soneone in such a state yourself; and that's what you plan
to do after the nmedication's taken effect?" "That's right," said Hal. "Hmm"
sai d Tannaheh. "It's a bit of a problem You're really asking for two things,
A muscle relaxant that would sinply | eave themtoo linp to stand up woul d gi ve
you the physical state you want themin. But you al so want something that
woul d | eave themreceptive to hypnosis but-I assune-

not in a condition to be alarned by you or give the alarm | suppose the idea
is that if you have to knock one of themdown with a dart, you want to use
hypnosis to make that person forget what happened to then?" "That's it," said
Hal . "Forgive ne for interfering in the tactical area, where |'m not

experi enced," said Tannaheh, "but if you're able to hypnotize, you ought to be
aware that a post-hypnotic command to forget sonething isn't likely to be
effective for very long after the subject cones out of the state you' ve put
himin." "I knowit," said Hal, "that's why there's one nore requirenent. The
drugs used have to be conpatible with alcohol. |I take it for granted you've
got al cohol among your supplies?" "Yes. Actually, | pick up the | ocal homenade



rotgut the soldiers thenselves drink, and redistill it for my own purposes.

|'ve got a connection with one of the Porphyry people. | neet her down in the
jungle on certain days and trade mneral supplenment pills for the drink."
"M neral supplenent pills?" echoed Hal. "Wy, yes. | make a powder that can be

m xed right into the food for us up here; but the people down below find it
easier to
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distribute and take their nineral supplements in pill form Al so, they seemto
feel there's something special about such pills made by a professiona

chemist. It's needed in their diet, as it is in ours. You do know that these
worl ds of Mara and Kultis are naturaliv deficient in the heavier netals, being
progeny, so to speak, of an F5 star l|ike Procyon?" "lI'msorry," said Hal. "I
did know. 1'd forgotten." "We used to rmake our supplenents in centra

manuf actories, using netal inported fromworlds |ike Coby," said Tannaheh

"But naturally there's no inportation now and the Cccupation trashed the
factories. OF course, there's still plenty of the metals scattered around
these worlds. It wouldn't be hard for anyone to find a piece of iron, say, and
reduce it by practical nmethods to a

formthat could be ingested, although they'd need to know the proper anount to

take . . . anyway, | do have al cohol." "Have you got sone of the origina
rotgut, as you call it, still inits original containers?" Hal asked.
"Certainly." "That may be particularly handy," said Hal. "My idea was

to dart them then, under hypnosis, get themto drink a certain anount of

al cohol, and | eave them unconscious wi th another drug and the post-hypnotic

i dea, that they'd drunk thensel ves insensible. " "Very good. | can handle the
drug and syringe part of it for you-a syringe that drives the needle in and

makes its injection with the force of inpact, | suppose?" "That'd be fine."
"Very good indeed. |I'Il take care of that as soon as | close up the pharnmacy,
which | was about to do for the night, anyway. |1'll take sone of the bottles

of local drink up to your room
You're in Dormtory Two, aren't you? How rmuch rotgut?" "Do you have as nuch as

a dozen half-liters?" "If | haven't, | can nmake sone up. You see, as | say, |
normal ly distill the stuff to get something | can use in the pharmacy. | can
dilute sone of the high-proof alcohol |'ve already distilled out and mx it
back in with the original to get the anbunt you need."

Tannaheh got to his feet. "So, if either of you want nme, 1'll be either at the
pharmacy or in nmy room If |I'masleep, don't worry about waking ne. | wake

easily, but I can go right back to sleep again w thout trouble."
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He went out. "Forgive ne if there's sone reason it's not a good idea," Amd
said, "but shouldn't your Dorsai with the spaceship be signaled so that he can
take you off in case we do get found and taken, up here? AOd Earth and al
good people can't afford to |l ose you." "The signal to Simon is the laying out
of a cloth," Hal answered. "W don't want to do that now, just when we're
trying to make this | edge | ook uninhabited fromthe air. There's no need to
worry. He was to shift in for a quick | ook once every twenty-four hours, in
daytime. He's got sense enough to know something's up if he sees the | edge

suddenly looking as if there's no one here and never has been. 1'd guess he'l
land in the nmountains tonorrow night |ike he did once before, and clinb down
to us the norning after to see if he's needed.” "You can be sure of that?"
"Reasonably sure,” said Hal with a grin. "Just as |'mreasonably sure that
word is bound to | eak to Amanda, wherever she is, and she'll know whether and
when to come back here, herself. " "I'mpleased,” said Amid. "I feel a
responsi bility, having you here." "You shouldn't,"” said Hal. "I cane of ny own

free will, on ny owm decision." "It's a great advantage to us, having you wth
us when sonething like this happens,” said Arid. "We'|l| be deeply indebted to
you." "Nonsense!" said Hal. "I'mindebted to you; and I1'l|l be nore so when
|'ve got what | want out of Jathed's Law. " "Jathed's Law is available to
anyone who can use it. In no way could you be considered to be indebted to us
for that . . . however," said Amid, clearing his throat, "as far as Amanda
Morgan's concerned, you're quite right that she'll hear about the search very
shortly. There aren't enough soldiers to keep our people fromgoing to and fro
with word of anything interesting, between our small towns."

He | ooked at Hal and blinked. "They never were really towns, you know, in the



ordinary sense," he said. "Mdst of us preferred to live out in the countryside
wi th space around each of our hones. But there were sone who liked to be close
to their neighbors, so we had
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Hal woke at his usual tine, sonething | ess than an hour before dawn. He had
only had some five hours of sleep, but that would be sufficient for the day to
cone. He rose, showered and dressed, out of the habit ingrained in his boyhood
as Donal, in conpletely clean clothes. Any norning with the chance of battle
meant a clean body and clean clothes if that were possible. Many ot her things
besi des needl e guns coul d nake wounds; and soil ed clothing pushed into a wound
could carry infection deep into the body. There was little to no chance of his
being hurt this day, but old habits had been triggered.

They made hi m sad and the sadness w apped around his shoul ders |Iike a cloak as
he began the day. There was no respite.

mthe time word of his uncle Janmes's death had come to imin Donal's boyhood,
until the present nonment, the birth of each day had brought a dragon to fight.
Long since, now, he had thought he would have found the nest in the human soul
from whi ch such dragons came and have destroyed it, ending themall. But stil
they came. Once again he was at a norning on which he dressed with the
possibility in mnd of having to fight for the lives of himself and others. It
was as if nothing had been acconplished fromhis youngest years until now.

Per haps there was no such thing as ending it. Perhaps the best he could settle
for was to neet each new dragon each day, do the best he could with it, and
count that as victory. At |least he
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woul d have fought the breed while he could. He would have done his duty. But
what was duty, if that was all that was done?

Back into his nmind cane a book he had read when he was young. He renenbered a
ver bal exchange in Conan Doyl e's novel Sir Nigel, witten at the begi nning of
the twentieth century and laid in the fourteenth century. The fourteenth
century had been a tinme when "duty" was a common word anong the upper cl asses,
inits French formof "devoir. " The words he had just remenbered were part of
a passage in which there had been an

angry exchange involving Sir Robert Knolles, the | eader of the group of
Engli sh nen-at-arnms and archers to which Nigel Loring, then still only a
squire, belonged. It was a dispute between the experienced Knolles and a

hot - headed but inexperienced young knight, Sir James Astley, concerning a
skirm sh into which Astley had gotten hinself and those with him

"', . . | have done ny devoir as best | mght,' said Astle.y. 'Alone, | had
ten of themat my sword point. | know not how have lived to tell it." " ' What
is your devoir to ne? Where are ny thirty bownen cried Knolles in bitter
wrath. 'Ten lie dead upon the ground, and twenty are worse than dead in yonder
castle . o

No, to fight another dragon every day night make a good show, but it made no
di fference. Because as long as the nest remained, the nunmber of dragons woul d
be endl ess. To fight anew each day showed responsibility, but nothing el se;
and yet, responsibility was part of the whole answer he sought. Just as the
Law of Jathed was also part of it, if only he could grasp the full depth of
its meaning. The Law rang again in his mnd now, as it had rung when he had
first come to the | edge here and heard it; but still it rang far off and
muf fl ed, not with the close, clear nmessage that woul d signal an understandi ng
of it, within him Not yet-for that.

Dressed, he left his roomand headed on his customary route toward the lip of
the | edge and the sunrise to conme. Not yet-the understanding. Only a dragon

It was still full, noonless dark outside and the air was not nerely chill, but
icy, with that greatest col dness that cones just before dawn. The soldiers
woul d not be | eaving Porphyry unti

after the sun was well up. They would not even be coming into view of the

| ookouts above them on the mountain for several hours yet and there was
nothing nore in the way of preparations that could be made. Meanwhile, it
woul d be reassuring for the Guildmenbers to see himfollow ng his normal
pattern of activity, as if the danger now threatening was not all-inportant.
The | edge had originally had its trees cut so as to provide corridors for
peopl e to nove about, shielded from overhead observati on. But there was no
need to foll ow those corridors yet with the sun not yet risen

Like all the other Guild nmenbers, now, Hal had cone to know the |ayout of the
| edge in darkness the way he knew his own roomwith the lighting off. He went
toward his usual position near the front edge of the | edge but chose a spot a
little way fromit, under a tree that would hide himwhen the sun had risen
He sat down in | otus position.

Inalittle while the sky began to |lighten; and shortly after, like a carven
figure emerging out of darkness, he saw O d Man, already there and simlarly
seated, under a tree a few neters away. They bowed to each other and then
directed their attention toward the sunrise that was com ng

The day |ightened the | andscape around and bel ow thenmy and Hal's m nd once
nore slipped off into the scene of hinself, seated like this in the Quil dhouse
of the far future, conpleted of polished stone. He sat beside a pool now
rimred with polished granite, in which fish swam and waterplants floated their
white flowers.

Once nmore he searched out a plant close to him wth its white bl ossom on one
petal of which was a drop of dew, that might catch the light as the sun rose



He found a dewdrop; and again this norning, it did. Once nore, as the |ight
was suddenly reflected fromthe speck of water, for a fraction of a second he
felt the cl oseness of the understandi ng he sought here, but had not yet
grasped. It was all but within his reach. .

But he could not close upon it. As the sun pushed nore of itself into
visibility above the far mountains, and regretfully, he returned to the needs
of the nonent. He exchanged bows again with dd Man and, |ike the other, rose.
They went their separate Ways under the shelters of the corridors of trees.
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Hal's way led himby force of habit toward the kitchen of his

dorm tory-buil ding nunber two. He was a good third of the way toward it, his
mnd full of how cl ose he had cone to sone sort of understanding, back during
the sunrise, when ol der habit caught up with himagain and he turned away.

It was old Dorsai training. C ean body and cl ean clothes the norning of a
battl e-and no breakfast. To miss one neal was uninportant. But to have the
stomach enpty m ght be hel pful, in case of body wounds. Al so there was the
feel ing-possi bly an illusion, but he like others had felt it nonethel ess
-that the mind was keener and nore awake on an enpty stomach; just as he would
not have thought of eating just before watching a sunrise or walking in the
circle.

He went instead to Amid's reception building, sure that in spite of the early
hour, he would find the older man there. There, Amid was indeed, sitting at a
tabl e surface between the fireplace and the front door, set up in the space
vacated by a

nunber of the chairs that had been pushed back against the wall. Spread out on
the table surface was a map of the inmediate jungle area, fromdirectly bel ow
the cliffs holding the I edge to where the road past the former nadman's pl ace
turned into a trail

The map had evidently been printed up fromdata records in sections, and fused
together into one |large sheet, overnight. On it, at Amd s right el bow, sat a
t abl e- nodel scope with a

permanent |y exposed, 30-nillineter-square screen. The sight of it nade Hal
automatically reach to his waist to check that he had his own,
10-mllinmeter-square field scope folded up and hooked on there. It was. "Hal!"
said Am d, |looking up as Hal cane toward the table. "I'mglad you caee
directly here fromxatching the sun conic up-but, wait, you haven't had
breakfast yet?" " I'lIl have something later,"” said Hal. "Don't forget to
eat-that's what they're always telling nt@and at your age you need the fue
for your energies nore than | do," said Amid. "Hal, ook at this map. WIIl you
show me the way you think the soldiers will do their searching?"

Hal canme up to the table surface beside him "As | told you yesterday," said
Hal, "they'll cone up the road, here, to the end of the trail. There, they'l

drop off a
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couple of soldiers to set up a post; unless the officer in charge of the
search is lazy or for other reasons decides to set up his own

headquarters there. Either way, there'll be some of themthere, in direct
phone contact with their headquarters back in Porphyry. "The rest . H s
right index finger traced routes on the map. " wi || probably continue on
as two separate, equal units, to the two center points of equal halves of the
area to be searched. Once at those center points each unit will set up
secondary headquarters, under the conmand of sub-officers, keeping at |east a
coupl e each of the soldiers with them M guess is that one alternative then
is that the soldiers of each unit will be sent out to forma skirmish line at
the farthest extent of their part of the territory; and make a sweep through
it until they nmeet the skirmsh Iine of the other unit coming fromthe
farthest extent of their territory. If by the tinme they neet they've found
nothing, they'll travel back together to the head of the trail and withdraw to
Por phyry. That's unless their plan is to break up into smaller units." "Yes. |
see," said Anmi d, nodding. "Now what about them breaking up into even smaller

units?" "It's equally possible," said Hal. "An alternative, once the secondary
posts have been set up, is that they' |l divide the soldiers not kept at the
secondary headquarters into, say, five-person units. These units will then be

sent out to search a
specific piece of the territory that's to be exam ned by that particul ar
sub-group. In short, the original search party will still divide into two



equal units, but then the two units will each divide again into a nunber of
smal ler units, each with the responsibility of exam ning a snmall part of the
total territory to be searched. Those small parts will probably be defined for
t hem by specific coordinates on their maps, which we can | earn by watchi ng how
they nmove." "And which way do you think they'll do it?" "I've no way of

knowi ng," Hal said. "The choice'll be made on the basis of what kind of

sol diers they are and what kind of officers they've got over them For

exanple, if the officer in command is afraid his sub-officers are going to lie
down on the job once they're out fromunder his eye, he or she nay prefer the
skirmsh line. On the other hand, if the comander's in good
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control and/or the sub-officers are responsible and have good control of the
sol di ers under them the commander may prefer the individual group method as
being nmore likely to nake a close and careful exami nation of the area they're
assigned to search." "How |l ong should it take themto get into position to
search?" Am d asked. "Probably, judging fromwhat |'ve seen and what |'ve
heard about them they'll take al | of today just to set thenselves up," said
Hal. "Yes . . ." Amd rubbed his hands together worriedly. "I suppose we've
nothing to fear, really, until tonmorrow. | was wondering whether to send word
to block the entrance yet." "Any tine. I'ma little surprised you haven't done
it before now," Hal said. "There's none of the Guild people off the | edge, are
there?" "No, no Guild people,"” said Amid. He | ooked up at Hal. "But Artur
hates to see that block go into place. You understand. "

Hal shook his head. "Cee's not going to come through that entrance of her own
accord," said Hal. "Even if she knows-and |'d bet she does-that it's where al
the @uild menbers vanish to. She's undoubtedly foll owed Artur, Onete, or sone
foragers back to the boul der and seen them go under it and not cone back out,
before this. I'll even bet she's actually conme in through the entrance when no
one was around, and possibly explored the way beyond, even as far as the

| edge."” "Well, there you are," said Amid. "Artur feels the way you do. That
she knows. And he hates to give up on the thought that if she's really
frightened by the soldiers she mght prefer us to themand come in. But once
that block's in place no single adult, let alone a child, is going to be able
to budge itparticularly fromthe outside. It weighs as nuch as three nmen your
size." "lI'd close the entrance now, if | were you," said Hal. "Your first
responsibility's to all the people up here; and Artur's feelings are only
Artur's feelings." " Yes.
Amid was clearly unhappy. He pointed to the desk scope. "Did they tel

you- M ssy and Hadnah-they were going to try
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to set up a tight-beamIlink between their observation post and a

repeater down here on the | edge?"

Hal nodded. He had a great deal of confidence in Mssy and Hadnah, although he
had not known that they nade a hobby of rock clinbing until the present
probl em had come up. They | ooked enough alike to be brother and sister

al t hough evidently they were not related. Both were short, well-nuscled,

bl ondhai red and young; and they even acted alike-being, as far as their Guild
duties and the circle-wal king all owed, always in each other's company. "Well,
they did it." Amd touched a stud on the desk repeater and it chined as its
screen lit up to show a bul ging mass of cliff-face. A second later Mssy's
face bl ocked out nost of the view of the rock. "Yes, Am d?" her voice said.
"There's no sign of soldiers yet. | |

Amid noved aside to let Hal | ook into the screen and be seen above. "I just
wanted Friend to see you' d nade the connection.” "Ri ght. Good norning, Friend.
| hope you slept well." "Very well,"” answered Hal. There was nothing to be
done with Exotic manners but live with them A polite inquiry about his |ast
night's sleep was as out of place in her situation and his in the present
nmonent as a tea party in the mdst of an earthquake. "I had five hours. How
much did you two have?" "Hadnah's taking a small nap now," said Mssy. "After
that he can keep watch for a while and 1'll take one. Thank you for asking.
W're not tired at all, really.” "I"'mglad to hear that," said Hal. They two
nmust have clinbed the better part of a kilonmeter, vertically, during the

ni ght. "Focus your scope on the end of the road for nme, now, will you?"
"Right." Mssy vanished fromthe screen, and the view of the overswelling rock
face above her was replaced by a view fromwhat appeared to be only a dozen
neters above the point where the road gave way to a trail. "Pull back your
focus," Hal said. "I want to see that spot in relation to the ground around
it." "Right. Say when," replied the voice of the now invisible Mssy. The



scene on the screen seened to nove away from Hal and Amid, taking in nore and
nmore ground area as it went, until
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it showed not only the connection of road-end and trail begi nning but an area
of a size that could have been occupied by four city blocks on a side. "Stop,"
said Hal .

The wit hdrawal of focus halted. "Let it sit with that view," said Hal. "I'm
going out to the edge of the |l edge now and I'Il be keying ny belt scope into
the circuit fromyour repeater down here. You've got up to half a day before
any sol di ers show up. Take another nap, yourself. If we

really need you, we can call you with the chine on your scope.” "lI'mreally
quite all right," said Mssy, still invisible. "You may not be five days from
now, up there," said Hal. "Rest while you can. W'll call you if we need you."
"Al'l right, Friend. Thank you." "Don't thank nme," said Hal. "I'mjust
protecting mysel f agai nst having two overtired observers sonetinme |ater on."
"Ri ght."

The [ ast word was followed by silence fromthe scope on the table surface. Hal
| ooked at Amid. "Where's Cal as?" he asked. "I can have himfound," said Amd.

"Do that. Have himconme and join nme out at the edge of the |edge," said Hal
"Send out Od Man, too." "But Od Man never was a soldier," said Anmd,

frowning. "I didn't suppose so," said Hal. "But he's a very insightful sort.
Tell himl'd like himto join me, if he would."

11011, he'll be glad to, I'msure,"” said Amid. "I will. And you're right. He's
a very insightful individual." "And get sone rest yourself, when you can,"”
said Hal. "Remenmber what | just told Mssy. This could last five days or

nore; and we nmay need to be in the best possible shape at the very end of it.
He went out, and followed the closest corridor of trees to as close to the lip
of the | edge as he could get and still be hidden by tree branches overhead.
There, he seated hinself in the tree's shade, unfol ded his scope and keyed it
into the view he had asked Mssy to set up from above. The end of the road-and
as

far down as he could see it before it vani shed under the foliage of the
treetops that intervened because of the angle of the view -lay alien

intrusive and enpty in the jungle, beneath the
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rapidly warmng rays of the brilliant, white pinpoint of sun

rising ever higher in the sky overhead.

He | ooked away fromthe scope and at the scene as his unaided vision saw it.

It would be sone tine yet, as he had renmi nded M ssy and Anid. He decided to
follow Cletus's advice and let his conscious mind run freely over the terrain
while waiting for his unconscious mnd to produce sonme process for using it to
t he advant age of the people of the Guild.

In this case, that neant his remenbering the ground as he had covered it
during the first part of the previous day. He stared at the greenery bel ow and
the ground, together with the growth he had passed on it, began to unreel in
the eye of his menory, stride by stride. He was on his third survey of the
pattern he had covered when someone dropped down beside him breathing a
little heavily fromthe hurry in which he had cone.

It was Calas. "You wanted nme?" said the small, wiry ex-soldier. H s black hair
was di sordered on his head. "How much sleep did you have?" Hal asked. "I

didn't fold up until about an hour after you did. But |'ve slept until now, "
said Calas. "That's where they found me with the word you wanted ne."

Hal considered him "You're fromCeta," he said. "Were, on Ceta?" "Mnroe-|
don't guess you ever heard of it," Calas said. Hal shook his head. "It's a
tiny state, out in Czardisland Territory. " "Were you in any kind of mlitary
outfit there?" "Local mlitia," said Calas. "Hell, all we did was shoot at
targets, parade and get drunk together. W had uniforms, though. "

I 1And you got picked up for mlitary under the Ot hers and sent here, because
of that experience?" "Yes," said Calas. "I should have said | was a rancher



-variformsheep. | was that nore than | was a soldier. Born and raised on a
sheep farm" "Have you any idea which officers and sub-officers m ght be sent
out?" "No," said Calas. "it could be any one of the five force-|eaders, any of
t he groupnen and team | eaders of the
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active forces. Well now, wait, if the Commandant really wants results, he's
nost |ikely to send Force-leader Liu Hu Shen. Liu's the one Force there who
really gets a job done. That neans at |east one of the forces would be his,
and two of the groupnen and four team |eaders -al | of thempretty strong on
getting things done right, sinmply because Liu won't have anyone who won't do
what he tells them But the other force-|eader and his sub-officers could be
anyone-if there is another forcel eader. Conmandant Essley m ght just add
someone else's force to Liu's. Not that it matters. Any other force-I|eader

sent out is going to be second- i n-command to Liu."
- Is Liu just a better soldier than the others," Hal asked, "or does he happen
to like hunting down and killing Exotics?" "Likes it, | think," said Calas.

"But he's a good officer, too. Probably the best in the garrison-though nobody
likes him Wth him it's always done by the nunbers. Everything in line of
duty, that's Liu."

A faint sound on Hal's other side nade them both | ook and see O d Man now
sitting there. He smled at them and Hal smiled back. It was a contrast, he

t hought with approval. Here was Cal as, wound up to the tightness of a piano
string; while dd Man was his usual self. In fact, a sort of relaxed, al nost
grandfatherly, warnth seenmed to radiate fromhimas he sat there; and Cal as
was al ready perceptibly |l ess tense. "Thank you for joining us," said Hal, and
suddenly realized he was talking |like an Exotic.

ad Man smiled and bowed slightly fromhis sitting position. "I didn't ask you
to join us," said Hal, "for any specific reason. 1'd just like the benefit of
your opinion on anything about the situation that you think mght help. If you
don't mind staying here with us, we'll watch the soldiers as they nove in and
per haps you'll have some suggestions to nmake after you've seen them and the
way they act. -

A d Man nodded and sniled, He | ooked out over the jungle belowin the
direction fromwhich the soldiers would cone. Hal turned back to Calas. "You
don't have to stay with us now, if you'd like to get breakfast, or some such

thing," he said. "In fact, if you canic directly here after they woke you and
haven't eaten, |'d suggest you get sone food into you. It may be a long day's
watch. | won't need you back here until after the soldiers are in view on

t he scope, close enough so that you can tell nme who the inportant ones are and
how t hey mi ght act-or react."
Cal as nodded. It was an abrupt, rather ungraceful noverment after the nod Ad

Man had given. He got to his feet. "I'Il go eat,"” he said, "then I'll cone
back." "Take your time," said Hal. "It'll be three hours yet, anyway, before
expect to see the soldiers-and that's even if they left their garrison at
dawn. They wouldn't be | ikely to | eave before that, would they?"

Cal as gave a grunt of laughter. "No," he said. "Under anyone but Liu, they
woul dn't | eave even then. They might not get off until noon."

He turned and went. Hal and O d Man sat together in a silence that held no
need to be broken. The sun noved up into the sky. The hours passed. After a
whi |l e Cal as cane back. It was nearly noon by the tine a

line of four conbat vehicles nade their way up the road to the end of the
trail and stopped there, letting the search party out. "Liu," said Calas. Hal
saw t he one he meant. "Porphyry itself hasn't any at nosphere-to- space ships,
or any other above-surface vehicle they could use overhead?" Hal asked Cal as.
"Not Porphyry," said Calas. "They could call sone in from Qranton. " "Perhaps
that's what they'll do, then," said Hal. He turned to the scope, on which the
sol diers were now visible at close range, and pressed the chinme stud. The

voi ce of Hadnah spoke to him "Yes, Friencl?" "If Mssy's not awake, wake
her," said Hal. "Both of you forget the scope for now and watch for the
approach of any kind of atnosphere ship. Each of you take half the visible sky
to watch. It ought to be coming here in no particular hurry, but as



soon as you see anything in the air, even if you're not sure it's headed this
way, |let us know bel ow here. Anmid, are you listening?" "I'm1l istening for
Amid. He's lying down for a bit," said the voice- of Artur. "Good. Make him
rest as much as you can. Have everybody nake sure they're undercover, starting
now. W& may have aerial observation at any nonent from now on. Cal as says they
nmay
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get air assistance from Omanton. | don't know where that is, but it's got to
be cl ose as above-surface travel goes." "I'Il have soneone check to see
everyone's hidden, right away, Friend. " "Good," said Hal. "I'Il let you go
now. "

Artur sounded as if he was in control of hinself, Cee or no Cee, Hal thought
as he turned back to closely exam ning the soldiers shown in the scope. He
touched the controls to nove his own picture to a closer view of the soldiers
who had just got out of their vehicles and were forming up in units. "All
right," he said to Calas, "Liu is obvious, with that force-leader's insignia
on his lapels. Tell ne about the subofficers. " ' 'Right. See that thin
groupman in the tailored uniform wth the black, black eyebrows, right by
Liu, there?" said Calas. "That's the Uk, Sam Durkeley. He's Liu's pet. That
groupman just getting out of the cab of the second vehicle, and the one
formng up the first unit of men, are new since | was there. | don't know
them The other groupman just beyond the Uk is Ali D wan. The only
team | eader | know is the one backing the first vehicle off the road to turn

it around, so it's ready to head back. That's Jakob . . . can't renmenber his
| ast nane. He's pretty decent, conpared to nost of them There's nore | don't
know than | thought. | forget howlong it's been since | joined the Guild."

"It looks as if Liuis setting up a command post just off the end of the road
there," said Hal. "They're putting up a shelter. Do you suppose Durkel ey'|
stay with hin?" "He woul dn't be wearing that tailored uniformif he'd expected
to go slogging through the jungle," said Calas. "No, the Uk'11l be where Liu
is, you can count on it." "And Liu is obviously staying at the end of the
road," said Hal. "That ought to nean he's got enough confidence in his
sub-officers to let them nake the search out of his sight; since you said he
was the nost capable of the garrison's force-leaders. he wouldn't be letting
themdo it on their own sinply because he was | azy or unsure of hinself."
"Right," said Calas. "He's either got themscared, |ike old Jakob there, or
trained like the Uk. That doesn't mean he won't come on in, hinself, if they
find anything, or run into any

THE CHANTRY GUI LD

251

trouble. O he m ght show up when they don't expect himjust to keep them
wound up. That's the way he is."

The search party continued to get out of their vehicles, formup and nove off
into the jungle. "Calas," Hal said abruptly, "have you any idea how rmany nore

scopes we have that aren't in use at the nonment?" "No," said Calas, "I don't."
He scranbled to his feet. "I'lIl go find out," he said. "If there's three nore
that can be spared, will you bring themout here to ne?" said Hal. "Fromthe

way they're deploying I'd guess they're going to follow the plan ot'dividing
up the area and putting a teamin each section. W may need to keep track of
several different parties sinultaneously.” "I'll be back as quick as | can,"
said Calas, and went off at a run down the corridor of trees. Hal's eyes net
those of Ad Man and A d Man smled gently at him The scope before Hal
chimed. "Craft approaching by air at three o' clock," said the voice of Mssy,
of f screen.
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The craft was a surface-to-orbit shuttle bus, conpletely unsuited to
surveillance of the sort it was being put to here. The Cccupation was clearly
hard up for space- and-atnosphere craft. since the Exotics had gi ven away nost
of these with their spaceships to O d Earth, before yielding to control by the
O hers.

Very probably its pilot knew that this trip was sinply a waste of its time and
his; for the craft made two expl osive, supersonic passes over the area where
the troops were, far above the speed at which any naked eye observati on woul d
have been possible. Pictures, of course, could have been taken; but even if

t hey had been, Hal doubted that they would be subjected to the tineconsumn ng
careful exam nation that an expert woul d have to make to di scover evidence of
human occupation anywhere on them The tinme-cost of such expert attention to
all the small areas probably being searched at the same tine would be

prohibitive.

The chance was still there, of course. But it was so small that he thought
they could afford not to worry about that until it proved to have sone
subst ance.

Havi ng made its passes, the shuttle bus disappeared. Hal, with the other two,
went back to watching the depl oynent of the soldiers belowinto their various
assi gned areas of search

It was a slow dispersal, and the soldiers were not driving
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t hensel ves to acconplish it with anything nore than casual speed. As the units
departing the roadhead broke up into smaller and smaller units, their pace

sl owed progressively, until by the time they were down to the four individuals
that seemed to be the team nunber for an individual section of territory, they
were literally loafing along; and when at |ast they reached the area that was
to be theirs alone to search, they put thenselves first to the leisurely

busi ness of setting up tenporary canps.

Meanwhi | e, Procyon noved across the sky overhead and the day wore on. Hal and
A d Man sat still, engrossed in the devel oping situation as shown on the
screens of the four scopes that now sat in front of them since Calas had
rejoined them None of the soldiers, as yet, were close enough for naked-eye
observation. But Cal as becane nore and nore restless as the day wore on. Hal
could feel the tension in the wiry little man growing with the passing hours.
"Why don't they get it done, damm it?" exploded Calas finally. "Do you know
about the battle of Thernopyl ae?" asked Hal

Calas turned to look at him "No," Calas said. "It' happened on A d Earth
nearly three thousand years ago," Hal said. "Persia, a huge enpire of that
time, set out to conquer the city-states of the Greeks on a peninsula reaching
down fromthe southern part of Europe into the Mediterranean Sea. Xerxes, the
Persian ruler, attacked the Peninsula with a vast army. Hi s forces cl ashed
with seven thousand Greeks on a narrow strip of coastline with the sea on one
side and steep cliffs on the other. The sea was barred to the Persians by
Greek ships. The seven thousand Greeks on land were mainly from Sparta, a city
t hat produced the best hoplites in the world then-nmen armed with | arge shiel ds
and | ong spears, fighting in close formation. "

Hal paused. Calas was, at least, listening with every sign of interest. "For
three days of fighting Xerxes tried to get past the Spartans. But Leoni das,
King of Sparta and their conmander, with his troops, who--were nostly
Spartans, held them Then a Geek traitor showed the Persians a narrow
footpath up over the cliffs. They started to go up and around the Spartans to
take them from behi nd. Leonidas, |earning of this, sent nmpobst ot'his
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soldiers off inretreat. He, hinself, and three hundred of his Spartans wth

some of the allies fromother cities, stayed and defended. They who stayed

died fighting; but what they did allowed those sent off to get away safely."

He paused again, this tine glancing at Calas. "The place where they fought the

Persians and died," he said, "is called Thernopyl ae; and after, there was an

inscription put up there. It said 'go, stranger and tell the Spartans we lie

here in obedience to their conmmand. ' "

Hal stopped; he reached out and enl arged the view on one of the scopes. "And?"

said Calas. "What has all this three- thousand-yearold history to do with what

we' ve got down there?"

He jerked his hand at the valley below "Just that Leoni das knew what he was

deciding to do when he chose to stay and die-and those with himknew. " Ha

| ooked directly into the eyes of Calas. "W only have one life@and at its

end, there's one inportant question only. \Wether what we did praises or

condemms us in our own eyes. And judgnment cae rest on any nonent's decision or

action, fromall our years.

ad Man bowed as only he could froma seated position, toward Hal. Hal | ooked

at him "Now, why?" he said to Ad Man. "I only put a truth into words. " "It

was the truth I bowed to," said Od Man; and sniled. "All right, all right
muttered Cal as, peering into his scanner, "you don't have to underline

it. Maybe | know what you nean better than you think. Don't forget | figured

nmysel f for dead, under the rocks of that slide, when | heard those mates of

m ne taking off w thout digging for ne."

But fromthen on he watched the screen before himclosely, continuously and

wi t hout fidgeting.

By the time the sun began to set, the soldiers below had all rmade their

i ndi vi dual canps. A few of the separate teans had even made a brief search of

part of their assigned area. But nost had sinply spent their time setting up

shelters and building a

fire. They sat around the fires as darkness grew, talking and drinking from

their canteens, and when, at last, there was nothing to be seen fromthe | edge

but deep shadow where forest

foliage had been visible, the numerous firelights flickered and twi nkled |ike

echoes of the stars that grew into brightness overhead. "Friend?"

Hal had heard the footsteps com ng up behind them but, still caught in his

| ong day's observation of what was below, on identifying themas the footsteps

of Artur he had merely noted them and returned to his concentration on what

was lit on the screen before himby the light of one of the fires bel ow. Now

he roused and answered. "Yes?" he said.

He got to his feet, cranped by the |ong watch. Beside him Calas and A d Man

were also rising. "I thought | could take over for you here," said Artur. "At

ni ght, there's not much need for a skilled watcher; and you'll need rest."

"True," said Hal

The darkness was deep enough so that the two men were standi ng cl ose together

Hal caught the faint sour odor of nervous perspiration fromthe other. Fresh

sweat raised by the body in response to physical effort did not have that

snell. "I'Il head back in, then," he added. "Calas, Add Man, cone al ong

Am d's probably going to want to talk to us about what we've seen."

He stepped around Artur, making it a point to pass so closely his el bow

brushed lightly for a second against the shirt of the Assistant QGuil dnaster

Sure enough, Artur's shirt was soaked through with sweat. "Make sure you get

enough sl eep yourself," Hal said to Artur as he passed, "Don't worry about

me," Artur's voice canme, controlled and | evel behind him "I'mw de awake."

"Cood,,, said Hal

He led the two with himto Amid' s reception building. Wthin, Amd was

tal king, also by firelight, but artificial illumnation as well, to Onete. ".



- . Al right," said Onete, breaking off whatever she had been saying as he
cane in the door. "I'll be going."

She smled at Hal and the others as she passed them on her way out. The door
shut behi nd her.
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"Come and sit down," said Amid. They did so. There was a rough circle of
chairs to one side of the table where the map was laid out, in one of which
Ami d sat. They took others facing him "You put in an extended watch," Amd
said. "How are you all?" "Myself,"” said Hal, "I"'mstill alittle stiff from
sitting that long. But it's sonething that'll work itself out.” "I'mfine,"
said Cal as-but there was tiredness to be heard in his voice. dd Man sniled
and nodded. "What were you able to figure out about them and their plans for
searching?" Am d asked Hal. "Mst of what | saw just confirmed what | told you

earlier," said Hal. "They've clearly divided the area into small sections
they're going to search in no great hurry, with units of four searchers to the
section. Thanks to Calas, | understand nore about sone of their officers than

| did. But before we get into that, you know that Artur's taken over as night
guard, replacing us?" "Yes," said Amid. Hs winkled old face squeezed up in a
frown that would have been alnost comical if it had not been so concerned. "He
knows it doesn't do any good, but he feels better out there, where he can

wat ch where Cee nust be, even if he doesn't know exactly where she is and
couldn't see her down there, even if he knew. There's no great need for himto
be doing anything else. | thought he m ght as well be busy at what he wanted,
so | agreed to let himtake the night watch. There's no problemw th that, is
there?" "Not fromthe standpoint of safety," Hal said. "How nuch sleep has he
had?" "He told nme he'd had over six hours last night," said Amid I'Il ve only
got his word for it. What is it? Are you afraid he mght fall asleep out there
on watch?" "No," said Hal. "But you can be w de awake on very little sleep and
still not thinking straight-even though you think you are. |

"I'"'mnot sure | believed that about the six hours, but | believe himwhen he
says he couldn't sleep nowif he tried," said Am d -

"Why's it inportant? The soldiers certainly won't do anything during the

ni ght ?"

"No," said Hal. "They can't search in the dark; and they're

not the type for night exercises, even if they were trained to it, which
doubt." "I never got any training in night exercises, when | was with them"
said Calas. "Garrison people, that's all they are."™ "But what did you learn

t hen?" asked Ami d. "Anything that can hel p?" "That surveillance craft possibly
took pictures of the whole area," Hal said, "but as we agreed last night, it's
doubtful they'll be studied by anyone able to pick up the small signs that'd
show we' re here, under the cover and canoufl age you' ve set up. Chances are
nore |likely some officer'll just run an eye quickly over themto see if
there' re any obvious signs of people-and that, they won't find. " "Yes, but
the soldiers," said Amid. "How likely are they to notice some sign of our
presence, down there in the flatland? After all, we do have foragers down
there often; and there's the spot where Onete's been nmeeting Cee."” "I'd hate
to prom se anything," Hal said, "but even if they do recognize sone signs of
people, fromwhat | sawtoday |I think we'll be fairly safe if we just sit
tight up here. That ought to include, by the way, not naking any noi ses that
could be reflected down into the valley. As we sat on the edge of the |edge, |
could hear the sounds of the Guild people noving about here, reflected off
that cliff-face above us. Sound rises rather than falls; but we should stil
keep things quiet until the soldiers are gone," "W can do that," said Anmid.
He made a note. "I'Il see to it. 1,

"As far as the soldiers thenselves go," Hal said, "they all nmoved clunsily

t hrough the forest, making harder work than they needed to of getting places
init. They've got the city-bred tendency to try to push their way through
undergrowth with main strength, rather than slip through at the best place for
it. Also, very few of themset up canp in the best places available. The few
who did, | think, did it by accident. They're certainly not Wods-w se; and
they're probably not too happy to be here. That attitude' |l hel p nmake them



carel ess when they start searching.
He paused.
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"Those are the nost certain points about them | picked up today; that and the
i nformati on Calas was able to give nme about certain officers. Basically, from
what Cal as says, we've got to deal with a commander who's sonething of a
martinet, |eading poorly trained and notivated troops. What that adds up to is
that he'll probably be used to cl ubbing them netaphorically speaking-to get
results. Which in turn neans they' |l slack off the mnute he's out of sight,
no matter how rmuch they night be afraid of himfinding out about their doing
that, later. |I'd guess that unless something favors them we're pretty secure
up here. Cee, even, should be fairly safe down there, unless she literally

wal ks into their hands."

He stopped and | ooked questioningly at AOd Man. "Anything to add?" he asked.
"They'l|l sleep poorly tonight," said Od Man with one of his gentle sniles.
"They' re peopl e of bad conscience trying to rest under unfamliar conditions.
Their sleep and their dreams will be bad; and tonorrow they' |l be nore tired
than usual, and so nore likely to m ss seeing things they night notice

ot herw se. "

He fell silent and, with Hal, |ooked at Calas. Calas cleared his throat. "M?"

he said. "You want a report fromme on thern?" "Certainly," said Hal. "Well, |
wasn't really watching themthe way | should have, earlier in the day. |
didn't really look at themthen. Friend, | have you to thank for making nme try

to actually see them rather than just sit up there and swear at their being
here." "Wat did you see when you did | ook closely?" Hal said. "A lot of
thern're new since | was there. Not that there's any really knew well; but the
faces of the ones who were there when | was there, |'d recognize. You know?
So, nost of themare faces | never saw before, which neans they're new, but
they're going to be just like we all were. Mst of therri'll have cone out
with something to drink-liquor, |I mean-in their canteens or hidden in the

equi prent they're carrying; and so nost of therri'll be drinking tonight. 1'd
have been drinking, even though | wasn't that much of a drinker when | was
with them just to help ne sleep out here and nake it nore confortable. Mre'n
a few |l have hangovers, tonorrow.

He paused a nonent.
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"Some won't drink at all, of course,” he said. "W've got sone Friendlies and
ot hers who' ve got individual reasons for never drinking. Anyway, that's one

t hi ng. "

Hal, Amid and O d Man waited. "Something else, though," said Calas. "I didn't

think of it until you told nme about decisions; but friends tend to stick

toget her, and the groupnen and team| eaders usually let them Because that
makes it easier for the sub-officers. That nmeans in nost of those units of
four, there's alnost sure to be at |least two who're side-by-siders. That neans

those two' Il stick together and the other two'll have to tag along with them
Also it neans that one of the two is the | eader of the two. So you' ve got one
man in each four-man unit who'll probably end up making up the mnds of the

ot her three, whenever there's something to make up minds about. | don't know
just how knowi ng that'll help; but maybe you, Friend, can see sone use init."
Hal nodded slowy. "It may apply," he said. "Apply to what?" Am d asked
sharply, then imredi ately softened his voice to its usual gentle tone. "I'm

sorry. Do | sound bad-tenpered? | don't mean to. It's just that it's been a
long night and a long day-- "You don't sound bad-tenpered," said Hal, "and to
answer

your question, there's sonething about what | saw of their dispersal down
there today that bothers ne. There're patterns to everything that hunmans do,
and there's something about the pattern of the way they' ve set up for their
search that bothers nme, only | can't put ny finger on just what it is. 1've
got ny own system for figuring out cause and effect, which generally hel ps
with problens Iike this; but right now it doesn't seemto have enough



information to work with. I'lIl be able to tell you nore tonorrow, when they
begi n actively searching. "

The door to the building banged open and Onete entered, followed by two nmen
wearing the large white kitchen duty aprons everyone used on that job. Al
three were carrying trays heavy with cl oth-covered dishes. Anmi d popped to his
feet and whi sked the map off the table as Onete | ed her companions to it.
They set the trays down on the tabl e and began unl oadi ng the di shes. "You
haven't eaten, any of you, all day," said Amd. "I
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asked Onete to go for food as soon as you got here. | may not be able to get
Artur to eat, but I can nake sure the rest of you are fed. "

At the sight and snell of the food in the dishes, Hal becane aware of how
hungry he was. "Thank you," he said, pul | ing his chair up to the table as

A d Man and Cal as joi ned him

After they had eaten and the others had gone, Hal stayed behind at Amd's
request. "I'mworried about Artur," said Amid. "As | said, he's not eating. |
don't really believe he's sleeping, either. He acts just the way he does

usual l'y; but | know himwell enough to know he's tearing hinself to pieces
over this business of Cee being down there with those soldiers. You see, he
feels responsible.” "Yes," said Hal, "that would fit his pattern.” "He shares
your belief, as we were saying," Amid went on, "that Cee's probably foll owed
one of us back under the boulder and right up to the | edge. That she knows
where we live. He's afraid that if the soldiers catch her, they may assune
she's one of us and try to get her to tell themwhere we are. "Yes," said Hal
"that would fit their pattern, too." "So, if they threaten to hurt her to nake
her tal k, she'll have no,choice but to tell them Then, when they find the
stone in place, they may think she's lying and doesn't really know@ and then
they'Il kill her. On the other hand we can't |eave the way open; so in a way
we-and he-will be responsible for her death; and she's just a little girl."
"Never try to predict what an individual will do under torture,"” Hal said.
"I't's not a matter of will power. The individual doesn't even know hinself
until the time conmes. The bravest can crack and people you woul dn't expect it
fromw |l die without saying a word. She m ght sinply refuse to talk at all
"But then they might torture her to death, to try to nmake her talk!" Amd
seened to shrink. "W can't let that happen!"™ "You can. You nust-if there's no
way to avoid it,"” said Hal. "It won't save her to throw away the lives of
everyone else in the Guild-and what the Guild might nean for the rest of your
Exotics, soneday. But keep your mind filled about how horrible Cee's situation
could be, and sooner or later you, or Artur, or sonebody else'll try sone
schenme that doesn't have a
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chance of succeeding, one that'll dunp all of you into the soldiers' hands."
"Even if we could-," said Amid. "Even if we could accept sacrificing her

Artur never could. Never!" " Then lock himup," said Hal, "until the soldiers
aregone."” "W can't do that!" "He'd hate you for it," said Hal. "But it may be
t he kindest way of dealing with him" " |I'Il speak to him" said Arid. He did
not wing his hands. They lay still in his lap, but he mght as well have been
wringing them "If he can convince the rest he believes Cee will be safe-"

"You know yourself that's not good enough, even if he could do it," said Hal
"Your fellow Quild nmenbers are alnost all Exotics. They're too enmpathic to be
fool ed just by his pretending not to be concerned. He's actually got to face
the chance that Cee may die; and, by his exanple in facing that fact, |ead the
rest of the community into facing it, too. Anything less than that won't work.
More than that, it'd be wong." "Wong?" Am d sounded shocked. "Yes," said
Hal , "because you'd be letting a situation that's out of your control upset
your people at the very time when this community needs to keep its norale as
hi gh as possible, and its thoughts as clear as possible. | prom se you, if |
see any hope of doing anything at all for Cee, 1'll let you all know and I'|
do it nyself, if that's what's best. But until a real chance to hel p her
appears, two things need to be done; and they're very hard things, especially
for you Exotic-born Guild nmenbers. One, the nenbers have to accept the fact

t hat whatever is going to happen to Cee will happen, and they can't do

anyt hing about it, as things stand now. Second, Artur has got to face that
fact himself, and show the rest of the community that he's done so.

There was a | ong nonment before Amd answered. , ,It'll be hard enough for us,"
he said. "For Arturinmpossible. " "Then lock himup, as | say."



Amid did not answer. Hal got to his feet. "I"'msorry," he said gently, |ooking
down on the old man who seened to have shrunk within the confines of his chair
until he was no bigger than child-sized hinmself. "Sooner or |ater
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everyone reaches a day on which he or she has to face things like this. It
does no good to pretend such a day won't ever cone."

He waited, a nonment longer. "It's your decision,” he said. "If you think of
some way | can help, call me. I"'mgoing to get sone rest now, while I can."”
He went out. The follow ng norning he watched the sunrise as usual with dd
Man and then took his position on the ledge's Iip with the scopes. Cal as
joined themshortly thereafter. But it was a good three hours after that
before the first of the searching groups down bel ow began to go to work; and
at that tinme sone of them had just wakened.

Hal | eaned forward suddenly and turned up the magnification on one of the
scopes. "Calas," he said. "What's that they're putting on the ends of their
needl e guns? Sonething |like an expl osives thrower."

Cal as | ooked. "Ch, that," he said. "They're catch-nets. They use thema | ot
when chasi ng escaped prisoners-or taking any prisoners they' Il want to
guestion before they shoot them You know how a needl e gun wor ks?"

Hal smiled. "Yes," he said. As he had | earned, growi ng up on Dorsai, the
riflelike needle gun was a universal favorite as a weapon for field troops
mai nl y because its magazine could hold up to four thousand of the needles that
t he weapon fired.

Each of the needles could be lethal if it hit a vital spot; but a spray of
them was al nost certain to bring down a human target. one way or another. The
needl es were slirn little things, hardly bigger than their average nanesakes
that were used for ordinary sewing. A kick froma machi ne-wound spring unit or
froma cylinder of highly conpressed air flicked the needles clear of the
muzzl e of the gun and started themtoward their target. But each needl e was
like a miniature rocket. A solid propellant, ignited by the needle's escape
fromthe nuzzle of the rifle, drove it up to three hundred nmeters in a
straight line toward whatever it had been ained at. Al needles fired on the
same trigger pull formed a spiral pattern that spread as it approached its
target, like shot fromthe nmuzzle of an ancient shotgun

The advantages lay, therefore, in the amount of firepower froma relatively
[ight weapon; plus the fact that the needl e gun
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was al nost invul nerable to di sabl ement through m suse. You could drag it

t hrough the nmud, or recover it from being under half a mle of water for six
nonths, and it would still work. Mreover, the fact that it could be used in
poorly trained hands to spray the general area of an eneny |ike a hose, nade
it extrenely popul ar.

It also could deliver a number of auxiliary devices, kicking themclear with
spring or conpressed gas, to be self-propelled toward a particular target. But
this catch-net device was one Hal had never encountered before; probably
because, as Calas had said, its design fitted it rather for police than
mlitary use. | "They've got seeker circuits in the noses," said Calas. "Once
fired, the catch-net capsule hones in on the first human body it cones cl ose
t o- conbi nati on of body heat, bodily electrical circuitry and so forth,
under st and-and when it gets right close to them it blows apart and spreads a
net that drops over the body. As | say, they use them for recapturing

prisoners and things like that. In fact, | think the catch-net was designed in
the first place for prison guards and police crowm control. That sort of
t hi ng. "

Hal checked the other scopes. All the soldiers who were ready to begin
searching had the catch-net capsul es perched |ike blunt-nosed rockets on the
barrel -ends of their needl e guns.

He sat back to see how the search woul d devel op. As the sun mounted in the
sky, this second norning, all the individual search units were finally at
wor k. Hal checked the conmmand post at the roadhead and saw that Liu was stil
there, with the sergeant Calas had called "the Uk" in attendance. Cutside



Liu's shelter an operations table with map screen in its surface and

per manent |y nmounted scopes stood in the daylight. One of the vehicles in which
the searching party had come out was still there and parked by the table,
undoubt edly generating power for the table, as well as the conforts of the
conmand shelter, on tight-beamcircuit.

A d Man reached over suddenly, just before noon, and tapped with his finger on
the screen of the scope before Hal. Hal |ooked, but saw nothing to explain the
other man's drawing his attention to it. Still, the slim yellow fingertip
rested on the screen, which was now showi ng a mass of forest undergrowth just
beyond the two soldiers they had in focus there at the nmoment. Hal kept his
eyes on that area of the screen, waiting;
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and, after a nmonent, he too saw what had caught O d Man's eye-a flicker of
novenent .

He watched. A small, slim brown body was noving parallel to the searching
soldiers, at a distance fromthem of perhaps ten neters. Hal continued to

wat ch and for a noment she was fully in view, before the greenery hid her
again. It was Cee, with, as before, nothing but the length of vine with its
split-open pod shape a few inches to one side of her navel. 'l don't think
they've seen her," said Hal. "No," answered A d Man. "Seen who?" demanded
Calas. Once nore dd Man's finger tapped and held on the screen. Calas stared
at it. After a long noment he whistled softly and sat back

He | ooked at Hal. "What should we do?" he asked. "What woul d you suggest we
do?" Hal said, neeting his eyes. Calas stared at himfor a | ong nonent and

t hen | ooked away. Hal softened his voice. "For now," he said, "you concentrate
on that screen. Try to keep Cee in sight, but watch particularly for any sign
ei ther of those soldiers've spotted her." "Yes. Yes, | will," said Calas,
fixing his gaze tightly on the screen

Hal flicked the controls on another scope so that he had a v ew of the whole
area. A few nore finger-taps overlaid the picture of the land belowwith a
ghostly map of that same area, but divided into sections, with small bright
lights in each section, each representing one of the searching sol diers.

The pattern in the process of search which he had not been able to find but
whi ch he had sensed was in the making there still bothered him The troops
bel ow were equi pped not only with their weapons but with all other ordinary
field equipnment. including helnets that would have built-in comunications
equi prent, putting themin verbal contact with their fellov" searchers, their
i mredi ate sub-officer, and even the command base. He wi shed for a nonment he
could tune in on what was being said over that comuni cati ons network. That
rem nded hi mof another, earlier, wish, which was that the Quild, in addition
to what other equipnent they had possessed, had seen fit to equip thensel ves
with a long range ear-gun-a listening device that allowed the one using it to
pi ck up even a faint noise

froma specific spot no larger than an adult human hand and a kil onmeter or
nore distant.

As it was, he had a view of the searchers, but no idea of what they were
saying. Wth the ear-gun he coul d have overheard conversati ons even back at

t he conmmand post where Liu waited. But to want what was not available was a
waste of tine. He put both desires from himand considered the pattern of
ghost map and |ights once nore.

Wth intuitional |ogic he should have been able to track down what he felt

i medi ately. The fact he could not nmeant that to intuitional |logic the pattern
he sensed was not there. Either there actually was no such thing, or a
necessary link in the logic chain that would relate it to what he saw at the
nmonent was missing. A word overheard fromone of the searchers mi ght have
filled that gap. Particularly since he had known Amanda, he trusted his
instincts nore than ever before; and now his instincts were positive that
there was a pattern to the devel opment of the situation bel ow himthat he
could not yet see.

He | eaned forward sharply to peer at the screen he had been watching. "Wat is
it?" asked Calas. He glanced up to see both Calas and O d Man watching him

"I's Cee still follow ng those two sol diers?" Hal asked. "Yes." Cal as nodded
enphatically. "Has either one of them seen her, as far as you can tell?" "Not
as far as | could tell.” "Or 1,- said Ad Man unexpectedly.

Hal | ooked back at the screen before him "Wat is it?" said Calas again.
"They may not be as inept as | was thinking they were," said Hal. "Perhaps
some of them ve had sone field training after all. " "Some'll have had

training rounding up prisoners before," said Calas. "That's all." "That may be



enough," said Hal. He pointed at the screen before himw th the ghost map and
the lights. "Or they nmay be wearing sone special equipnent-heat sensors or
such that would warn them Cee was followi ng. Those two soldiers just began
searching outside their own area.” "Qutside . . . ?" said Calas. "They're
still noving in a straight line, and it's taken them
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over into the territory of another search unit-as best | can judge where the
boundaries of the territories are-"

He broke off. "There it is," he said. "I see what they're doing now. " "What
are they doing?" asked Cal as. "Those soldiers Cee's followi ng have spotted her
after all. They're | eading her on. Take a |l ook at the screen. The other search

teans are changing their pattern. The team | eading her is keeping on going
forward, to lead her into position, and gain tinme for a good nunber of the
others who're close to nove into a circle around her. Then, as they nove in,

using their helnmet conmunication, they'll draw the circle tighter around her
When she finally begins to suspect and makes a break for it, it'll not only be
these two, but a |lot of the others, who ought to have a good shot at her with
those catch-nets of theirs. Unless sh, @stops followi ng these two now, | think
she's virtually certain to be captured.”

There was the sound of feet on the gravel-like soil behind them They al
turned. Onete came up and stopped before themall. But it was to Hal she

spoke. "Artur's gone," she said breathlessly. "Evidently, he left last night.
Rol | ed the boul der aside and rolled it back in place after him He left a note
by t he boul der.

She paused to catch her breath. "He said he was sorry, but he had to go down
to do what he could to protect Cee. He asked themto | eave the boulder in

pl ace as long as they could before they felt they had to replace it with the
rock plug. Just in case he was able to bring her back up to safety after all."
CHAPTER

26

"And it's been left?" asked Hal. "It's been left,"” answered Onete. "Everyone
wants it that way. "

There was nothing they could do fromthe | edge but watch. Onete left them
again. In the next three-quarters of an hour as Procyon clinbed brilliantly
into a clear sky, Cee shadowed the two soldiers and was drawn into a sem -open
area with short but vertical, near-unclinbable cliffs on two sides of it; and
with now nmore than two dozen of the follow ng nenbers of the Cccupationa
Troops closing in behind her to shut off escape back the way she had cone.

She clearly heard them noving in on her, as they drew close; but the sounds
must have come fromall directions, so that she turned, ready to flee one way,
then hesitated, turned to run in another, and hesitated again.

The hesitations were what doonmed her. If she had raced full tilt for their
line at the first noise, she would have had some chance, at |east, of dodgi ng
between two of them tw sting, ducking, evading their grasps and so getting
away. But at her first betrayal of the fact she had heard them they all burst
into a run toward her, so that when she began to run, herself, they were

al ready closing in on her

She checked and stood, |egs spread apart, one in advance of the other. She had
evidently been carrying sonething cupped in
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each hand all this tinme; and she now t hrew these two things, whatever they
were, at the men nost directly before her

The throws were delivered with the kind of power and accuracy that could only
cone fromlong practice. Wth a sidearm noti on her whol e body sent the
mssiles on their way, and to the surprise of those on the | edge as well as
that of the soldiers, the two men she had thrown at went over backwards and
down, while she dashed forward again at the gap in their line she had now
creat ed.

Al most, she made it. But the others were too close. Nets exploded into

exi stence in the air above and around her, dropped and envel oped her; and a
nmonent | ater her net-swathed body di sappeared under the swarm of adult

figures.

Fromthe ledge it was still plain, however, that she was not easy to subdue.
The huddl e of soldiers' backs, which was all those on the | edge could see,
heaved and nmoved for sonme tiine@and it was only the sudden appearance of Liu
Hu Shen and the Urk that stopped one of the soldiers who had finally reversed
his needle gun, raised it, and seened about to use it as a club

The huddl e struggled a bit nmore and then went still. Hu Shen clearly was

i ssuing orders right and left. There were now between twenty and thirty of the
uniformed nen in the clearing, and at | ast the group hol ding her stopped its
struggle, indicating she had finally been held and i mmobili zed.

In remarkably short tinme the power pistol which the Uk had been carrying had
been used to cut down a nunber of trees, large and small, to enlarge the

cl earing; the cut-down upper parts being hauled off to one side by teans of
the nmen. Left standing were two trees about ten nmeters apart. By this tinic

t hree dome-shaped battle tents had al so been erected. The monent the first of
t hese were up, the huddl e of men carrying Cee, invisible in their mdst, noved
intoit, to come out its entrance a little later by twos and threes with every
sign of relief'. Clearly Cee had been left, tied down or otherw se secured.
sonmewhere within. "Bastards!" said Cal as.

Li u, who had been generally overseeing the work being done, now for the first
time went into the building where Cee had been taken. He was inside for only a
few m nutes, however, before he came out again, crossed the clearing and
entered one of the
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other structures, into which his men had been bringing various furniture, such
as chairs, a desk and a cot. They had brought the furniture folded up in
carrying cases; and once the furniture was inside, they reclosed the cases and
carried theminto the third done.

Cal as' s gaze, however, was all on the structure into which they had taken Cee.
"They could be working on her in there right now" he growed. "I don't think
so," said Hal. "My guess is Liu just stepped inside with her | ong enough to
see if she'd answer him but not really expecting her to. Wen she didn't, he
left her tied up; or however she's restrained, in there, for now " "That's
your guess," said Calas nutinously. "I know the kind of shithouse sweepi ngs
they've got in that outfit!"™ "I believe you do," said Hal, "but | also believe
they won't dare do anything they aren't ordered to do by that comandi ng

of ficer, fromthe way you' ve described him And he won't want any of them
touchi ng Cee-just yet, anyway." "Another guess?" Calas said. "No. Look down
there for yourself,"” said Hal. "If he'd wanted to question Cee physically, the
obvi ous place for it would have been back at his base, in Porphyry. They've
undoubt edly got the equipnment for it back there-" "That's true enough," said
Cal as, under his breath. "But back there, he'd have superiors who night take
not only control away fromhim" said Hal, "but whatever glory there m ght be
in catching the fanous little wild girl. It just might be, too, that Liu has a
pretty | ow opinion of the officers over him™"

Cal as nodded. "You nean, he's right in feeling that way?- asked Hal. "Unl ess



t hey' ve got sone brighter ones in since | was around,"” said Calas. "Right up
to the Conmander, the rest are all the sort that want to get to their desk at
el even in the norning, sign half a dozen papers, then go to lunch and take the
rest of the day off. You're right, as long as he stays out here, he's the one
in charge. " "Yes," said Hal, "and he stands to gain nore credit; which none
of his superiors can take away fromhim if he comes in, not orily with the
girl, but with as many nore strays and outl aws
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as he can pick up and bring back. As | say, take a | ook down there. Don't
those two tents and the cut-down trees make it | ook Iike he's planning to stay
a day or two, at least?" "Yes," said Calas, somewhat grudgingly, |ooking at
them "It's a good guess, then," said Hal, "he's been | ookin@, beyond Cee's
capture all along. He'll be pretty sure she knows who el se lives around here,
and he'll want her help in finding them "

H s eyes met Calas's brown ones. "You nean he knows about the Chantry Guil d?"
"Quesses, at least," said Hal. "He may have picked up bits of information from
t ownspeopl e he's questioned, and gotten enough out of themto at |east suspect
there's some kind of' comunity of free Exotics up here. That's why he'll be
in no hurry to get his nmen back to barracks; and that's why he won't hurt Cee,
to begin with at least. He may even try to nmake friends with her." , ,Lots of
luck!" Calas cleared his throat, and spat, deliberately, over the edge of the
cliff before them "If she wouldn't answer when Artur tried to talk to her and
she'd barely answer Onete, Liu's chances of naking friends with her

Cal as ran out of figures of speech, into silence. "But it's still all just
your guesses, all the sane," he said, at last, to Hal. "Od Man," said Hal
turning to the silent figure beside them "what do you think?" "I think you're
probably right," said AOd Man softly. Calas turned to stare at the

whi t e-bearded, thin face. "He'll need the child in good physical shape to |ead
themto whoever else is hemand if he's got any experience at all wth
managi ng prisoners, he'll know she'll be nmore willing to help himif she
bel i eves he doesn't plan to hurt them when he gets them So |I'd think he'l
begin, at least, by making ier as confortable as possible; while at the sane
time makinf, sure she doesn't run away. Also, he'll try to give the inpression
that it's just a matter of time before he finds the other people, whether she
hel ps or not, and a leisurely attitude to the situation is going to help al ong
that illusion."”

As usual, when O d Man tal ked at any length at all, the Guild nenbers had a
tendency to listen attentively. Calas listened. Wien Od Man fell silent

agai n, he nodded, slowy.
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"Right," he said. "it makes sense. But what happens if she still doesn't
answer hin? He's going to run out of patience sooner or later." "W'I|l have to

wat ch, wait, and hope sone kind of opportunity cones up for us to do sonethi ng
about the situation, wthout risking discovery of the Guild," said Hal. "I
don't know what other option we've got. Do you?"

After a long nonment, Calas slowy shook his head again, and turned back to

wat chi ng the screens showi ng where Cee was being held. Mssy and Hadnah had
followed the action of the chase closely and now held the area of the three
buil dings and the clearing in a good-sized picture. Calas sat unnoving and

wat chi ng, but now he watched the way a wolf might, at a rabbit hole.

It was mi dafternoon when he suddenly expl oded into speech. "By God, they've
got him" It was unnecessary to ask who had been nmeant by "him" Artur was the
only one down there likely to be brought in as a

captive. By rights it should have been M ssy or Hadnah who first caught sight
of the large man and his two captors, benefiting fromthe hi gher angle of
their post of observation. But evidently the approach had been under the cover
of treetops, which were

nore an obstacle to those view ng high on the nmountainside, than Hal and the
other two with him "He doesn't | ook very nussed up," Calas went on. "You'd
have t hought soneone |ike himwho could nove that boul der at the foot of the
path out of his way and then roll it back could have put up nore of a fight
before they took him" "He's unarned," said Hal. "Wat would you do if you
wer e

faced with a needl e gun-and both those soldiers bringing himin have then®"
There was a pause. "You're right," said Calas; but he said it grudgingly.



Artur had plainly given his clothing some thought before he dressed to | eave
the | edge. He was wearing green shorts and shirt, and boots nade of rough

| eather tanned a light brown. He would not have been easy to spot anpbng the
grow h bel ow unl ess he noved. On the other hand, Hal guessed that Artur knew
| ess than not hi ng about noving inconspi cuously through the high-altitude
forest bel ow.

Cee, on the other hand, could have given any one of them
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lessons. If it had not been for the heat sensors, or whatever other
technol ogi cal aids the soldiers had been carrying, Hal woul d have been wlling

to bet she could have noved around and between them all day |ong without being
spot t ed.

As the two guarding Artur brought himinto the canp, one of' the dozen who had
stayed around after the three shelters had been set up ducked into the other
tent, the one holding Liu. A nmonent |ater the commandi ng officer canme out and
stood while Artur was brought face to face with him

They stood | ooking at each other. The screen showed their lips noving. Hal's
ability to read lips had becone rusty over the last few years and the angle at
whi ch the screen showed the two had Artur's back to himand Liu's face averted
to the point where he could see only the left corner of his lips. He could not
make out what either nan was saying. However, they talked for no nore than a
few m nut es.

The conversation ended with Liu abruptly turning around and re-entering his
shelter. The two escorting soldiers, apparently having been given their orders
by their disappearing conmander, took Artur to one of the two trees that had
not been cut down. They tied himto it, in standing position with his back to
the tree trunk, enclosing himw th what seened an excessive nunber of turns of
rope around his body and the tree. He stood with his back to the tree, unable

to nove even in small ways. "Now what?" asked Calas. "I believe," said Ad Mn
in his soft voice, "that the officer has decided to | eave himthere to think
his situation over." "Does Artur know they've got Cee, do you think?" asked
Calas, looking fromdd Man to Hal and back agai n.

A d Man said nothing. "I don't think so," answered Hal, "any nore than | think

they've let Cee know they've got him Liu' s probably planning to spring the
news on both of themwhen the tine's right to goet the nost shock val ue from
doing it."

That may have been the conmander's plan, but in any case he seemed in no hurry
to carry it out. Procyon descended in tile west and the stars cane out. The
forest bel ow becane one dark. nysterious nass, with the exception of two small

spots. One was where a blaze of artificial light lit up the clearing in tile
di stance where the trucks were still parked. The other, closer. was nore
directly bel ow the watchers, where Artur stood, stil

tied to the tree, and with Liu still out of sight in his shelter. From one of

the other donmes trays with covered dishes were carried into the tent that was
Liu's, and it was perhaps three-quarters of an hour afterward that he finally
made an appear ance.

The Uk hurried up to himand was told sonething. The tall, thin underofficer
in the tailored uniformwent off to the shelter that held Cee, and re-energed
a fewmnutes later, followed by two soldiers with the little girl held
between them her hands tied behind her

She was making no effort to wal k under her own power. Her knees were bent and
the two soldiers were forced to carry her to the other tree that had been left
uncut, where she was roped into the same upright position Artur had been tied
into. After a few nonents, she unbent her knees and took the weight of her
body on her feet.

Her face had that blank | ook of a child' s which could indicate anything from
an extreme of terror to conplete i nconprehension. Her eyes followed the Uk as
he went to speak to Liu.

Liu and the Uk came toward her. Behind the two nen, in the center of the
clearing, a large open fire was being built. It was not an unreasonable thing
to do. At night, because of the altitude, even here at the base of t he

nmount ai ns proper, the nights were cool, for all that they were al nost on the
equator of the planet. But it did not get so cold that a fire so |l arge had any
real utility. Cee, herself, was obviously used to the nighttine tenperatures,



whi ch she faced uncl ot hed.

She was still unclothed now, nmore so, in fact, because her vine-pod girdle had
been taken fromher. But, as Hal had noticed on first seeing her when he had
been with Amanda, her nakedness was such a natural and unconscious state that,
i f anything, she nmade those around her in clothes | ook unnatural. Her
expression remained bl ank as the two men cane up to her, and Liu spoke to her
It was intensely frustrating to Hal not to be able to catch enough of the
officer's Iip movenents to guess at |least a word or so fromhim or fromone
of the soldiers.

In any case, she did not answer. Only, now, she stared directly at Liu,
instead of the Uk, with that conpl etely unfathonmable, conpletely observant,
open-eyed stare of which only the young are capable.

Liu's Iips noved again. The expression of his face grew stern.
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There was no novenent of |ips or change of appearance in the girl before him
He gl anced at the Urk, beside him and the Uk said sonething. "I think," said

A d Man unexpectedly, "he asked for confirmation of the fact that she actually
knows how to speak, and understands Basic."

Hal | ooked suddenly at the brown eyes in the agel ess face behind the white
beard. "You read |ips?" he asked, al nost sharply.

A d Man shook his head. "No," he answered, "I only guess. But | think it's a
good guess. And | think this Uk is rem nding himshe was six years or ol der
when her parents died."

Liu turned away and went back past the fire to Artur. Hi s face was now so
averted in the picture shown on the screen before Hal that it was obviously

usel ess even to try to read lips. "I'd say your guess may have been pretty
close to the mark," he told A d Man. "What do you think he's saying to Artur
right now ,"'

A d Man shook his head a little slowmy. "It's guessing, only," he said. "I
could be very wong, but obviously this officer's deliberately waited unti
dark to let the two see each other. Plainly, the fire is to make the scene

| ook

even nmore threatening. He gives the inpression of a man who hopes to make use
of psychol ogical as well as physical pressures. Wtching someone el se tortured
to produce answers is one of the favorite ways of getting information since
manki nd started to use such nethods. The idea, of course, is to weaken the
wi Il of someone who doesn't want to talk. Here he's got two prisoners. He can
guestion either one with all kinds of painful means, with a doubl e chance of
getting answers-either fromthe one he questions or fromthe one watching and
expecting the sarne thing. Either nmight break. Obviously, though, he expects
to be able to judge the effect of his questioning better on a grown nan, than

on someone like Cee.” "He'll be threatening Artur with torture now, if Artur
doesn't tell himhowto find the other people who're around here? That's what
you're saying, isn't it?" demanded Hal. "I would guess,” said A d Man sinply.

Liu continued to talk to Artur several mnutes |longer; but Artur's face,
unl i ke Cee's, showed anger and defiance. Liu

poi nted at Cee several tinmes and Artur shook his head. Mst possibly, Hal

t hought, the big nman woul d be denyi ng any know edge of the little girl

al though it remai ned i npossible for Hal to read the movenents of his |ips.
Eventual ly, Liu turned away from himand went back across the |lighted clearing
into his ilhelter; while the Uk, with two of the soldiers, got busy with the
physi cal questioning of Artur

Cal as began to swear in a | ow, nobnotonous tone; and his voice went on and on
as if he were talking to hinself.

Mercifully, the angle of vision both fromthe | edge and from higher up on the
mountain with M ssy and Hadnah was such that the bodies of the three nen were
in the way of any canmera view of exactly what they were doing to Artur
However, the soldiers and their nonconm ssioned officer were careful not to
bl ock the view Cee coul d have had of what was going on

But their efforts were wasted. After watching themfor a

monent until Artur's nouth opened in what was obviously an involuntary scream
of pain, she took her attention off them Her eyes, in that expressionless
face of hers, turned instead to focus on the round, white shape of the tent

i nto which Liu had vani shed. They kept their gaze i mmovabl e upon the tent.
ad Man drew in an audible breath. "He's made a mistake,” O d Man said. "He?
You nean Liu?" asked Hal. "Yes," said Add Man. "Artur deni ed knowi ng her and
Cee told himnothing. The officer has no way of know ng she |oves him or he,
her." "She | oves Artur?" Hal asked. "Amd told me she wouldn't let him get
close to her, after that one tine he tried to reach out and touch her!"™ "True
enough," said Ad Man, "but all the time she nust have renmenbered who he was



and either loved himfrombefoi-e or cone to | ove hi mwhen he tried to nake
contact again with her. She was just too frightened to come close to him Look
at her face now. "

Hal reached forward to turn the screen's controls up to give a

cl ose-up picture of Cee's face. They saw it only slightly averted, staring at
Liu's shelter off screen; but Calas's swearing broke off abruptly. "Holy

Mot her!" said Cal as.

Hal al so was absorbing the shock of what he was seeing. It
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was strange, since in no easily visible way had Cee's bl ank expression
changed. Only, the steadi ness of her gaze seenmed to have acquired a power of
its own. "God help that Liu if she ever gets her hands on him, and himtied
up, or helpless!" breathed Cal as.

A d Man nodded. "But why do you say Liu made a m stake?" Hal asked. "If she
had not already, she has now identified himw th whatever she saw done to her
parents when they died. Liu Hu Shen thought to provoke fear in the child by
forcing her to watch Artur being tortured. Instead he's unl eashed hatred. A
terrible hatred in her, against him"

After a long nonment of silence, Od Man added: "Who woul d have thought one so
young coul d hate so nmuch'? But then life has made her nore than half wild
animal ; and the actions of that man have now nmade her wholly so. "
CHAPTER

27

"I can't take any nore of this!" said Calas in a thick voice. He got up
abruptly and bl undered off into the darkness. They heard the sounds of him
being sick farther back froni the lip of the |edge.

Hal and O d Man sat in silence for a while. Eventually, O d Man spoke, raising
his voi ce, but not | ooking back over his shoul der as he spoke. "It's over for
now, " he sai d.

There was a pause, then the sound of footsteps com ng back to them Caeas
reappeared, a shadow in the darkness, and stepped around in front of Hal
"We've got to do sonething about this," he said. "W will." Hal |ooked into
the screen. Artur sagged in his ropes, apparently unconscious. The Uk and the
two sol di ers had abandoned hi m when Liu had stepped out of his shelter and
spoken to them a few minutes earlier. As the three nen on the | edge wat ched,
t hey came back now, untied Artur fromthe tree, eased his unconscious body to
the ground and re-tied it with the same ropes that had held it upright.

Cee, supple as a cat, had managed to slide downward not only herself but the
ropes binding around her and the tree, until now she sat cross-|egged on the
ground at the foot of' the tree. She | ooked al nost confortable. But nothing
el se about her expres-
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sion or the target of her eyes, which was still either Liu or his shelter when
he was inside it, had changed. "W'Ill do sonmething," said Hal. "I just had to

know whet her Liu was going to try to force the answers he wants tonight, or
stretch the process out a day or two. Cearly, he's going to drag it out. Tine
doesn't seemto be a factmor perhaps he has at |east several days to find out
what he wants to know. | was afraid he'd need to find out tonight whatever
Artur or Cee could tell him but that doesn't seemto be the case. Look
they're even covering Artur against the night cold."

It was true. On the screen they could see one of the soldiers throwing a

bl anket over the notionless formof Artur. Another soldier took a bl anket over
to Cee and tucked it around her shoulders so that it nmade a sort of small tent
covering her body. Like the others, he ignored the fact she was now seated on
t he ground.

She paid no attention to the bl anket being put around her, but when next they
| ooked, it had left her shoulders and was a pool of darkness around her | ower
| egs and on the ground. A soldier got up fromanong a group of them who were
seated around the fire and passing a bottle around. He tucked the bl anket into
pl ace agai n about her shoul ders; but a few mnutes later it was once nore on

t he ground.

He started to get up once nore, but the soldier next to himpulled himback
into a sitting position. After that they ignored Cee. "M ssy? Hadnah?" Hal
said to the screen. "W're watching," the voice of Mssy came back to him
"Good," said Hal. "We're going to | eave our screens down here for a council of
war at Amd's. If you want ne, that's where |I'Il be. You two can keep the

wat ch goi ng?" "Count on us," chimed in the voi ce of Hadnah

Hal got to his feet a little stiffly. His legs had adjusted to the norning
sittings to watch the sunrise; but whol e days seated on the ground were

somet hing el se again. O d Man got to his feet lightly and easily, as if he had
been seated there for mnutes rather than hours. Wth Calas, they went to

Am d's office.

He was busy dealing with a short, thick-set, and-for an Exotic-a renarkably
pugnaci ous- | ook i ng man with bristly gray hair, cut short; about sone
matter having to do with the building on of extra dormtory space to provide

| arger units for

couples, particularly couples with young children. The grayhaired nman was
naned Abke- Snmythe, but that was all Hal knew about hi mexcept that he had sone
sort of responsibility for the group's housing. Amd started to interrupt
this, totalk with Hal and the others as they cane in; but Hal shook his head
at the older man. "W can sit and wait a few mnutes,” he said. "In fact one
of your chairs would feel good."

He dropped into one of the | arger overstuffed chairs, and both Calas and A d
Man foll owed his exanple, except that Ad Man, with a nonmentary, m schi evous
snmle at Hal, took his position in cross-|egged fashion upon the seat cushion
of his chair.

Hal grinned back, nmomentarily, then let his mnd go el sewhere. The fact was,
as much as his body needed a rest fromthe position it had held all day, his
m nd now needed to switch gears from anal yzi ng everything he had seen in the
jungl e bel ow hi msince early norning and pl anni ng what was to be done with the
ni ght before him

Wthout intending to, he fell asleep. He blinked and woke, startled to find
that time had gone by and things in the office had changed. A table had been
set up with three straight chairs, and in two of them Calas and O d Man were
al ready seated, eating. At another enpty chair a place had been set which was
obviously waiting for him "Take your time, " said the voice of Am d. Hal

| ooked over to see the head of the Chantry @Quild still behind his desk,
fingers busily tapping on sone keys inset in his desktop. "W can keep the



food hot," "It's all right," said Hal. "l guess | just needed a noment to sort
my mnd out. I'Il be right there.”

He got up, went over and took the enpty chair at the table. Calas passed him
covered di shes, fromwhich Hal began transferring | arge amounts of food to his
pl ate. The fact was, he thought as he did this, that what he had just said was
exactly the truth. The night before he had had a good night's sleep, and had
not needed nmore now, but from |l ong experience he recognized that his
unconsci ous mnd had wanted his consci ousness out of the way while it
addressed the problem he was facing now. It had worked. He had awakened with a
solution clear to him

He opened his nouth to start talking to Anid and the others, then closed it
again. There was eating to be done and it would be
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some time into tonorrow s daylight before he would have a chance to eat again,
probably. Best to finish his neal now, and have his discussion |later. He went
to work on the food, accordingly; in spite of his late start, ending up at

al nost the same second as Cal as, who had continued to eat for some mnutes
after A d Man had finished. "Thank you," Hal said, |ooking over at Amd. "
Now, " said Ami d, "what have you got to thank nme for? Sinply a share of our
food, which we'd give to anyone who was here, |et al one someone |ike yourself,
who we count on to help us solve a situation like this." " Don't count too
much on nme," said Hal. "In the first place, -sonething m ght happen to ne;

and, in the second place, there are a nunber of people, including you and A d
Man, who could do a creditable job of solving it alone. And in fact, if Amanda
was here, you'd be idiots not to use her for dealing with this, rather than
me. She's had experience with this world, the soldiers, and a conpl ete Dorsa
upbringing." "No doubt," said Amid. "But | think that if she, or anyone el se,
was here, she'd join the rest of us in choosing you to suggest what we need to
do. There's somnething about you that carries a banner everyone rallies to."
"I'ncluding Bleys?" Hal snmiled. "I'mbeing serious,” said Amid. "You know what

I mean. Al right, if you've finished eating, what have you got to tell us?"
-Not a lot that | haven't told you already," answered Hal soberly. "The
trick's going to be to send these soldiers honme thinking they' ve found not hi ng
worth worrying about; and also to get Cee and Artur back alive, if we can.

That's where those darts come in. By the way-" ''"if you'll |look on the table
over in the corner there, under that white cloth, I think you'll find what
you' re asking about,'' interrupted Am d. "Tannaheh ought to have been here

fiftecfl mnutes ago-ah, here he is, finally!"

It was a little difficult to see why Am d should sound so sure. since he
conpl eted his sentence before the door to his "office'' had swng w de enough
to reveal who was conming in. But he was not wong. Tannaheh was the one who
entered, carrying a good-sized box which seened to have been filled with | ong
strands of-rass, now dried to a gol den brown color. Behind hin

was another man, a short man in his fifties or older with a | ong, straight
nose and hands that were large for the rest of his body, as if spread and

t hi ckened by years of hard work. Under the thin, straight, gray hair the man's
face was solem alnost to the point of sourness. He wore a jacket made of sone
material that |ooked |ike |eather, over heavy, dark brown trousers and a
checked shirt-a contrast to Tannaheh, whose slim body was dressed, as it had
been earlier, in the gray wool sweater, white shirt, blue trousers and boots.
"Sorry to hold everybody up," said Tannaheh cheerfully. He carried the box
over and set it down gently on the table covered with the white cloth. "I

t hought Luke was going to wait for mne

at his workshop with the belts and bows, and when | got there and didn't find
him 1 thought he'd just stepped out for a mnute; and so | spent sone tine
waiting there for him until his son

dropped in for sone tool or other. He told nme Luke'd already brought the

t hi ngs over here earlier and then gone on to the dispensary to wait for ne.

Anyway, we got together finally at the dispensary and here we are. " "You know
Luke, don't you?" Ami d asked Hal. "Indeed, |I do," said Hal, nodding at Luke,
who was the @uild's chief craftsman. "Sorry about the m x-up," said Luke, in a
surprisingly deep bass voice. "Well, well, it doesn't natter now you're here;

and Hal and everyone's here," said Am d, getting up to cone around his desk,
rubbi ng his hands and hol ding themout to the central fireplace of the office,

to warmthem --Poor circulation in the extrenmties, Age. Well, show them what
you've got." "You go ahead, Luke," said Tannaheh. "The darts and the drugs in
thern'|ll need a little explaining." "Al right."

Luke twitched the white cover to the back of the table, revealing a nunber of
items on the polished surface, including several bandol eer-like belts, with



| oops for ammunition. But what took Hal's eye particularly were five short
recurved bows, no nore than four feet in length, made of a nilky-col ored,
snoot hly gl asslike material. Luke noted the direction of his gaze. "Had the
boys up all night, making these," he said. "The belts took hardly any tine at
all.”
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He pi cked up one of the bows and handed it to Hal, neanwhile reaching with his
ot her hand for a rather stubbyl ooking arrow, apparently made of' the sane
material as & bows.

The bow was al ready equi pped with a string, tied tightly at one end and endi ng
in a loop at the other. Hal had already placed the tied end on the floor and
was putting his weight on the bowto bend it, as he slid the | ooped end up the
shaft and into the notch prepared to hold it at the bow s far end. The bow he
saw, seermed to be made of a form of glass. Once strung, he held the bow up in
one hand and ticked the string with the thunb of his other. It humed
nmusi cal | y.

The string was a little strange. It appeared to be made ofthe sanme m | ky
material as the arrow shafts. Also there was a feel to it that was different
fromthat of any bow string Hal had handl ed before. He plucked the string,
listened to the nusical note ofit, hefted the bow and turned to pass it to Add
Man. "You know swords," he said, smiling. "Am | correct in thinking you know
somet hi ng about these, too?" "Something," said Ad Man, nodding as he took the
weapon. "We used to shoot at a prayer target, blindfolded.- "Ch?" said Amd,
interested. "Sone formof divination'! O should we ask?" "OF course you may
ask," said Od Man. "But it wasn't divination. Hitting the target correctly
was a test of control over the body and mind."

He was goi ng through the sane notions with the bow as Hal a before, first
unstringing, then restringing it-except that where Hal had placed an end of
the bow on the floor and | eaned

s weight on it in order to bend it enough to slide the | ooped end up into its
notch, A d Man nerely tucked the bow under one arm and bent it against his

body to string it. "I don't think I'd be able to do that,"” said Hal, watching.
"I ndeed you could," said AOd Man earnestly. "It's only a matter of
practice-and habit. Forgive me. | didn't nmean to seemto be showing off." "W
all know you don't show off," said Am d. "Wat was that about shooting at a
mar k, bl i ndfol ded, though? Could you show us that?" "If you'll forgive ne

A d Man | ooked around the room then turned his back on it, so that he was
facing the wall
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behind Anmid's desk. "If one of you would fix a piece of paper against the far
wal I, then blindfold me and hand nme an arrowone with a sharp point, if you
have one?" "I'mafraid," said Tannaheh, "all the points are on the darts which
fasten to the ends of the arrows-" "That's all right," said Luke, "give me an
arrow. "

He took the blunt-ended, feathered shaft Tannaheh gave him reached to Am d's
desk for a pin froma tray which held such things, along with page fasteners
and other small clips and devices. Hitching around fromthe back of his belt a
case that held a nunber of small instrunents, he clipped off the blunt head of
the pin with what | ooked |ike a needl e-nosed set of pliers, then held the
chopped-of f point for a nmonent in the jaws of the pliers. Hal saw the bl unt
end of the pin glowred for a second before Luke used the pliers to sink it
into the blunt end of the arrow shaft, which nelted before it. "That ought to
gi ve you point enough for wooden walls |ike these," Luke said. "I'Il go put up
a target."

He handed the arrow to A d Man, who received it w thout turning back to | ook
at him Luke tore off a sheet fromthe nenmo pad on Ami d's desk, walked with it
to the far wall and placed it against the wall at a point about level with his
own eyes. By sone neans Hal could not see, he made it cling to the wall, then
stood asi de.

Meanwhi | e, Ami d had been busy blindfolding Ad Man with one of the napkins
that had come with the food. Wien he was done, he stood back. "All ready," he
said to Add Man. "The target's up. Go ahead. "

A d Man turned al nost casually, with the arrow al ready notched to the bow



string. He gave the string the merest tweak, for the other wall was at npst
ten nmeters away. The arrow arced into the air and al nost fell against the
target, the pininits end sticking in the very center of the paper, and
plainly through it to the wood, for the arrow drooped, but did not fall to the
floor. "Now," said AOd Man, "if you'll bring the arrow back to ne and take
down t he paper."

Luke did both things, stopping hal fway back to use one of his tools to
straighten out the pin, which apparently had becone bent. Once nore A d Man
fitted the arrowto his bow and sent it on its way. It stuck again, this tinme
in the bare wall.
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Luke wal ked over to retrieve it, reached for the shaft, then hesitated,

staring at the place where it was stuck in the wall. He whistled. "Just a few
mllimeters off fromthe first hole," he said

He pull ed the arrow | oose and brought it back, as Am d took off the blindfold
and A d Man laid down the still strung bow on Anid's desk. "How could you do

it?" Hal asked him

I 'l listened to the rustle of the paper as it was carried across the room"
said Ad Man, "and ainmed at where the noise stopped. " "But you hit the center
of the paper!" Anmi d said.

ad Man smiled. "There were only two sources of paper on your desk," he
answer ed. "Notepaper, and the nmemp pad. They would rustle differently. Besides

the nmeno sheets are glued together at the top. | heard Luke tear one | oose;
and when he pressed it against the wall to nmake it stick, the board nade a
small creak. | aimed at were t at sound had been, with the neno sheet, and

the wall, pictured in ny mind." "And then you did it again, with the paper
gone," said Amid admiringly. "Even nore sinply, I'mafraid,” said dd Man
"The second tinme | sinply used the bow exactly the way |'d done the first-,
and the arrow went to the sanme place.”

He turned to Hal. "These things are uninportant in thenselves," he said. "I
just wanted you to be sure | could be useful to you with the bow " "You've
made your point," said Hal. He turned to Amid. "Amid, we've got a record of
all the scopes saw today, haven't we

"Why, yes," said Anmid. "They're the usual sort of scope. They store inmages
unl ess you set themnot to; and we assunmed you m ght want to check sonething

or other." "I do," said Hal. "Wuld you have soneone check the records for
everything seen in themtoday, to see if we've got any views of even parts of
the interiors of the three structures Liu put up down there. Particularly, I'd

like any views we m ght have of the building he's in, hinself."
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"I can do that right fromhere," said Am d. He sat back down at his desk,
punched a few keys, and | ooked expectantly at the screen of the scope on the
desk that was now showing the brightly lit scene of the soldiers' canp bel ow
The uni forned nen around the table had dwindled to two and the bottle had

di sappeared. The extra nen were spread around on the ground in sl eeping sacks,
unnovi ng. "They were drinking when | |ast |ooked," said Hal. "That
underofficer, whatever his nane is-" "The Uk," supplied Calas. "Uk. COdd
nane," said Am d, "-looked out just before you canme in here and they put the
bottle away. He was in the center one of-what do you call those buil di ngs?"
"Hutnents is the mlitary nane," said Calas. "They're a

kind of tent."

--The middl e one of those hutments,” went on Amid. "The officer's in the one
on the right of the screen as we look at it now | caught a glinpse of what

| ooked |ike a cooker and various kitchen furniture in that sane one the Uk's
in. Strange, but he and the officer are the only ones under shelter. O
course, at this time of year night showers are unlikely-" "That's one of Liu's
little mlitary points," said Calas. "He never msses a chance to point up the
fact that rank has its privileges. Miking the ranks sl eep on the open ground
just drives home the difference between them and himand the Uk. "A strange
personality," said Amid. "Not so strange, after all," said Od Man softly.
"Here we go!" interrupted Amid, as the scene on the screen changed to a stil
pi cture which showed Liu's hutment, with one of the two flaps that closed its
front entrance fol ded back. A canp chair, an unfol ded and set up desk and the
corner of a cot could be seen, the cot already with bedding on it. "Seventeen
nore views, the screen says. Shall we |look at all of then?" "If you don't
mnd-," said Hal. "OF course not " Am d tapped his desk controls and they
went, one by one, through the various views the scopes had been able to make
of the inner area of Liu's hutrment. It was furnished with what they had



al ready seen, plus a sort oftall box that could be it filing cabinet or a food
and |iquor cabinet. "All right," said Hal, when they had exam ned the | ast
Vi ew.
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11 iu should be in that cot now and asl eep. So should the Uk, in the center
hutment. The two guards will probably be changed at intervals. Now -

He turned his attention back to Amd. "I'mgoing to go down there tonight," he
said, "to try to get Cee and Artur back and | eave those soldiers with the

i npression that they found nothing worthwhile. If | can nanage the hypnosis

properly, after disabling themwith the darts, I'Il hope to | eave them
beli eving neither Artur nor Cee had anything to tell themthat they both died
under torture, and were buried up here-so that they'll go back thinking the

whol e thing was a wild goose chase. The question is going to be who | take
with me.

"Me, for one," said Calas. "Perhaps," said Hal. "W'll see. Now, Anid, who in
the @uild knows the forest down there at night, and can nove around in it in
the dark, quietly?" "Onete, of course,” said Amid. "And there are four or five
other foragers who like to do night foraging. There're sonic p ants-sone
tubers part icu larly -that betray their presence at night nore than in the
day, by actions |ike opening bl ossons or |eaves, or-there's even a tuber that
causes the ground above it to glow slightly, at night. But |I'm wandering."

He pressed a key and | eaned over a speaker grille in his desk. "Al'l those
whore particularly adept at night foraging," he said into the grille, -cone to
my office right away, please." "Good," said Hal. "How many of them do you
know, can use a bow and arrow effectively?"

Am d | ooked bl ank. "I haven't the slightest idea. " He appealed to A d Man
"Do you know'"

A d Man shook his head. "Calas?" "I haven't any idea," said Calas. "By the
way," Hal said to him "you wanted to cone. Call you nove quietly through the
jungle at night?" "I've been out night foraging, too, if that's what you
mean," said Calas. Then, on a nore subdued note, he added, "I may not be the

qui etest, but | know enough to | ook where I'mputting nmy feet. No one down

there'll hear ne." "And you can use a bow?"
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"No!" said Calas explosively. "But we've got to have an hour or two before we
go down. I'Il learn in that tinme."

He | ooked at O d Man. "He can teach nme." Hal turned his gaze on the quiet,
bearded face. "What do you think?" he asked A d Man. "Could you teach himto
use one to any good purpose, in just a few hours?" "At short range, perhaps,"”
said AOd Man softly. "At any rate | could try. Perhaps you'll have to let ne
try teaching others along with Cal as. Perhaps several people. " "I can use a
bow," said Luke. "Shot one for years. Made ny own first real bow when | was
thirteen. I may not be as good as this magician, here-" He nodded at A d Mn
--but 1'mgood by any ordinary standards. 1'll say that and stand on it!"
"Then perhaps the two of you can do sone teaching,"” said Hal. "Wien we finally
go down, the six best shots will carry bows and darts. A d Man and | are two,
that | eaves four to be picked. "

He turned to Anmid. "You m ght put out a call for anyone in the @uild who does
know how to use one, night forager or not. And Tannaheh, while we're waiting,
you m ght start showing ne how the darts work and telling me about them" "Of
course!" said Tannahch, on an expl osive outrush of breath that betrayed his
chafing at the delay in getting to discussion of this particular subject.

He led Hal to the box and reached down anong the dried grass he had used as
packi ng. What he came up with | ooked |ike an ol d-fashi oned hypoderm c of the
ki nd used back before the human race had first settled the Younger Worl ds,
three hundred years before. There was a round, tubelike cylinder with a collar
at one end that was threaded on the inside. At the other end was a slimneedle
of a rod, perhaps twelve mllimeters in length, ending in a point that was so
sharp Hal could not see it, except as a twinkle in the overhead light fromthe
ceiling of the office. All of it was nmade of the same ml ky-appearing nateri al
as the arrow shaft. "You're lucky | have a library," said Tannaheh, hol di ng up



the dart. "You're fromEarth, Friend, as | understand it; and there they've
still got zoos and refuges with wild animals in them Consequently, they've
got wild animals that need to be
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tranquilized so they can care for them when they're sick, or whatever. But
Kultis hasn't any large fauna, native or introduced. The largest wild variform
creatures we've brought in as tlrozen enbryos from Earth have been sone
rabbits, and bi,-, birds, |ike hawks and vultures. The result was we haven't
lia@any need for tranquilizer darts, or nmeans to propel theminto the animal.
| had to go back into nedical history, to the time of Earth's first ventures
into space, to find the information | needed. "

Hal nodded. Tannaheh gave every evidence of wanting to deliver a |l ecture, but
it was too early to put the brakes on him yet. He let the Guild pharnmacist go
on. "I managed to dig up illustrations and informati on on what they were using
then, and build on that; naking do with substitutes, where necessary-which was
in al nost every phase of making the dart."

He reached into the box and cane up with a nachi ne copy of what was obviously
a page from sonme old book. It showed a drawi ng of sonething very much like the
dart he had in his other hand. " You see, " he said, " |'ve recreated an
artifact fromthe past.

ut | had to use ny imagination to duplicate al nost everything about it. To
begin with, our ancestors used nmetal projectiles. The body of the dart and
even the needle itself was netal. W have sone netal, but no way to machine it
into this sort of shape. " "I understand,"” said Hai. "But clearly you found an
answer to that." "Quite right. I didn't have netal | could work with; but I
did have glass that was as strong as nmetal and as flexible as | wanted to nake
it, something our ancestors of that time didn't have: and ! could work with it
nore easily than they could work with their earlier version of glass. So this
dart you see is made entirely of glass. " "Well done," said Hal. "I'mglad you
t hi nk so," Tannaheh went on. "But actually the problem of what to make the
dart out of was small conpared to finding the drugs needed to produce the
effect you told me you wanted. Now, when the dart hits . "

He laid the drawi ng back in the box, funbled around anion.p
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t he packing and came up with a small square of wood about three times as thick
as his hand. "The needle is pushed back into the body of the dart, this
cylinder here-" He pushed on the dart and the needl e shortened to perhaps four
mllineters. --as you see, injecting the drug. I'Il be giving you a chart
showi ng what parts of the body you should try to shoot the needle into for
best results. Then, once the drug has been injected, the cylinder falls off,
again as you see-

He et go of the body of the dart and it fell to the floor, |eaving the needle

still sticking in the wood with only a I ength of what |ooked like string
trailing fromit. "The needle," he went on, "is coated with a sterilizing
agent, which means you can pull it out without worrying about having started

an infection. Not only that, but it's thin enough and sharp enough so that the
person hit by the dart isn't going to feel nmuch; and the only evidence that'l
be left is going to be a small red mark on the skin surface. No bl ood,
probably. Afterwards, the site of the needle entry is going to itch, rather
than hurt, once the tranquilizing agent wears off; and this, together with the

red dot, will make it seemlike the person was bitten by sonme insect. No one
shoul d suspect . "CGood," said Hal. "Od Man, you and Luke had better try
out the arrows with the weight of the dart on their ends. | assume," he turned

to Tannaheh, "you've got some practice darts there without the drug in them
whi ch can be used wi thout our worrying about blunting the needl es on sonethi ng
we're going to have to use later?" "Of course,"” said Tannaheh. "I1'll give
themto you in just a second. But first let ne tell you how!| canme up with
substitutes for the drugs used in the old Earth darts." "Go ahead," said Hal
patiently. The hours of night were short, but he could give this man, who had
after all done sonething absolutely necessary for them the courtesy of
listening to himfor alittle while longer. "The original darts described in



nmy books," said Tannahch,

used several drugs which weren't difficult to obtain back on Earth, even in
t hose days, but inpossible for me to get here. There were several mi xtures.

One of the very good ones was ket ai ni ne hydrochl ori de combi ned with xyl azi ne
hydrochl ori de



290

Gordon R Dickson

and atropine. The atropine was there essentially to keep the subjects under
but breathing, after they'd been knocked down by the other two-which were very
qui ck acting."

He paused, obviously waiting. "I can see where you'd have a problem" Hal

said. "A large problem" said Tannaheh. "I had native substances that could
duplicate the knock-down effects of the two hydrochl orides, but they woul dn't
mx with the cl osest native equivalent to atropine derived fromone of our

ni ght - bl oom ng plants. Mxed, they started interacting chemically,

i medi ately."

He paused again. "So what did you do?" Hal asked. "Cbviously the only solution
was to have you inject the atropinelike drug after the earlier ones were
already in the bl ood streans of your targets!" said Tannaheh. "And so you nade
two kinds of darts?" "That was the first thing | thought of," Tannaheh sai d.
"Then | had a better idea."

He picked up the shaft which had fallen fromthe end of the dart head driven
into the piece of wood. "You'll notice," he said, passing the detached shaft
back to Hal, "how the shaft is marked with a circle sone twelve mllineters
back fromthe end where the needl e cones out? Break that end of f."

Hal broke it off. It canme free very easily, revealing another. sonmewhat
shorter, needle projecting fromwhat was now the new, effective end of the
shaft. "You see?" said Tannaheh. "You can shoot it fromthe bow again, or use
it by hand to inject the atropinelike drug directly. Be careful of giving
anyone a doubl e dose, though. It's in very dilute form here, but stil
dangerous. In its natural state, as part of the sap of the plant you get it
from it's a very effective poison. "You ve nmade whatever we can do down there
possible," said Hal. "I think you know how grateful everyone is to you-"
"Not hi ng!" said Tannaheh. He waved his hand lightly. "l1'd like to tell vyou,

t hough, what you've actually got by way of chemicals there in these darts-"
"is this something we need to know to use then?" interrupted Hal
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"Well, no. But-- "Then, if you don't mind, you can tell us all about it
later,"” said Hal. "We've only got so many hours of darkness to work in and a
lot to do. |I'msure you understand."”

-l-well, of course," said Tannaheh. "Believe nme," Hal said to him nore
softly, "later, when there's tinme, we'll want to know But right now there's a
ot to be done. " "OF course. O course,"” said Tannaheh, taking a step back
fromthe desk with its open box of darts. "Forgive me." "There's nothing to
forgive." Hal turned to the rest of the room

Whi | e they had been speaki ng, the door had been opening to

| et people in; and now there was a small crowd of themin Armid' s office. They
had |ined up against the front wall of the office on either side of the door

"Now, " said Hal, "which of you are night foragers who can nove quietly down
there among the vegetation and rocks? Put your hands up so | can identify
you. "

Ei ght nmen and wonen to the right of the door as Hal faced it responded. "And
who's the best?" "Onete," said several voices at once, with several nore

following-all, in fact, but Onete herself, who had been one of those standing
there and hol ding up her arm
"Good," said Hal. "Wich of you can use a bow and arrow?"

There was sone hesitation. Those who had their hands up | owered them and

| ooked at each other, Finally, tw of themraised their hands hesitantly
agai n.

Hal smiled at them to relax them "I take it," he said, "this means you two
can shoot an arrow froma bow, but you haven't nuch faith in yourselves as far
as being able to hit the mark?"

The two arns went down and the heads above them nodded. "O d Man," said Hal
turning to him "and you, Luke, do you suppose you could take these two and



any other two who want to volunteer-" "M, " said Calas, quickly and
stubbornly. "IklIl right," said Hal, "and one other volunteer, then. Take
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themto some inside space where there's light to see a target at about six to
ten neters, and see if you can teach them sonethi ng about hitting what they
aimat." "The corridors in the dornmitories'd give us the distance," said Luke
to dd Mn

A d Man nodded. "And there are ways of hitting the point desired, that cal

for belief in self nore than practice,” he said. Both nen began to nove toward

the door. "Just a minute," said Hal. "In addition to the six who feel npbst
sure about their ability to nove in the dark quietly, we're going to need
about six nore who'll be needed to help carry. For the benefit of those of you

who' ve just conme in, what we're going to do is go down to that caep where
Artur and Cee are, try to put the soldiers out of action, and bring Cee and
her uncl e back up here to the Il edge. W'll need a stretcher for Artur; and
that stretcher will need at |east four people to carry it at any given tine."
He paused to let that sink in. "Bringing himup the steep slope is going to be
the real probi m He'll have to be roped to the stretcher, so he doesn't slide
of f, and his bearers are going to have to be changed frequently. For those of
you whove never done this-and | think that's nmost, if not all, of you-I can
tell you that carrying even an ordi nary-sized man on a stretcher up a steep
slope is a very rough task, indeed. So we'll need at |east three teans, so
that the stretcher bearers can change off frequently. That's where you ot her
eight come in. You can wait for the rest of us back out of earshot of the canp
and help carry once we reach you with Artur and Cee.” WII| the girl cone?"
asked one of the men to the left of the door. "I think she'll come if you
bring Artur,"” said Ad Man. "You should be careful how you handl e him though
If he cries out or any reason, she nmay assune you're just nore people like the
sol diers, as far as your reason for carrying himoff goes."

| "By the way, " put in Tannaheh, "I've nmade up a medical kit wth
pain-killers and other first aid supplies for use on Artur, as soon as you
reach him" "Good," said Hal, "and thank you. | should have thought to ask You
for that nyself."
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He turned to |l ook at Onete. "I think you better take care of the first aid,"
he said to Onete. "You may be the one person who can do things to Artur

wi thout Cee thinking we're sinply harmng himnore." "I can try," said Onete.
"She just might trust nme." "Od Man's right, too, | think," said Hal, "in
saying she'll followif we take Artur-even all the way up here, where she's
never cone before. She won't trust himout of her sight in anyone else's
hands. "

He turned back to the people who had just come into the office. "W've got
until mdnight to get ready," he said. "If for any reason sonme of you don't
want to go, speak up now. The rest of us'll start getting ready to go down. |
want to nove into that canp there as soon as both noons are down; and be back
behi nd the boul der on our way up to the | edge before it starts to get light."
No one noved or spoke up. "Good," said Hal. "Then, you four bow people go with
A d Man and Luke. Onete, you and the other night foragers gather around ne,
here. 1'Il explain how your part of it'll work."



CHAPTER

28

Maki ng the nighttime descent of the mountain fromthe [ edge to the boul der
beneat h which they would exit had been al nost |ike descending in daytinme, from
Hal's point of view He had spent nost of his life as Hal with Earth's single
nmoon. Here, however, both of Kultis's moons could be in the sky at once-as
they were at the nonent-and both near the full. The conbination of the two
made not only for adequate light, but a nearelimnation of shadows.

The indescribabl e spicy odor of the alien seni-tropical forest had risen to
nmeet them as they descended, and the cl ean nmountain breezes were |eft behind,
above them At the boulder barring the entrance to the up trail, they had |eft
t he backup team of eight nen and wonen, seven of whom stayed behind the

boul der, which had been rolled back in place, and AnnaM st -the

ei ghth-foll owed them through, but only as far as the other side of the

boul der. It was to be her job to keep watch and, if necessary, pass the alarm
back to those on the other side not to open up, if she got warning of anything
gone wong with the expedition

Down in the forest, the noonlight was dimrer but still good, by the standards
of Hal's Earth-accustomed eyes. However, the small and bright noons were
fast-nmoving, and the smaller soon set. So the |light dimed, as they nade their
way toward Liu's canp. Eventually, it shut off conpletely, leaving themwth
only
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the starlight to help them see where to put their feet.

There had been sone stunbles, and sone who held to the person in front of them
to make sure of the way. But Hal had sent Onete and the experienced night
foragers ahead to lead. Wth these up front they nade steady progress, unti
the Iine halted-so suddenly that Hal alnmpbst ran into the | ast nmenber of the
foragers, just before him

A whi sper came back down the line, passed from person to person for him and
he made his way to the head of the Iine. There he identified Onete by her
general outline and body odor, as he had becone acquainted with the body odors
of nmost of the Guild nmenbers in the |ast few nonths. "W've found sone new- dug
soil that |ooks like two graves," she said in a whisper so |ow that no one

el se could hear it. "You don't suppose . . . " "No," he whispered back. "It'd
make no sense for Liu to get up a couple of hours before dawn to kill the two
of them and bury them without the answers he was after-even if he'd had tine
to do all that since we left the | edge. WAsn't soneone carrying one of the
scopes? Let's take a look at the canp. " "The light fromthe screen

began Onete doubtfully. "How close to the canp are we?" "A hundred and fifty
meters. But you warned us against any light or sound once we |eft the

boul der-" "1 think with a hundred and fifty nmeters of forest in between we can
risk it, inthis instance," said Hal. "Can you get it for me? The rest of you
make a wall with your bodi es between us and the canp."

There were a few m nutes delay and then the cl osed scope was placed in his
hands. He opened it and touched the controls. A tiny view of the canp they
were headed for appeared in the center of the screen. The figures on it were
al nost too snmall to be recogni zable, but one was clearly still Cee, seated on
t he ground, and one was clearly Artur, still wapped with rope and unnovi ng.
Hal turned the scope off, closed it and handed it back. "Soneone take this,"
he said. It was renoved fromhis grasp. To Onete he added, "It'll be nessy,
since we've only got our hands to dig with, but we're going to have to see
what's buried here, if anything is. Use the scope light, if you need to.
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That camp's got two nmen on watch, but they're only watching as far as the
near est darkness; and with those bright lights it nust be like |looking into an
endl ess cave all around them"

Onete stopped himas he bent down to start digging, hinmself. "Not you," she
said, "you may need clean hands later on for sone reason. Al so, npost of us
know how to use the plants we pass to find materials to clean ourselves up
with."

It was a realistic argunment. Even his effectiveness in shooting the bow he
carried mght be hanpered by badly grinmed fingers. "All right," he said and
stood aside. He watched as shadowy figures labored in the soft earth of both
dug-over areas. After some minutes, Onete's outline detached itself fromthe
wor ki ng group and came back to him "W've found a body," she said. "W're
just finding out if the other grave holds a body, too."

There was a subdued nmurmur fromthe working party, a few nore notions, and
then work ceased. "I'Il come take a |ook," said Hal. "Have you got that scope
handy?" "1'Il get it." Onete noved away fromhim He went to the group, which
made way for him and bent over the two hal f-excavated openings in the

rewor ked earth. A hand pushed the scope into his grasp. He opened it, turned
it on to show a minimumsized picture, and directed the reflected light of the
screen down into the opened hol es.

A boot toe, the upper part of a body and the head of a soldier had been
roughly cl eaned of covering soil in one of them the upper body and head of a
second in the hol e al ongsi de.

The white, pale light of the scope, washing over the hal fexposed bodi es and
their still dirt-streaked faces-eyes closed but features staring up at the
star-filled sky-was unpl easant enough so that a rmurmur arose fromthe group
around the two graves. "Quiet!" snapped Onete, with a tone of command Hal had
not expected fromher. "But |look at their faces-," said one protesting voice.
Hal reached down and brushed a little nore of the |oose dirt off the face and
throat of the nearest body. "They strangled to death," he said. His fingers
nmoved down to clear a little nore dirt fromthe throat of the body before him
then pressed lightly on where the man's Adam s appl e had been
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The dead flesh yielded before the pressure |like a | oose sack of snall
fragnments and there was the faint crackling of trapped air forced into the
surrounding tissues. "His larynx's been crushed. "

There was silence fromthose around him "Does anyone here know," he asked,
"was Artur acquainted with any of the martial arts? |I'mtal king about those
for bare-handed fighting."

The silence continued another noment. "No," said Onete, "I don't believe he
did." "No blow fromthe edge of a hand did that," said Ad Man's voi ce behind
Hal . "It could have been done by a kick, a very skillful kick; but it's

unlikely. The blow of a fist, perhaps; though even Artur would have to be
lucky as well as powerful to strike that spot with enough force."

Hal squatted back on his heels, staring down at the nearest body. "There's no
good reason they'd kill two of their own that way," he said, half to hinself.
He raised his voice slightly. "We'll need to cover themup again so that the
graves | ook undi sturbed. "

He got to his feet and watched as the shadowy figures around hi m becane busy,
pushing the loose dirt back into its original place. Wen it was done, they

started out once nore through the forest with its root-cluttered, rock-strewn
ground all but invisible under their feet.

It was not |ong, though, before those in the lead halted, and the line of
peopl e bunped each into the person ahead of himor her, and stopped. Onete
cane back to Hal. "This is about a hundred neters fromthe soldiers' canp,"”

she said. "Thank you," he answered. "All right, here's the place where we'll

| eave all of you except the six of us who are bow and-dart people and the



other six night foragers Onete picked out as being able to nove nost quietly.
| want one forager attached to each of us who've got bows, to get us to the

edge of the illum nated area of the canp as quietly as possible. According to
M ssy and Hadnah's count, there're sixteen of the soldiers, counting Liu and
the Uk. Calas, I'msorry you' ve got to be one of those to stay behind, but

you can't shoot and you can't nobve as well as the people we're taking."
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"It's all right," said Calas, his voice |l ow and hoarse fromthe black wall of
bodi es that now stood cl unped around him "More than anything | want to see
Cee and Artur free. Just one thing-if we hear noises fromthe canmp that sound
like they' ve woken up and may be taking you, can the rest of us rush the canp,
and try to hel p?"

Hal hesitated. "You'd be smarter, all of you, to head back for the boul der and

the I edge." he said. "If they get their hands on six of you, anyway, they're
going to be able to nake at | east one show themthe way up to the | edge," said
Calas. "Yes," said Hal. "Al'l right, if you're sure they're all awake and
trying to take us prisoner or whatever, come along. You can rush the canp. But
you'll probably just be giving themthat many nore prisoners, or dead bodies."
"That's all | want to hear," said Cal as.

The small forward group noved off. They were cl ose enough to see sonme glinmers
of light through the trees ahead when Onete stopped themfor the second tine.

"About another twenty-five neters,- she told Hal, "and you'll be just outside
the clearing. They were foolish to put their lights up high that way. It neans
that direct illumnation stops, for all practical purposes, at the edge of the
area cleared. Reflection off ground and tree trunks will throw light farther

back, but the eyes of those on guard aren't likely to pick up what it
illuminates. Their sight is going to be adjusted to the brightness of the area
under the canmp lights. It's so stupid to do things that way! Mybe there's a
trap to it, sonewhere?" "I doubt it," said Hal. "I don't think they're really
expecting us, or anything on the order of a try to rescue the prisoners. Those
two nmen awake there, fromwhat Calas tells ne about the officers, are probably
just part of Liu's spit-and-polish attitude. The rul e book says post guards in
situations like this, so he posts guards. " "Do you want your bow people
spread around the canp now?" Onete asked. "I can have the foragers position
them" "Not spread around,"” said Hal. "Od Man stays with me and I1'd like you
yourself to take the two of us down close to the hutments. Luke and the three
ot her bow peopl e, take them over
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to where the soldiers are sleeping on the ground. Od Man and | will take out
the two men on watch duty; and-Luke?" "Right here," said Luke's voice fromthe
darkness. "The minute," Hal said, "you and the other bow armed people see the
two on guard drop, start shooting into the soldiers in the sleeping, sacks.
aOd Man and | will be going after Liu and the Urk. Meanwhile, Onete, | want
you to do what | asked you to do up on the | edge. Use that knife you're
carrying to cut |oose Cee and Artur. Then whistle in the other toragers wth
the stretcher to put Artur on it and start carrying himout of here.

He paused and | ooked around at them so that his voice would carry to each
"Remenber," he said, "what | told you when | briefed you before we left the

| edge. Once things start happening, eac o

you ignore everything going on around you and just do what you cane here to
do. This is to free Cee and Artur, get Artur on the stretcher and carried out.

Onete, it'll be up to you to try to get Cee to understand we're not going to
hurt himthe way the soldiers did. She probably won't trust us at first sight,
any nore

than she trusted them

Onete nodded. " 1'l | do exactly that, " she said. " Don't worry about ny part

of it, just concentrate on your own."

Hal smiled at her, though he knew the smile would be hidden in the darkness;
but perhaps it would color the tone of his voice enough for her to pick it up
"I know you will. And we will." he said. "Let's go now.

Onete, go around to everyone, pass the word to anyone who didn't hear or
understand me conpletely, just now. Then conme back and guide O d Man and nme to
our proper positions."

She did, and a few nonments |later saw the three of them ghosting |ike norning



fog around the outskirts of the camp to the far end where the hutnents stood
and the table at which all the enlisted men had eaten. It was now occupi ed
only by the two on duty. These two, deprived of their bottle, were seated at
one end of the table and had found thensel ves entertainment in the form of
some kind of gambling that involved dice. Al their attention was on the
novenent of the small, dotted cubes.

Beyond them and cl ose by, Artur lay silent and notionl ess
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under the bl anket they had thrown over him Farther off, Cee still sat
cross-legged at the foot of her tree. She was wi de awake, but her gaze was
finally off the hutment that held Liu. Instead it was focused as plainly on
Onete, Hal and A d Man, as if it was broad daylight and she could see them
clearly, in their novenent around the canp. "Can she see us, do you think?"

Hal whi spered as softly as he could and still be heard by Onete. "Hears us,
nore likely," whispered Onete in answer. "It's all right as |long as one of
those two soldiers doesn't take a | ook at her and get interested in what there
could be out in the dark here to make her watch it," said Hal

They stopped. Onete faced Cee squarely and shook her head deliberately, waving
one hand past her face and deliberately turning her own gaze away fromthe

little girl.
Whet her Cee could not actually see them or chose to ignore Onete's signal to
stop watching them was inpossible to tell; but in any case, her gaze remai ned

brightly following the three of them Hal shrugged. They nmoved on. "This w |l
do," he whispered, finally, when they reached a

poi nt which put them at about the sanme distance fromhutnents and the two
soldiers on watch. "Ad Man?"

Hal had al ready taken his bow fromhis back and was stringing it. Qut of the
corner of his eye he saw O d Man doing the sanme. They each took a shaft from
the quivers at their belts and a dart froma | oop of one of the

bandol eer-belts that Luke and his hel pers had made for them

In silence, together, they screwed the darts on to the ends of the arrow
shafts. A d Man sniled, and-hol ding bow and arrow with one hand-held up the
fingers of his other with the thunb and mddle finger only a couple of inches
apart to indicate the very short distance they had to shoot.

Hal smled back and nodded. It was true. They were |l ess than six neters from
the soldiers. Even Cal as, probably, could not have m ssed, at this close

di stance. Hal pointed at the farther soldier, the one across the table from

t hem and whose face was toward them

A d Man smled and nodded, aimng at the other nman. They shot al nost together
The soft twang of the bowstrings was |oud enough to be heard by the two
targets. Both nen | ooked up fromtheir ganbling, startled, as the dart points
went
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horme, Hal's in the shoul der nuscle of the man he had ainmed at, dd Man's in
the back of the neck of the soldier on his side.

Both the uniformed nen reached with puzzl ed | ooks toward the points of
irritation where the dart needl es had entered; but the shafts had al ready
dropped of f the darts, clattering down and through the slats that nmade up the
seats of the benches with which the tables were equipped. A d Man's target
actually managed to cl ose a couple of fingers weakly on the end of the dart
whi ch protruded from his neck; but Hal's never managed to touch his, before
both nen were failing backwards off the bench on to the ground.

Both Hal and A d Man broke off the ends of two nore arrow shafts and shot
anot her dart into each slunped body, a dart that would inject the atropinelike
subst ance Tannaheh had equi pped them wit h.

Now, for the first time, Hal took a second to | ook around the clearing. The
soldiers in the sleeping sacks were still receiving dart-|oaded arrows fired
fromthe darkness beyond them In the dazzling Iight fromthe overhead
illumnation, he saw Onete, knife in hand, on her way to cut Cee |oose from
the tree to which she had been tied.

The twang of a bowstring close to his right ear brought his attention abruptly
back to Od Man. He was in tine to see a dart-laden arrow penetrate the wall
of the hutnment in which the sleeping Liu was housed. "I believe that |odged in
a safe body area,” Ad Man said, |lowering the bow and | ooking mldly at Hal

"I thought you were going to wait until | could go and open one of the door



flaps, so you could see what you were shooting at," said Hal. "I know you made
that offer, back up on the ledge," said AOd Man, still softly, "but as it
turned out it wasn't necessary. The still pictures on the scope were good
enough to show us where his cot stood and how he lay on it-you renenber there
was one that showed himtaking a nap with one of the flaps open, so that we
could see himthere in the shadow on the cot?" "You're right," said Hal. He

| ooked at the middle hutnent. "W saw the inside of the Urk's hutnent too, but
wi thout himon the cot. That's why you didn't put a dart through the wall of
it into hinP"
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"According to nmy nenory, his cot was al nost conpl etely surrounded by equi pnent

of one kind or another." "I'Il take care of it, then." Hal kicked off his
boots. "I'lIl open a flap to let you see what you're shooting at; and if
there's still no way you can get a clean shot at him wave me on. 1'll go in

and place a dart in himby hand."

He gl anced about, saw Onete busy now with the nedical kit and Artur, stepped
to the door of the middle hutment and pull ed back the right-hand one of the
two flaps that closed its entrance. Wthin, by the outside light of the
clearing that was reflected inside through the open flap, it was possible to
see a body in a sleeping sack on a cot between what | ooked like a
tenmperaturecontroll ed food storage box and a cooker. Hal was turning to check
with dd Man when the soft twang of a bowstring was acconpani ed al nost

si mul t aneously by the passage of an arrow by him It |odged its needle in what
| ooked i ke the upper body of the formin the sack

The body lifted its head and shoulders as if to begin to get up; then fel

back and was still. "Here," said Add Mn

Hal turned to see the other beside him the bow in one hand and the other

hol ding Hal's boots, the top rims clutched together. Hal took the boots and
put themon, as O d Man went forward, picked up the fallen shaft of the arrow,
broke off its end and nmade the second injection into the drugged sl eeper on
the cot. "Indeed, it's the one Calas called the Uk," he said. The hand t hat
was not carrying his bow now held the power pistol the Urk had worn earlier
"This was in its holster; on a belt with the rest of his clothes, on a chair

beside the cot." , ,Thanks," said Hal, "you don't want to keep it yourselP"
"It's a machine for killing-nothing nore," said Ad Man. "I've never killed
human or animal, and never will. These drugged darts are perm ssible.”

Hal nodded and tucked the pistol into the waistband of his trousers.

He | ed the way back outside to the clearing. There, the other bow people were
injecting the followup, atropinelike drug, nostly by hand, as they bent over
the still forms in the sleeping sacks. Hal shook his head and smled a little.
For once, to
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confound practice as opposed to theory, a tactical plan had worked out as it
had been pl anned.

Hal turned to the darkness of the forest and whistled. The sound went out into
obscurity, and another whistle distantly responded.

A few nonents later, Calas and the other Quild nmenbers they had |l eft a hundred
nmeters back ran into the clearing, carrying the various parts of the stretcher
that had been part of their responsibility. As Hal watched they began to fit
it together and prepare Artur, now unconscious froma drug in the medical kit
but otherwise still alive, to be lifted on to it and secured there for
carrying.

The sight rem nded Hal of Cee. He | ooked back toward the tree to which she had
been tied and did not see her, only Onete, hastening toward him He went to
nmeet her. "Were's Cee?" he asked. "I don't know. | don't have any idea,"
answered Onete. She sounded distressed. "She can nove so fast . . . | cut her
| oose and had her with me, comng to join all the rest of us, here; and
somet hi ng must have nmade ne | ook away for a nonent, because all at once she
was gone. Maybe she ran off into the forest." "lIs that likely')" Hal said.
"Wth Artur still with us'?" "But | don't know where el se she would go--

Hal did not hear the rest of what Onete said, because his ear was suddenly
caught by a faint, but undeni abl e noi se, a wheep., wheep! sound. He started at
a dead run in the direction fromwhich the sound had conme, which was either
right beside or in Liu's hutrment. The i mge of the two dead sol diers they had
uneart hed was starkly in his mnd, @ddenly connecting itself Wth a nenory of
the two he had seen fall on the screen as the Soldiers rushed Cee to capture
her. He reached the hut and burst through the flaps; but he was too |late.



Cee, holding one of Liu's socks in either hand, each sock with a heavy-| ooking
lunp in its toe, ducked under his armand was out the flaps before he could
turn around.

He did not wait to exani ne what he knew woul d be the corpse of Liu Hu Shen,
but ran after Cee, alnpbst catching her as she went in between the open fl aps
of the Uk's tent and actually catching her, a nonment later, as she stood just
i nside the entrance swinging in her right hand a wei ghted sock that gave
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forth the same sort of noise that had attracted his attention a nonent before.
He grabbed her from behi nd, wapping his arns around both of her arns, pinning
themto her body and lifting her clear of the ground.

She fought back fiercely, in utter silence and with incredible strength for
one so young. She kicked back and up with her heels; but he had anti ci pated
this, spreading his I egs and hol ding her closely against him so that those
same heels, rock-hard after years of running unshod on all kinds of surfaces,
could not reach his rom

She tried to swing the weighted end of the sock up to snash his face or hit
his head; but his grip was around her el bows and she did not have the freedom
of nmovenent and strength to rotate the heavy end through the air and upward to
its point of aim Meanwhile, continuously, she struggled to twist and turn in
his arms, to win enough freedomfromhis grasp so that she could tw st |oose
and escape.

But, fighting as best she could, she was a youngster pitting the strength of
her small body against the | arge and powerful adult one. Hal held her fast and
backed with her out of the hutment. "Onete! O d Man!" he shouted

He heard the sound of two pairs of running feet, but it was O d Man who first
st epped around from behind himto face them He twi tched the weighted sock so
suddenly from Cee's grasp that her fingers failed to hold their grip on it,
and tossed it aside. Her gaze noted where it fell and returned instantly to
glarc at him "Child, child," he said sorrowmfully to her, "don't you kno" that
nothing is ever settled, nothing is ever gained, by killing?"

She stared back at himw th savage, unrepentant eyes. "Take her," Hal told
him "Hold her." Onete had now joi ned them and was tal king rapidly and
soothingly to Cee, who ignored the woman conpletely. " d Man can hold her,"
Hal said to Onete. "You try and make her understand that we're here to rescue
her uncle and take himto sonmepl ace where he'll be safe; but her killing Liu
just now "She killed the officer!" Onete said. "lI'mafraid so. | should have
realized she mght."

Onete stooped and picked up the officer's sock Cee had
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dropped, held it upside down and shook it. A short, heavy energy pack for a
power pistol dropped out of the end of it. "She nust have got themfromLiu's
uniformbelt, " Hal said, -and thrown sock and pack together, the way she'd
send a rock fromher sling. Those two dead in the forest will have been her
doi ng. The two we saw on the screen, who fell when they rushed in to catch
her. But never mind that now " "What are we to do with her?" Onete said,

di stressed. "As | say, Add Man can hold her. It'll be up to you to make her
understand that we're here to rescue her uncle; but she's already nade a
problem for us by killing Liu. If she kills anyone else, we may not be able to
cover it up and send the soldiers away believing things that'll keep them from
com ng back. If they don't believe and do cone back, they' Il find and kill us
all, including her uncle, after all."

Onete nodded. "I'IlIl try," she said. "Don't just try. She's got to understand

and go along with us. You' ve got to get through to her, sonehow. She's got to
understand that we have to take Artur back up to the Chantry Guild to fix what
the soldiers did to him and she's got to help us

do that, not hinder!"™ "All right," said Onete. "Take her, Add Man," said Hal
"but be careful. Loosen up for a second and she'l | get away; and we'l | never
catch her. '

Wth her weapon taken from her, Cee had stopped struggling in Hal's arrns; but
he was very sure she would expl ode into action the nonent she felt any

| oosening of the grip upon her. He waited for Od Man to take the child into
his own arns; but instead the other nmerely reached up and began to stroke the
back of Cee's neck, meanwhile crooning to her, a wordl ess nel ody that

consi sted of the sanme series of musical phrases repeated over and over again.



"Artur told me about that," Onete murnured to Hal. "It was

one of the things Cee's nother used to hum when Cee was a baby and even after
to put her to sleep. Artur thought he could use it to nake Cee trust him but
maybe he just didn't humit right. AOd Man nust have learned it fromhim™
Hal nodded. The neck-stroking, he knew, was one of the Physical aids to
hypnosi s.

In any case, he felt the tension gradually going fromthe
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smal |, tight body he held, growing less and less until eventually Cee hung
alnmost linply in his arnms.
A d Man stopped his crooning. "I think you can let her go now," he said to

Hal . He took one of Cee's snmall, hard and dirty hands in his own. "Conme with
me," he said to the girl.

He | ed her off. Onete followed. Hal turned back with a feeling of relief,

m xed with urgency, to the matter of taking care of the soldiers, on whomthe
drug woul d act for only a limted amunt of tine.

The first thing to be done was to get the Uk up, and bring himout under
hypnosis to ostensibly explain things to equally drugged and to-be-hypnotized
soldiers. Hal's original story that he had planned they would carry back to
their headquarters was to have been given them by Liu; and woul d have sinply
told themthat both Artur and Cee had died under torture-the |ast stage of

whi ch woul d have been supposed to have taken place privately at the hands of
Liu himself in one of the hutnents; that the two had thereafter been buried
and, since Liu had | earned enough fromthem before they died to be certain
there were no other people around in this area of the forest, they would al
be returning to headquarters.

Now, his story nmust not only be given by the Uk, which weakened it, the Urk
bei ng no nore than a nonconmi ssioned officer; also it must explain Liu's
death, which would raise a great many nore questions than if Liu, hinself, had
returned with only two soldiers lost. Particularly when the | oss could be

bl amed on the great strength of the adult they had captured. And it woul d be
Liu's word that there was nothing nore to be found up here.

In time, of course, that hypnotic menmory woul d wear thin; and some nenory of
what had actually happened to each of them here toni ght would have surfaced @
the mnds of all of' them officers and nmen. But by that time, the subject
woul d have been closed and filed away sone time since, and none of them even
Li u, woul d have any good reason to nake extra work and trouble for hinself by
di ggi ng back into the records and | ooking for the truth of what had actually
happened.

Hal stepped into the Uk's hut, still wapped in thought. It was not until he
actually opened the top flap of the Uk's sleeping sack and put his hand on
the man's throat to both rouse
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hi m and begin the process of hypnosis, that the cool ness of the flesh he was
touchi ng brought his attention back to what was before him

The cool ness was very slight, because of the shortness of tinme that had passed
since they had reached the canp. But it was noticeabl e enough now to alert
Hal ; and now that he | ooked closely at the man under his hand, he saw that the
Uk was al so dead. Alnpst as imediately as he registered the fact of death
and his eyes found what had killed the nman, his menory clicked back with
somet hi ng he shoul d have renmenbered, but had not until this noment.

When Cee had dodged under his armand out of Liu's hutnment before he could
catch her, she had been swinging two of the officer's weighted socks. There
had been one in each hand. This, in spite of the fact that Liu had died of a
crushed throat like the two dead soldiers they had disinterred on the way
here. Since Liu presunably had been wearing only one sock on each foot, and
had taken those off for the night, she had been able to turn theminto weapons
after she had stolen silently into his hutnent. She woul d have | oaded them

wi th energy packs fromthe carrying loops in the man's belt. Then she nust
have t hrown, and picked up again, the one she had used to kill the

force-| eader.

But when Hal had burst into the Uk's hut and wapped his arns around her as
she was just about to throw, she had been carrying only one of the socks with
whi ch she had left Liu's sleeping place. Sonehow she rmust have gotten off one
t hrow before Hal had caught her; and since it had been a hurried shot at the



target, she nust have been about to followit up with a

second cast when Hal had seized her

There was an ordinary battlelanp on the chair holding the Uk's clothes. Hal
turned it up and in the wash of reddish light that spread over the formon the
cot the face stood out clearly. The right tenple was plainly indented. The Urk
must have died instantly fromthe first energy-pack | oaded sock; but Cee, who
had nost probably been aiming at his throat as she had in all the previous
cases, nust in the dimess of light reflected fromthe outside of the hutnment,
have realized only that she had nissed her target. So she had tried, but
failed, to get her second wei ghted sock thrown before Hal had stopped her

He stood, head slightly bent under the | ow roof of the
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hut ent, which had been tall enough for people like the Uk and Liu but was
not for him Now, the situation was even nore co@l i cated.

Briefly, what he would now need to hypnotize the soldiers into believing, mnust
be an ever greater distortion of what had actually taken place here in the
forest.

He turned, went out of the hutnent, and across to the group that was now
strapping Artur securely onto his stretcher. Alittle off to one side, the
drugged soldiers sat or lay still, watched by the other four bowren; and a
little beyond these were Cee, Onete and O d Man. A d Man's hand still rested
on the back of Cee's neck. But it lay there with an appearance nore |ike that
of a conforting gesture, than a calmng one. Onete's |ips were noving steadily
as she spoke to Cee; who in her turn was utterly unnmovi ng and unanswering, but
listened to the grown wonan as if fascinated.

Hal reached the group by the stretcher. "lI'msorry," he said, "but |I'm going
to have to make use of Artur before you carry himaway. If he's ready to be
nmoved, follow me. | want to bring himinto the hutnent on the far right where
the officer in conmand was sl eeping. Calas?" "Right here," answered Cal as,
energing fromthe cromd. "Cone along,"” said Hal. "I want to talk to you as we
go. After Liu and the Uk, who' d be in charge of these soldiers?" "Wo?
Probably him" said Calas as they wal ked toward the hutnment. He pointed to a
squar e- bodi ed, m ddl e-aged man with thin, tousled hair on a round head,
sitting beside his sleeping sack and staring at nothing. "He's a supply
corporal; and theoretically he wouldn't conmand force-soldiery. But he's the
senior in rank; and besides, he's one of the headquarters clique, one of the
bunch that runs things and you keep in good with, if you know what's good for
you. Hi s nane's Harvey. He'd take command here if Liu or the Uk couldn't.
He'd like doing that-but it's not |ikely-"

He stared at Hal abruptly. "Or is it?" "Yes," said Hal bluntly. "They're both
dead." "Dead?" Calas stopped in his tracks, then had to run to catch up with
Hal , who had not paused. "Cee got to them" Hal said.
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"She did?" Calas broke into a smile. "How?" The stretcher bearers, also close
enough to hear this, turned their heads at Hal's blunt statenent. But he did
not answer. They continued to stare, to the point where they al nost mnissed the
entrance to the hutnment at which they were aimng, before finally carrying the
stretcher through it. "So, as a result, we've got a problemon our hands," Hal
went on. They were now i nside the hutment that had been Liu's. Hal stood aside
to let the bearers set down on the floor the still unconscious Artur. "Take
himoff the stretcher,” Hal directed them "I want himlaid, face down,
sprawl ed out on the floor as if he'd fallen trying to reach Liu on his cot.
When you're done with that, go to the hutnent next door, dress the body of the
Uk in his uniform sidearmand all-find the power pistol-and carry himin
here on the stretcher. " "Calas," said Hal, as soon as they had gone out, "how
well could you imtate Liu's voice? | don't mean you'd have to be good enough
to foot anyone under ordinary conditions, close up; but | need a shout or two,
supposedly fromhim to back up what 1'mgoing to hypnotize the rest of the
soldiers into believing. Did Liu have sonme particul ar way of speaking that was
hi s al one? Everyone does; and nmpost soldiers can imtate their officers

manneri sns." "He had a high voice and a snappy, snotty way of talking," said
Calas. "I think I could cone up with sonething like it, if I'mto be yelling
frominside the hutnment here, where they can't see me and the hutnent'|
probably mess up the way his voice'd sound, sonme. " "CGood," said Hal, '. what
I want you to yel | is an order fromLiu to the Uk to shoot. The idea will be
that Artur's somehow gotten [ oose in here." "Good," said Calas. "I can do that
standi ng on ny head. Anyway, | like the idea of Artur getting loose in here
with the two of them O, | would if Artur would have actually done anything
to them even if he did get free."
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"Good," said Hal, in his turn. He noved to the cot and began propping Liu's
head up on the pillow beneath it, so that his throat was visible. The body was
begi nning to cool further, but still had not stiffened. He took the officer's
pistol belt fromits perch over the back of the bedside chair that held the
rest of the man's clothes, and laid it on the seat of the chair, so that the
power pistol in its holster was lyin.@ flat, with the pistol butt next to the
bed.

He stretched out the man's armand curled the dead fingers around the butt of
t he weapon, half drawing it fromits holster. He chuckled, with a rueful edge
to the chuckle. "Wat's the joke, Friend?" Calas's voice asked behind him
"Only," said Hal-turning to face the former soldier--the fact 1'd just been
thinking earlier that our plans for all this had gone off perfectly this tine,
exactly as we made them up on the |edge. That was before | found Liu and the
Urk had been killed-and everything had to be changed." "You've got a different
i dea now?" asked Cal as.

There was no doubt in the smaller man's voice. Cearly, he had conplete
confidence that whatever m ght have come up, Hal could adjust their plans to
take care of it. "I had it in mnd to arrange things so that the two of them
woul d take their troops home. Their report would be that both Artur and Cee
had di ed under questioning. But that it was pretty
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clear fromwhat they said that there was no one else living up here. They
woul d have reported that they' d buried the bodies, the way they buried the
soldiers that Artur'd have been blamed for killing earlier, then sinply gave
up and went back to the ga7ison. "

And now?" pronpted Cal as. The stretcher bearers cane in with the dressed and
arnmed body of the Urk. "Put himdown just inside the entrance flap to the
left,"” Hal told them "As | was just telling Calas, we've had to change pl ans.
Now when | hypnotize those soldiers out there I'm going to have to convince
them that everybody killed everybody else. Ataller story by quite a bit. Two
dead soldiers, even a dead underofficer's one thing. A dead comm ssi oned
officer's sone-

thing el se-at | east as far as paperwork is concerned. Their headquarters is
going to be grilling these soldiers for details -that's right; take the Urk
of f the stretcher and pull himup so

he's not quite alongside Artur. Now turn himnearly all the way over on his
face, so that you can't see the front part of his body. "

They did as he said. "All right," said Hal, when they were finished. "Now,
roll the stretcher up around its poles and lay it along the wall of the
hutment, behind the cot, so it can't be seen. In a nmonent | want the rest of
you to go out and join the others guarding the soldiers. Send soneone to ne at
once if any of them show signs OF com ng out of their drugged state."

He knelt beside the unconscious formof Artur. "Ch. Also-,- he said, raising
his head to | ook back over his shoulder at the stretcher bearers, "one of you
go out and get ne a length of the rope they had himtied up with. About a
nmeter's length'l | do."

The bearers | ooked at each other, and the one nearest the door went out. Wen
he cane back with the rope, Hal took it, tied Artur's hands gently together
behi nd his back with one end of the rope. "Anyone got a knife?" he asked,
still kneeling beside Artur

Cal as and one of the stretcher bearers were the only ones with such itens, Hal
opened each of themin turn and tried the edge of the blade on his thunmb. He
chose Calas's. Wth it, he made various cuts all around the rope in an
irregular circle, severing
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only the top strands. He pulled these cuts apart and cut deeper, pulling on
the rope as he did so, so that when at last it parted, it showed a ragged end.
"There," he said, winding the rest of the rope around the central pole that
uphel d the hutment and had been nechanically driven deep into the packed earth
under it. He left protrudi ng about as much rope as woul d make one turn around
the pole, with the ragged-1ooking end projecting into the air. "There," he
said. "That should | ook nmore |ike soneone broke the rope with sheer strength,
rather than its being cut. | think, under hypnosis, | can nake them believe
someone as big as Artur could do that." "He probably could have," said Cal as,
accepting his knife back.

Hal shook his head. "Have someone tie you with your hands behi nd you using
ordinary string, sonetine; and see if you can break it to get |oose," he said.
"if you've a length of it between you and what you Ire tied to, so you can
snap the cord with a sudden jerk, you m ght be able to break it. If there's no
play init, I think you'll probably find you can't break even that. But it
doesn't matter. | think under hypnotic suggestion we can make the soldiers
believe Artur did it with this rope.™

He stood up. "Now," he said, "everybody out, except for Calas and one of you.
Cal as can use whoever stays with himas a nessenger, if he needs to send ne
word of sonething. Come on."

He | ed them back out into the night and the bright overhead lights of the
canp. A slow, danp breeze-a herald of dawn -had begun to bl ow. They had
probably | ess than an hour before they would be able to see each other's faces
wi thout the artificial lights.

The prisoners were still either sitting or lying notionless, still under the
ef fect of the drugged arrows. "Set themup,"” Hal told the Guild nmenbers.
"I'ncluding the two who were on watch and sitting at the table. Add those two
to the back Iine of the others. | want themall sitting up with their backs to
the hutnents. "

The Chantry Quild people went about setting up the resistless soldiers. Mst
of those they handl ed stayed put in an upright
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position, once placed in it, with their legs crossed. A few were overwei ght
enough or tight-jointed enough that they needed support to hold that position
In such cases, a @uiild nmenber sat down with his or her back against the
sol di er who coul d not bal ance hinself.

Meanwhi | e, Hal had been going down the line of men. There were two |ines,
since that was the way the sleeping sacks had been laid out on the ground. He
squatted in front of each one in turn and spoke to the rel axed, apparently
unhearing, man before himfor a few mnutes until he evoked an answer to the
guestion "Do you hear nme?"

At a "yes," he noved on to the next one in line. It took himnearly half an
hour to get all of themto answer him When, however, he had gotten a response
fromthe last one in the front line, he turned to the closest Chantry Guild
menber; a slim alnost fragile-looking girl of eighteen, with a sudden
dazzling snile that came without warning and invariably seemed to change her
conpl etely. Her nanme was Kady and she was one of Onete's picked group of
expert night foragers. "lI'd like you to go to Calas now, in the hutment over
there," Hal said to her. Her smle flashed in agreement. "Tell himthat when
you pass the signal to him he's to call out in his best imtation of Liu's
voi ce. What he's supposed to shout is "Shoot, Urk! Now Shoot him"

Hal repeated the words to be shouted, slowy. "Now," he said to Kady, "you
repeat them back to nme." "Shoot, Urk!" said Kady, in a thin, clear voice.
"Now Shoot him' "Good,': said Hal. "You nake Cal as repeat it back to you,
that same way, to make sure he's got it correctly. Then step outside and keep
your eyes on ne. Wen | wave, you stick your head back inside and tell himto
shout. You've got all that?" "Wen | see you wave at nme | make Cal as repeat



' Shoot, Urk! Now! Shoot him "' said Kady. "Then, what do we do?" "I'll take
care of the rest of it," said Hal. "You two | eave the hutnent and back off.
Repeat that for ne." "Calas and | |eave the hutnment after he shouts and we
| eave the rest to you," she said. "Right," Hal replied, "you' re perfect."
She smled again, and went toward the hutment. Hal hinself
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turned back and wal ked around to face the two |lines of seated soldiers, who
now all sat facing the still dark jungle beyond the clearing |ights.

H s eyes picked out the man naned Harvey, who was one of those able to sit
upright, cross-legged, wi thout any support at his back. He had a strong-boned
face, softened by fat, and the bul ge of his stomach was enough to reach

bet ween his crooked legs alnpst to the ground in front of him |eaning forward
as he was; and probably hel ped counterbal ance any tendency he had to fal
backward. He woul d have | ooked pl easant and ineffective if it had not been for
the hardness of feature under his facial fat.

On Hal's first pass along the seated |ines, asking the individual soldiers if
they could hear him Harvey had been the single individual to whom Hal had
sai d anything nore. He had suggested then that Harvey m ght have to take on a
position of decision for all the rest. Wth the others, he had nerely nade
sure that he had fixed their attention hypnotically upon himand upon what he
was going to tell them "Listen to ne, all of you, now " he said, raising his
voi ce. "You've all been asleep until just now, "

He paused to renmenber sonething. He had asked the two nen who had been on

wat ch duty what their nanes were, and for a nonent he had m splaced those
nanes anong the thousands of others tucked into his menmory. "All of you have
been asl eep,” he went on, alnost imediately, "even Bill Jarvis and Stocky
Weens, who were on watch. That drink they had earlier tonight nust have gotten
to them In any case, you were all asleep until just now Isn't that right?
Answer-yes! " "Yes," nmuttered the two lines of nmen. "You knew when you went to
sl eep that your force-leader, Liu, and the Uk were still at work in Liu's

hut ment questioning both the little girl and the big man you all took
prisoncr," Hal went on. "But you paid no attention to that until just now,
when sonet hi ng woke you all. Wat woke you?"

He waited for a long nonent of silence. "I'll tell you what woke you," he
said. "You heard a yell fromthe Uk, as if he was hurt or frightened. You
don't remenber what he said, but you do renmenber what you heard after that
yel | had woken you. You all renenber that, don't you? Say 'yes' if you
remenber. "
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"Yes," said the seated nen, again. "That's right," said Hal. "Fromthat nonent
on, you all remenber everything, just as it happened, or as it was told to
you. That's so, isn't it? Say 'yes,' if you renenber." "Yes. " "You won't
renenber nme or any of these other unfamiliar nen and wonen you've seen here
tonight. You'll forget that anyone was here but your own fell ow soldiers and
officers. Say 'yes.' " "Yes," intoned the soldiers |like a ragged, inpronptu
choir.

Hal wal ked forward anmong themuntil he stood before Harvey, in the second

rank. He turned to the man on Harvey's right. "You can't see ne, or hear what

| say to Harvey. You won't remenber me at all, either fromearlier or now Say
'yes., "Yes," said the soldier

Hal turned to the man on Harvey's left, repeated his words and got anot her
"yes" for answer. Hal turned his attention back to Harvey, squatting down so
that he was alnost face to face with the fat man wearing the corporal's tabs
on the gray collar of his uniform He spoke to Harvey, using a voice pitched
so low that the two soldiers on either side would have had trouble hearing him
even if they had been listening. "Harvey," Hal said, "you hear ne, don't you?"

"Yes," answered Harvey. "You won't remenber about this conversation, any nore
than you'll renenber seeing ne or anyone but your own people and the two
prisoners,"” said Hal. "You'll do this because | tell you to, but al so because
it'll be in your own best interests to forget. If you forget you'll get al
the credit for getting these soldiers back to headquarters, yourself."

Harvey smled, but the expression of the rest of his face did not change. "In

just a mnute or two," Hal said quietly, "something is going to happen. None



of the rest of the soldiers out here knowit's going to happen; but you' ve
been expecting sonme trouble of this kind to crop up fromthe nonent you saw
Liu and the Uk planned to question that very large, strong man, all by

t hensel ves, in one of the hutments, without a couple of the armed sol diers
standi ng guard. You knew he was dangerous because he killed two nmen with his
bare hands whil e he was being captured.
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But of course, it wasn't your place to say anything to the Uk or the
force-leader, so you didn't. But that's why you've been ready to take charge
of things if sone kind of trouble does crop up. Isn't that right?"

1, Yes. | |

Hal paused. "That's why, not like the rest, you' ve been sleeping lightly; and
so you woke up the first noment you heard anything out of the ordinary. Now,
you're just about to hear it. I'll |eave you for a noment, and then I'll be
back beside you when you hear it, to tell you what to do; and I'll stay beside
you until everything's under control. Understood?" "Understood," said Harvey.
Hal got to his feet and noved swiftly and silently to Liu's hutnment. He
stepped inside to nmeet the inquiring gazes of Calas, Kady and the one Guild
menber who had stayed with Calas as a messenger. "All set,"” he said to Cal as.
"Now, when Kady passes you the signal you' ve got two things to do. One is
shout what Kady told you to shout. The other is to take the power pistol from
the Uk's holster, and use it to blow the throat out of Liu. Can you do that,

or have you got sone hesitations about shooting a corpse?” " | wouldn't shoot
| ive people today-1 hope, " said Calas. " | felt like killing Liu after what
he'd ordered themto do to Artur. But | don't think maybe I'd kill, anynore,
except soneone like him now I'ma Chantry nmenber. It's not going to bother
me, though, to blow the dead bastard's throat out. | suppose you want to hide
the fact of how he was killed?" "That's right,"” said Hal. "If you hadn't
wanted to be the one who used the power pistol, I'd have to, and 1'd do the

shout and the shot fromhere, before | go back to the soldiers. After you're
done put the pistol into the Uk's hand."
-@ght,- said Calas. "CGood," said Hal. He turned to Kady. "Cone with ne and
stand just outside the door, so you can see ne. |'Il be waving soon after
get back to one particular soldier. Wen | do, you tell Calas, and run away
fromthe hutnments-fast. Orban, you come away now and get out of sight with the
rest of the Guild nenbers. "
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Orban was a slight man in his forties with very light-colored blond hair
flat on his skull. He nodded.
Hal left the hutnent, went back to the soldiers, and squatted down once nore
in front of Harvey. He | ooked about. Al Quild nmenbers, as instructed earlier
were out of the line of sight of the hypnotized sol diers. "Watever happens, "

he said, |ooking back at Harvey, "it'll be up to you to lead all the rest of
the men out of here and back to headquarters. You' ve got rank on everybody
el se; and the others'Il follow you. Al you have to do is take charge. I'lIl be

right beside you all the time until you | eave here, even though you won't
remenber that afterward, and the rest won't see or
hear ne when | talk to you."

He paused. Harvey watched him listening with an attention that was so
profound it was al nost innocent. "Now, in a nonment, what woke you all up is
going to go on with nore noise and trouble,” Hal said. "You'll need to take

charge of things at once, Order all the rest of themto stay put here while
you go and investigate. Renmind themyou' re the one

i n conmand, Corporal."

He wat ched Harvey's eyes closely on the |ast word, but they did not change.
The ranks of groupman, force-leader, and team| eader, which C etus G ahanme had
proposed in his mas-

sive work on tactics and strategy, had cone into being as the jealously
guarded property of the actual fighting troops. The ol der ranks of corporal
sergeant, warrant officer and |ieutenant had been kept only for those in
support positions. Some who bore the ol der ranks were ashamed of thenm sone
secretly pleased by the special access to privileges that went along with
them Harvey, it seened, was one of the latter

Nonet hel ess, nost nonconm ssioned officers in his position secretly yearned



for the authority to directly order and command conbat troops. Wat Hal was
suggesting hypnotically to Harvey now would give himnot only that, but the
approval of his superiors back at headquarters, when he took control of a
situation in which his officers were dead.

Sonme men in his position mght have found the prospect either forbidding or

unpl easant. Harvey, however, gave no sign that this was the case with him
Hal stood up.



318

Gotdon R Dickson

"Now," he said to all the soldiers, "lie dowm. Sleep." They all, including
Harvey, obeyed. Hal turned to face the hutnment that had been Liu's and the
slimfigure of Kady standing just outside the entrance flaps. He lifted his
armover his head and waved it back and forth, slowy, twi ce. He saw her arm
go up to wave back and she turned to speak in through the fl aps.

Tur ni ng back, she went off at a run toward one side of the hutnents, where at
t he edge of the darkness, Onete stood with Cee. The girl had wapped around
hersel f another vine having a split-open pod, and the pod sagged down, heavy
once more with what were probably nore rocks of a size to fit the girl's
closed fist. Her eyes were steady on the hutment in which were not only the
dead Liu and Uk, but the still living Artur

A shout, al nbst hi gh-pitched enough to be called a scream cane fromthe
structure, with the words Hal had directed Kady to pass on to Calas. They were
foll owed al nost inmediately by the coughing roar of the power pistol, and

al nrost as quickly after that, the figure of Calas slipped out through the
flaps and headed off in the direction Kady and Orban had taken

Hal cl apped his hands together loudly. "Sit up!" he shouted. "All of You nen!
Li sten! What's happeni ng? What's going on in there?"

They were sitting up, nost of them | ooking around, bew | dered.

Hal | eaned down swiftly and spoke in the ear of Harvey, who was al so now
sitting up, but looking toward Liu's hutrment. "Now! " Hal said softly. "Now,
you take control of them or it'll he too late. Tell themto stay where they
are. You'll look intoit!" "Hold it! Stay put!" shouted Harvey, scranbling to
his feet. "That's an order-fromne! 1'Il find out what's happening."

A few of the soldiers who had already funblingly started to rise, sat back
down. Still groggy fromthe remai nder of the drugs still in their bloodstream
but rel eased fromthe deeper stages of hypnosis by the clapping of Hal's
hands, they swore and nuttered to each other, staring at the hutnent-but they
stayed put.

Harvey stunbl ed toward the hutnent. H's cross-legged position had evidently
cut off the circulation of blood to his |egs; and
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they were just now reawakening to norrmal flow He was wal king nore nornmally by
the tine he reached the flaps of the hutnment. "Corporal Magson, sir. May |
cone in?" he called, and waited. Wen after a nonent, there was no answer, he
pushed his way inside, closely followed by Hal

Under the silent interior lights of the hutnment, the bodies of the obviously
dead Uk and Liu Hu Shen and the unconscious figure of Artur lay still.
.-They're all dead," said Hal quickly, standing behind the corporal. He spoke
in alowvoice, directly into Harvey's ear, as the fat man stopped, checked by
the sight before him "You can see what's happened. The prisoner nust have
been strong enough to break | oose and start for the force-|eader. Liu nust
have reached for his pistol, but since he'd been watching fromhis bed and the
sidearmwas in its holster on the chair beside the bed, he nust have seen he
couldn't get to it in time. So he shouted-we all heard him just nowfor the
Uk to shoot. And the Uk nust have-but not fast enough to save his own life.
Look at that, his head's all crushed in. That big man nust have been as strong
as a giant! But the Uk did manage to kill himw th that one shot." "Yes

" said Harvey, still staring, still under the influence of the hypnosis to the
poi nt where he heard Hal's words as if they were his own thoughts. "And when
the Uk shot the big man," Hal went on in a soft, persuasive voice, "the
charge went right through himand killed the force-leader, too. They're al

dead." "Yes, that's it," said Harvey. "You'll really have to take charge now, "
said Hal. "They'll think a lot of you at headquarters for handling this
properly. You'll want to bring the officers' bodies back for burial, of
course; but you can have sone of the men scrape a hole and rol | the body of

the big man in it, next to where they buried the child, after she died from



the questioning. As Liu hinmself said just an hour ago-remnmenber? Liu said that
there was pretty surely no one else up here to find; or either the child or
the man woul d have tal ked by this tinme. But he said, renmenber, they night as
wel | make sure by working on the man until he died?" "Yes," said Harvey, "yes,
| remenber just how it was."

Hal paused. "Actually, you know," he said in a |l ower, nore confidential
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tone in Harvey's ear, "those two just wanted an excuse to have their fun with
what they had left." "Right. They would,"” rmuttered Harvey. ,' Now, the first
thing," Hal went on, "is to get a couple of the soldiers you can trust to
renenber what you say and do what you want. Get themin here with you to see
what's happened, and then they can take the big man out and bury him Al so,
you better record some pictures of how things were, here, while you're at it,
to show back at headquarters." "Now " he said, clapping his hands softly

t oget her behind Harvey's right ear. "Remenber. None of you've seen anyone but
the big man and the girl. Now, get things noving!"

Harvey started, turned, and went out of the hutment. Hal followed. The fat man
wal ked sl ow y back to the seated soldiers, an went around to stand in front of
them " Al right, listen to me now . " he began . . . and paused. Ha

whi spered in his ear and he spoke up again. "W've had a bl owmp. Both the
Force and the G oup are dead. That |eaves nme in command; so all of you snap to
and do what | tell you! W've got to bury that prisoner, strike canp, and get
the officers' bodies back to headquarters, right away. Ranj, WIson and Norui
you three come with me. Bring a recorder. | want you for wi tnesses and to make
some recordi ngs of what's happened inside the Force's hutnent. The rest of you
get busy striking canp and making ready to nove out. Cone on, come on now
Movel "

Ti me was al so noving, Hal noted. Dawn was very close. Both noons were | ong
down; and the utter blackness just before day, at the ground | evel, denied the
[ightening of the sky beyond the | anps of the canp, when he | ooked straight

up.

Back on the | edge, Hal had warned the Guild people to start getting back out
of sight the nmonent he first clapped his hands, to begin the process of
bringing the soldiers partially out of their hypnosis. They had faithfully
faded back beyond the lights into the jungle dark; and, as the norning
lightened further, they would nove farther and farther off, until even under
daylight, the forest itself would hide themfromthe view of anyone in the
canp.

In the meantime Hal, continuing to remind the three soldiers Harvey had chosen
and any others he dealt with, that he was not there as far as their

per cepti ons were concerned, had supervised
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the picture-taking of the interior of Liu,s hutnent. Then, at his pronpting,
Harvey had picked up entrenching tools and taken the same men out into the
darkness with a single handlight, to dig a grave for the supposedly dead
Artur. While they were involved in this task, he had the Quild bearers carry
Artur, once nore on the stretcher, with the straps securing himin place, to

t he edge of the excavation. The sol diers, digging and swearing at the hand

| abor, paid no attention to the bringers of the body they were to dispose of,
and, having set Artur down, the Guild people nelted back out of sight into the
dar kness.

Harvey had been supervising the grave-digging under Hal's instructions. \Wen

t he di ggers had gone deep enough into the soft forest floor, half nold, half
earth, Hal had Harvey call themout for a break in their |abors and take them
aside. There, by the linmted light of the single source of illum nation they
had brought with them he brought them nmonentarily back into a nmore profound
state of hypnosis, and gave thema fal se nenory of having tunbled Artur

t hensel ves fromthe graveside into the grave; then begun to cover himup

bef ore Harvey had called themout for a rest. Then he signaled the stretcher
bearers to start back to the |ledge with Artur

As soon as they had faded into the darkness with their load, at Hal's
prompting, Harvey sent the grave-diggers back to finish shoveling into the
open excavation all that they had taken out. They did so; and Harvey took them
back to canp. By now, all of the hutments and erected Iights were down and



packed, ready to nove; and npbst of the soldiers thenselves were in full kit,
with their weapons, and ready to nove out as well -

At the edge of the canp, Hal left the soldiery to conplete the job of
returning to their headquarters under Harvey's command -

He had little doubt that fromthis point on, mlitary habit would take them
back there wi thout further pronmpting. The hypnotic conmand he had given t hem
woul d eventually wear off; but their menories of what had actually happened
woul d remain confused, and there would be nothing for any of themto gain

| ater by changing their version of what had happened, as they woul d have
originally given it to their superiors.

He dropped into a | ope over the now clearly visible ground, to catch up with
the party fromthe Guild, who by this time would be hal fway back to the
entrance of the trail up the nopuntainside.
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The day was rapidly brightening around himand his steady jog felt good. The
| edge was small enough, and he had been deeply enough i mersed in his other
concerns, so that he had not deliberately wal ked, et al one covered ground at
a run except for that one day, since he had |left his exercise roomat the

Fi nal Encycl opedi a.

He was rem nded agai n of what he had thought during that |ast run, a few days
ago-even his running treadnill at the Final Encycl opedia, surrounded with the
i mges and scents of an inmaginary outdoors, had not been like this. This was
real; and it brought back old menories of his runs through the forest near the
estate in the Rocky Muntains where he had spent his second chil dhood; before
the com ng of the Ot hers had sent himscuttling for a hiding place on the
Younger Worl ds.

For a nonent, the inage of the young gunnen with their long, slimbarreled
void pistols, and Bleys Ahrens, as they had suddenly appeared at the estate,
cane back to him Particularly Bleys, slimer then than he was now wherever on
t he Younger Worlds he might be at this nonent, eleven years later. Slimer,
and seenmi ng nuch taller; both because then, in that first sight, Hal had not
hi nsel f reached his full adult height, which was to be the equal of Bleys';
and because of the last ten years of slight but noticeable aging and

t hi ckeni ng of the other man's body.

A cold feeling like a breath of some stray breeze seemed to pass through him
He had let Amanda bring himhere to Kultis and the Chantry Guild with no rea
faith that here he mght be helped to find the Creative Universe. The inpasse
keeping himfromthat goal these |last two years had been |ike sone great,

i mpossi bly wi de, inpossibly thick wall of glass, holding himout. But now,
over the past few weeks, he had cone out of the despondency that his failure
had built in him Hope had stirred in himonce again-but with hope, now, also
canme fear.

Ti me was passing. Tam s days were nunbered. Even if they had not been, the
force that Bleys was building to overwhel meven the phase-shiel ded Earth was
nmoving to its inevitable conpletion. Tinme was on the nmarch; and while he had
ref ound hope-great hope, sonmehow, with this successful rescue of Artur-he had
still not found a way past that inpassable, glasslike barrier to his lifetine
goal -

He glinpsed the figures of sonme of the Guild nmenbers
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through the farther trees before himand realized he had finally caught up
with them He checked his jog to a walk. It might worry themto see him

runni ng, mght make themthink that there was nore urgency than there actually
was now, to getting Artur up the nmountainside to the | edge and proper care.
Actually, it was only Artur's physical condition that still urged that tine
not be wasted. The soldiers of the Occupati on Forces should not bother them
for sone little tinme to cone.

He wal ked, but stretched his stride to cover ground swiftly w thout appearing
to race. In a noment or two he was up with them Artur, on the stretcher, was
at the head of the traveling group, with a man on each of the four handl es of
the stretcher. As Hal had foreseen, Artur was proving a heavy load for his
carriers, even across this level, if somewhat cluttered, forest floor. The
extra peopl e beyond the rock woul d be very much needed to get himsafety up
the steep trail of the mountainside to the |edge. "How is he?" Hal asked
Onete, who was wal ki ng beside the head of the stretcher, keeping an eye on
Artur's face. "He came to," answered Onete, w thout taking her eyes off
Artur's face. "Tannaheh gave me several |oaded syringes to use if he did that.

| used one; and he went back to sleep. | wi sh Tannaheh had told ne what | was
supposed to be giving him | don't like doing things like that w thout
knowi ng." "It probably didn't occur to Tannaheh," said Hal. "It occurred to

me," Onete said, "but he shoved theminto ny hand just as we |left the | edge,



after running after us to give themto ne. | didn't have a chance to ask him
in the dark and all. Anyway, Artur's back unconsci ous or sl eeping again, one
of the two; and that's a bl essing-"

She | owered her voice al nost to a whi sper, speaking out of the corner of her
mout h, still wi thout taking her gaze off Artur's face. "Check to ny right,
about four meters off," she said, barely using her lips, "but don't turn your
head to | ook."

He | eaned over the stretcher as if to gaze nore closely into the face of
Artur, using the movenent to disguise a tilt of his head to the right, so that
out of the corner of his eyes, he could see into the forest on that side of
them H s view picked up Cee, prowling along level with the stretcher and

hi nmsel f.

The vine with its pod no | onger was around her waist. It hung



324

Gordon R Dickson

by its vine-ends fromone fist, with the weight of what was probably a single
rock only pulling it down. Cee's other fist held a second rock ready. Her eyes
were on himw th the sane steadi ness they had held back at the canp when she
had | ooked both at himand at Liu. "She still doesn't trust us conpletely,"”
Onete said, still in a barely audible voice, still with her lips hardly

nmovi ng. "But particularly, she doesn't trust you. Liu gave orders to the
soldiers and they did what they did to Artur. You give orders to us, as far as
she can see; so you nust be another like him If she starts to rotate or to
raise either arm hit the ground, or get sonething between you and her."
"Thanks," said Hal, "I will. But don't worry about nme. | know about slings-I
can even use one nyself. I'Il be able to tell if she starts to use that."

What he said was true enough. H s know edge of slings as well as a nunber of
other primtive weapons dated back to the early training of his first
chi l dhood on Dorsai. What he did not tell her was that it was going to be

i npossible for himto keep an eye on Cee at all tines and neanwhil e do

what ever he might do to nmake sure they all got up to the | edge safely.

It was full daylight now, and they came at last to the |arge outcropping of
rock under which it was possible for themto nake their way to the boul der
that had been set up to block the path beyond it on to the trail |eading up
the side of the nountain to the |edge.

CHAPTER

30

Shawnee, a slightly stout, middle-aged woman, with her gray hair puLl ed back
above her ankle-length blue robe and sandals, had the round, calmface of a
typi cal Exotic and was on sentry duty just outside the entrance under the rock
that led to the mountain trail. "W heard you coming," she said, as the group
reached her, "and got you on the scopes by relay fromthe | edge. The bl ocki ng
boul der's noved back and the way's clear. You can take Artur through, and
we' |l block the way agai n behind you. "

There was a short period of difficulty, for the bearers had to bend double to
pass through the entrance and this made Artur an inpossible |load for the four
of them It ended up with seven people, including Hal, crawing through with
the stretcher essentially carried on their backs, until they reached the other
side of the rock face and the openi ng beyond where the path up the
nmount ai nsi de began. The | arge granite boul der, as Shawnee had prom sed, was
off to one side.

They stopped to rest while the boul der was roll ed back. Once in place, it cut
of f not only entrance, but any light from above. Now anyone craw i ng under the
rock face would have no alternative but to believe they had come up agai nst
the solid mountainside and that nothing but stone was beyond. "Amid said we
shoul dn't need to bother digging up the plug
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rock, if the soldiers were |eaving," said Shawnee, "unless, you' ve got sone
reason to." "No. No reason to now," answered Hal. He felt weariness, but with
t he warm hearth-gl ow of success at its heart.

But then began the | abor of getting Artur up the steep slope of the
nmount ai nside track to the ledge. In spite of the Guild menbers' own experience
with the way in, and the fact Hal had warned them the carriers found they
could only work in five-mnute stretches before needing to be relieved. Hal
stayed beside themall the way, on one side of the stretcher, ready to help
catch it if one of the bearers should slip and fall. On the other side clinbed
Onete, her syringes ready, and beyond her, scranbling sometinmes on all fours
like a nountain goat, but with the sling | oaded and its vine-ends caught up
short, ready in one griny fist, was Cee-her eyes continually on Hal

There was one unconfortabl e nonent when Artur began to cone to, and npaned.
Cee was instantly upright, the vine-ends of her sling sliding down through her
fists to their full Iength; and in the sane nonent Onete stepped up to the
side of the stretcher, her body directly bl ocking Hal fromany throw by Cee.
"He's all right! Hal's done nothing!" she snapped at Cee. "lI'm going to make
your uncle confortable and put himback to sleep, right now "

The stretcher bearers had stopped. Any excuse for a noment in which to catch
their breath. Onete turned about, still blocking any throw at Hal with her own
body, and gave Artur another injection. He relaxed on the stretcher

11 et's get on," said Hal, taking his own grip on the side of the stretcher
agai n; and they resuned their painful way upward.

When they finally stepped out onto the I evel surface of the | edge itself,
everybody was at the end of their strength. "We'll take himto a roomin the
clinic,” Onete told Hal. "You can find himthere later, if you want him
Tannahch has some people trained as nurses and assistants. There'll be
somebody with himall the tine." "Tell Tannaheh someone who's been through
what Artur's been through is going to have to be brought out of it gradually,"”
Hal said. "For a while at first after he cones to, he's going to think he's

still in the hands of his torturers-but Tannaheh probably already knows that."
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“I'"1l tell himanyway," said Onete. "You better get some rest yourself. You' ve
been up nore than twenty-four hours, haven't you?" "Perhaps,"” said Hal
"Anyway, |'ve got a few words | want whave with Amid before | call it done
"Il see you later." @He turned away from her and the stretcher bearers, who
were now brand new at their job, being fromanong those who had stayed up on
the | edge. Some of those who had hel ped the stretcher up the last few neters
of slope had sinply sat down, or |ain down, where they had stopped, although
to Hal's eyes none .of themlooked in need of nore than an ordinary night's
rest to put themback on their feet. He turned away and went toward Am d's

of fice.

The heat of the rising sun of mdnorning struck at his face and chest through
hi s sweat-soaked shirt, and the level ground felt strange under his feet. He
sl anted across the open ground, approaching Anmd' s office fromthe front and
side. He reached it at its right corner and wal ked along its front toward its
entrance. As he passed, he glanced in one of the wi ndows that were the best
conprom se these forest-built structures could make with the fornmer Exotic
hones, where it had been hard to tell fromone roomto the next whether you
were outdoors or indoors. It had suddenly occurred to himthat the small, old
head of the Chantry Guild m ght be sonewhere el se about the establishnent, and
t he thought of a prolonged search for himon | egs wobbly wi th weari ness was
not attractive

But Amid was there. Hal saw himthrough the wi ndow, seated in one of the
chairs around the now fireless central fireplace. In a chair facing himwas
Amanda.

Hal stopped for a second. Down bel ow, he had forgotten Amanda ni ght show up



He went on; but at the door, set open to the warm ng norning air, he paused
and | ooked through its aperture at those inside.

He was not quite sure why he had stopped. It was as if an instinct had put out
its hand to stop himfor a second, to make himstop and think, first.

Per haps, he thought, with sudden unnatural clarity, he did need to think
before entering. A nunber of times in his life before it had been when he was
nost tired, after great and prolonged effort of nmind and body, that his nind
had taken on a strange, alnost feverish clarity. The nost inportant of those
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had been a nmonent there in which he had " her with the tel ephoned picture of
her

then that he had thought to hinself that | @beautiful, but |acked sonething
which rt-, MFI RP_V1"MM fi wbi ch in that nonent he had

not been and was not intensity. It was sonething Amanda went beyond. Part of
her extended another dinmension, lived in another dinmension. struck himnow,
had the potential to extend into dinmension, but only particular individuals
chose to

only in sone of these could it be seen in them by

he saw it now, where he had never been it before. Now, renenbering Rukh, he
realized he seen it in her; and perhaps a little even in Ajela and t 7nmm
faith-hol ders on Harnony, |ike Janes Child-of- "%V been, now he thought of it,
very clearly visible init was in Tamdyn; and it had been there in his three
that he now realized he had | earned, partly at |east,

it fromwhat he saw in them w thout identifying was, but imtating it in his
owmn life as he inmtated the

men in other ways. was in other, nore unlikely people, too. It was in Cee,
enough. And it nust have been in Jathed. In fact, had co

me here to ask Anid, tired as he was, w thout why he needed the answer, but
knowi ng he could not ntil he had it-was whether Jathed had, in those early
nin the forest, had sone sort of contact with Cee. he had visited her
parents? Then the sudden di scovery MP- here had all but driven the questions
fromhis mnd, he realized, suddenly, that Amanda was connected to herself a
part of them in fact. tie Went in; and the other two turned at the sound of
his boots .,;Vnthe Woden floor. Amid, he was now able to see, had his own

| Mended el enment; and it canme to Hal that both Amanda and "W , low 'd as well
as others like them were not only part of what he

chosen to spend his life finding but part of what he had

for when he had let Amanda bring himto Kultis. She @@® VI Quld not have
identified this specific element as one of the @A ings he needed to discover;
but, that strange, alnost mystic

0 of her that had always set her famly apart from other Dorsai
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ti mes had been sone years back now, in the mlitia cell on Harnmony, where he
had been left burning up with fever, to die; and instead, in that nmonment, his
m nd had seen and worked clearly as never before.

Sonething |ike that was on hi mnow, although he did not seemto be able to put
it all together. But, out of the dull hopel essness from whi ch Amanda had
brought him when she had | ed himhere, he had finally clinbed-to this.

But what was this? One thing was certain, it was not anything resenbling his
former despondency. He was alive again, and the feeling that the cause to

whi ch he had dedi cated hinself could not be | ost was with himagain. Also,
there were some new bits and pi eces of understanding. But they did not fit
together. More than ever in his existence before, he felt he stood on the
brink of the answer he searched for, but could not quite see the final step
that would take himto it.

Part of it was Jathed, that wild Exotic phil osopher, who had preached a
separate universe for each living individual. Part of it was Cee. Part of it
was the fact that he had gone with the others and succeeded in rescuing both
Cee and Artur, while sending the soldiers away harm essly. And done it without
harmi ng anyone. True, Cee had killed. But Cee was no nore to be held
accountabl e as a nurderer than a wolf who had killed in defense of itself and
one of its cubs.

Sonehow, all these things tied together; but also, sonehow his mnd fail ed at
the nonent to connect them Particularly, it failed to connect themwth
Amanda, who was part of the understanding. Amanda, fromthe nmonent she had net
hi m on Dorsai, had made himthe gift of that insight of hers. The full value
of that gift he was yet to know, any nore than he could yet appreciate the
full inplication of the connection of the other bits of discovery afloat in
his mind. All he knew about the gift was that it had been a part of herself;
and that it was sonething no one el se could have given him because no one

el se had had it to give

It was an awareness of that gift that had stopped himnow Stopped him
because it had nmade hi m nore perceptive; and that added perception in himnow
rang a nanel ess dread of whatever she might have to tell him

He renenbered sitting in her kitchen in the Morgan homestead, Fal Morgan, on
the Dorsai world, that first nmorning after

neeting her. There had been a monent there in which he had had a chance to
conpare her with the tel ephoned picture of her sister. He renmenbered then that
he had thought to hinmself that the sister was equally beautiful, but |acked
somet hi ng whi ch Ananda possessed- somnet hi ng which in that noment he had call ed
"intensity."

But it had not been and was not intensity. It was something much nore. Anmanda
went beyond. Part of her extended invisibly into another dinension, lived in
anot her di nensi on. Everyone, it struck himnow, had the potential to extend
into that further dinmension, but only particular individuals chose to do so,
and only in some of these could it be seen in them by another individual-as he
saw it now, where he had never been able to see it before. Now, renenbering
Rukh, he realized he had always seen it in her; and perhaps a little even in
Ajela and some of the true faith-holders on Harnony, |ike James Chil d- of God

It had been, now he thought of it, very clearly visible in Ajela, as it was in
Tam A yn; and it had been there in his three tutors-so that he now realized he
had | earned, partly at least, to recognize it fromwhat he saw in them

wi thout identifying what it was, but imtating it in his owm life as he
imtated the three old nmen in other ways.

But it was in other, nore unlikely people, too. It was in Cee, surprisingly
enough. And it nust have been in Jathed. In fact, what he had come here to ask
Amid, tired as he was, w thout know ng why he needed the answer, but know ng



he could not sleep until he had it-was whether Jathed had, in those early
years down in the forest, had sone sort of contact with Cee. Perhaps he had
visited her parents? Then the sudden discovery of Anmanda here had all but
driven the questions fromhis mnd, until he realized, suddenly, that Anmanda
was connected to them herself a part of them in fact.

He went in; and the other two turned at the sound of his boots on the wooden
floor. Amid, he was now able to see, had his own extended elenment; and it cane
to Hal that both Amanda and Amid, as well as others |like them were not only
part of what he had chosen to spend his life finding but part of what he had
hoped for when he had | et Amanda bring himto Kultis. She would not have
identified this specific element as one of the things he needed to di scover;
but, that strange, alnobst nystic part of her that had al ways set her famly
apart from ot her Dorsa
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nmust have sensed both his need and the |location of this, anong what el se he
reached for.

That sensitivity to his need and that which would answer it was part of what
made her what she was. So that wherever she happened to be, as nowin Amd's
of fice, the perceived universe seened to fall into order about her, to becone
sensi bl e and cl ear of purpose. It was as if she shone with a light that,
though invisible in itself, let those about her see nore clearly.

He reached her and they held each other for a | ong noment w thout saying

anyt hing. Then, still holding himw th her hands, she stood back a little from
himand turned his face to the light of the nearest wi ndow. "Better," she
said, studying it. "Yes, you're better. But not all the way back to what you
should be." "I'mcloser," he answered. "All the nore close now that you're
here.”

She let himgo, and frowned as he put out a hand to Amid's desk for support.
He woul d have fallen otherwise. Hs legs felt as if they had no strength left
in them "The grapevine brought ne news of the soldiers comng up here to | ook
around," she said. "I came as soon as | could, but | waited for full night to
go up to that group you had guarding the rock blocking the trail in. |'ve been
here since about an hour or so after you took your party down there. It was a
tenptation to foll ow you down, but if you'd planned what you'd planned wi thout
me, there was no point in ny barging in and upsetting things. |'ve been
waiting for you since-but you re ready to collapse. " "You could say that," he
told her with a weary grin. "But | had a question or two to ask Amid befQe
fol ded up." "Anything, of course," said Amd, getting spryly up fromhis chair
and coming forward. "But do you have to have the answers right now? Amanda's
right. You re exhausted." "Two quick questions," said Hal. "WAs Jathed around
down there when Cee was living with her parents? | believe he was already dead
when she began to run wild-but could they have tal ked to each ot her

somehow woul d they have tal ked to each ot her?"

Amid frowned. "I'm sure he was around, for a couple of years at l|least," he
said. "And as for Jathed talking to her, what |'ve heard of him
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i s-that he woul d have talked to, |lectured at, anyone-all in the sanme way,
regardl ess of their age or situation. But whether he and Cee actually

conmuni cated-1'd have to ask sone of the nore longtine nenbers of the CGuild.
"Il do that and | et you know tonorrow. The question isn't going to be whether
Jathed woul d talk to Cee, but whether they encountered each other -and whet her
Cee, young as she was, would be able to understand anything. But maybe she

m ght. She night even

have sensed he was no sort of threat to her, or even saw himas speci al
-children can do that." "That's what | wanted to know, " said Hal

He turned away fromthe desk, reeling as he | ost the support of it; and being
caught and held upright by the strong grasp of Amanda. "Sleep for you," she
said, "this way."



CHAPTER

31

Hal woke to al nost conplete darkness relieved only by the faint line of |ight
under the door to the bathroom This alone told himthat he was not in his own
bed in Dormtory Two, but back in Amid' s second office, in which he and Amanda
had slept on his arrival at the Chantry Quild. There was soneone beside himin
t he bed; and he turned his head to make out that it was Amanda, deeply

sl eeping, her hair spread out on the pillow

It nust be deep into the night. He Jay there, trying to remenber.

He had no recollection of getting here. He renmenbered nothi ng beyond Ananda
catching him holding himup, and telling himhe nust sleep. He had no nenory
of being brought to this bed. But now that he tried to recall anything at al
after that'there canme to hima few flashes from nonentary waki ngs, as seeing a
sliver of the rich daylight illumnation of Procyon, that had managed to make
its way here and there through the bl anket she had once nore hung over a rod
to provide a near-perfect blackout curtain.

In each case he had awakened | ong enough only to recogni ze the fact that he
was safe and confortable, then fallen i mediately and heavily back to sleep
again. He had no nenory of Amanda joining him She would have been quiet so as
not to disturb him of course, as only she could be quiet. But how | ong
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had it been since she had come? How | ong since night replaced day outside his
curtai ned wi ndow?

Sone diurnal clock deep inside himtold himthat it had been a | ong tinme-that
he had sl ept nobst of the night through, as well as the day; and dawn was near.
It had been no ordinary sleep. He had put in forty-eight hours of wakeful ness
under active conditions before this, without falling into such a pit of
unconsci ousness; and while he mght be a few years ol der since then, and
softer, in spite of his daily exercise in the Final Encyclopedia, neither tine
nor inaction could account for such a heavy, prolonged sl unber.

There had to he another reason for it; and even as he forned the question the
answer canme. Hi s unconscious mnd had once nore wanted his consci ousness out
of the way so it could work with perfect freedom putting together all the

t hi ngs he had | earned, one by one-those parts that now al nbst, but not quite,
cane together like the parts of a puzzle of many pieces, to give hima

conpl ete picture of his goal

He felt a yearning to stay here, where he was, and put an armgently over
Amanda, coaxi ng her gently back into wakeful ness and the joining that they had
al ways had so few chances for. But at the same time, there was a powerful
feeling within himthat now and only now the answer he sought, or at | east
another step toward it, was calling himoutside this room It was waiting for
himwith the dawn that would be comng; as it had waited all this time he had
been here, but he had not yet |earned enough to see it.

Quietly, as Amanda nust have cone to bed quietly, he left it, found his
clothes, dressed and let hinmself out of the room The corridor was bright-lit
and silent; but outside, when he closed the nmain door of the building behind
him the |ledge was in conpl ete darkness. The night was enpty except for the
chanting of those who wal ked the circle, invisible to him Both noons were
down and the light of the stars was not enough to |l et himsee his hand at
arms length before him

But |like the Guild nenbers, he now knew the | edge well enough to find his way
about it blindfolded. In addition, in this season of sumer, even at this
altitude, the wind blew toward the | edge across the | and bel ow

Accordingly, he turned his face into the wind and, feeling the
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fam liar slopes and pitches of the ground under his bare feet, went toward the
edge.

As he went, his eyes readjusted to the darkness fromthe bright glare of the
hall lights. He was able to see the treetops overhead occulting the stars, the

trees that had been deliberately left uncut in patches and clunps so that part
of one of them always hid any wal kway bel ow it. Al npbst unthinkingly, he
oriented hinsel f by those shapes of the treetops agai nst the pinpoints of
light in the sky, and as he got close to the edge he cou see it as a line of
demar cati on where darkness gave way suddenly to deeper darkness.

He was out here earlier than usual and he did not expect to find Ad Man here
yet; and in fact, when he got to the place by the pool where he usually sat,
the spot the A d Man usually occupi ed was enpty. After all, Hal remn nded
hinsel f, his fell ow watcher was no | onger young, and al so had just finished
putting in much the same hours, at the same activity as had Hal. It would
hardly be surprising if he did not show up at all.

Hal sat, therefore, waiting for the paling of the sky that would signal the
approachi ng day and the sunrise. There was a strange bl end of expectation and
excitement in him

In patches, where the native vegetation of the pond did not obscure its
reflecting surface, the inmage of the stars overhead | ooked back up at himas
they al so | ooked down on himthrough the clear, high-altitude air. He felt
encl osed by them as an individual feels warmy enclosed by fanily or close
friends at a gathering of those who were cl ose. The sky about them was

begi nning to pale, but only beyond the line of the G andfathers of Dawn in the
far distance-that place fromwhich the sunrise would come. Overhead, it was

still dark enough for their lights to be clear and sharp agai nst the deep
dar k.
As far as he could tell, none of those that he could see up there were stars

that were suns over the otlier Younger Wrlds, or

art itself. Those solar bodies were at present in the wong position to be
seen from Kultis-or nore accurately, this part of the planet was pointed in
the wong direction. But those he did see stood in for those he knew, in his

i magi nation; so that it was as if they had cone here at this inportant noment
to watch hi mnow from bot h above and bel ow at once, waiting for himto take up
his journey once nore along the path he had chosen for hinself that day of his
uncl e Janes's death.

It had been a ridicul ously ambitious decision at the time on the part of a

hal f-grown boy, to find and destroy whatever elenent it was in people that
made them sel fi sh and uncaring to the point of brutality and cruelty to each
ot her. The shape of the answer he sought had emerged, little by little from
the mists of things undiscovered as he worked his way toward it, trying one
route after another, finding his way bl ocked but learning a little nore each
time, so that with each fresh start he chose his next route with nmore w sdom
So, slowy, he had progressed. Slowy, his certainty had grown that there was
a path to humanity's becom ng a race of tpeople who would voluntarily refrain
fromall harnming of their fellows, by all actions, fromliteral killing, to
the exercise of the little cruelties of words and sheer thoughtl essness that
were so comon in human society that they went al nbst wi thout remark. But now,
he was surer than he had ever been, that only a few thin veils-perhaps only
one-hid it from him

As Donal he had found that power and | aw al one could not force the change he
want ed. But the discovery pointed to the r9ad he hinself nust travel; and,
after him the race. As Paul Formain, back in the twenty-first century, he had
found that part of the answer |ay outside the known universe and its |aws; but
that this further universe-the one he had cone to call the Creative

Uni verse-was again, only part of the answer.



H s |ast attenpt had been the gathering of the best of what the Younger Wrlds
had gai ned-fromthe Exotics, the Friendlies, and his own world of the

Dorsai -into safety behind the phase-shield he had caused to be set up

encl osing Earth and the Final Encycl opedia. He had been confident then, that
at last, having done this, the next and |last step to his goal would be

obvi ous.

But it had not been. What he had achi eved had only once nore cleared the mists
alittle way, but left himw th no understandi ng of what was to be done next.
It had only shown yet a farther stretch of the road still to be covered.

He had not been wong in anything he had done so far. Faith, courage, and the
ability to think philosophically, all faculties of the human, devel oped from
its animal forebears, and their extended fornms, as enbodied in the Friendlies,
the Dorsai and these Exotics, had been part of the answer. He had not been
wrong in that nuch; but now he saw what was needed was
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somet hing still hidden by unknowns, still in shadow. He could only be sure now
that it was sonehow connected with the creativity in every living human.

In his disappointnment and weariness, he had becore bl ocked; and believed

hi msel f burnt out-a failure. So he had continued to think until Amanda had
cone to tell himhe mght find a new

poi nt of view here, on an Exotic world now wrecked and ground down by the
forces of an eneny point of viewthat was trying to kill the growh el ement of
the human spirit and destroy all that had been acconpli shed.

She had been right. He knew that now with a whol ehearted, instinctive
certainty, as he sat here, waiting for Procyon's rise over the nobuntai ntops.
Sonmewhere, with her and anong the Chantry Quild nmenbers and with his recent
part in the rescue of Artur and little Cee, who was of an age with the boy he
had been when he had nade his original vow, he had once nore found a way to go
forward. And now, now here, waiting for the sunrise, he felt perhaps only one
nore | arge step toward what he sought; perhaps even close at last to the
doorway itself, through which he now knew he nmust pass to find what he sought.
The paling of the night's black sky and the extinguishing of the stars had
spread forward from above the distant nountains as he had been thinking, and
the Iight had grown stronger. He felt the approaching dawn like a hand laid
upon him and although the breeze was nmerely cool, it seemed to bl ow through
his clothing so that he felt as if he sat naked and waiting, his |legs crossed,
hi s hands not in prayer position but |aid, palms down, one on top of the other
in his lap; as he remenbered his uncle lan's nassive hands used to lie.

He et his mind go out to his customary imaginings of this daily exercise of
body and mind; conjuring up the tine of the far future of this Chantry Guild,
when the | edge had been filled by a massive structure of stone blocks quarried
fromthe nountain, its flat surfaces paved and gardened and this pool before
hi m encl osed by a rimof pink-veined, Iight gray rock, with the native plants
repl aced by inported water-lilies spreading their flat, broad petals on the
liquid surface to uphold thensel ves and their night-closed and sl eeping white
fl owers.

Those flowers of his inagination which would be opening with the com ng |ight

of day.
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As with some repeated neditation, the envisioned scene

ed the reality around him Hi s ears heard the chanting repl ac ack of the

present and future wal kers in the behind his b circle.

The transient and the eternal

are the sane . .

Now, the chant seemed to pick himup and possess him So that he resonated to
it as a tuning fork resonates to being struck, with a single pure note. In the
pool, the white bl ossons were

begi nning to open as the light flooded forward and the day bri ghtened.

H s eyes ignored the unvarying green sweep of the highaltitude forest bel ow
hi m and focused on the distant range of -nountains, the G andfathers of Dawn.
Al ways the nountains. Always the mountains and the sunrise. These bel onged as
much to the future of his imagi ned scene as they did to the present second in
whi ch he sat here. To the nmountains and the sunrise, the years or centuries in
bet ween were uni nportant, the nmonent of a single drawn breath in a lifetime of
br eat hs.

The sun was not yet in sight frombehind the range; but the brightness of the
sky showed that it was close now, very close.

Hs eyes were filled with light and he felt the cool air passing in and out of
t he [ ungs above his notionl ess body as he sat. e | ooked down at the pond and
saw that the white flowers were now fully open, some of them show ng the drops
of the dew that had collected in their tightly closed petal tips earlier. He
felt as



if sone essential but nonphysical part of hinself was lifted out of the rest
of him and rushed through the airy space between himand the distant nountain
range to neet the dawn, seeing nothing el se.

At the same tinme his physical eyes | ooked down at the pond and focused once
nmore on a single flower, on one white petal of which a dewdrop sat like a

bl essing. The flower filled his gaze and |like a wave through himcane a great
sweep of feeling, that anything should be so wonderful as the living leaf with
the perfect transparency of the dewdrop upon it.

Feeling this, it was as if his flying, incorporeal self reached the upthrust
giants of the land that waited, as they had always waited, for himin this
nmonent; and, lifting, it and he saw the
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first blazing edge of Procyon, which was too bright to | ook at with the eyes
of his body back on the [edge, appear in the bottom of a notch in the rock
before himand send the first ray of direct |ight |eaping across the space
bet ween range and | edge to touch the pond, to touch the fl ower.

It touched the dewdrop; and for one second too short for breath to draw or
mnd to do anything but hold in nenory, the drop exploded, scintillating with
light like a dianond, radiating off in all directions, including into him
where it shone unforgettable, fromthat noment on

He sat, blinded by the vision. Behind him the voices of the wal kers chanted
still.

The transient and the eternal are the sane . .

And, suddenly, noving in to replace the wonder within himcanme the
under st andi ng he had waited for. Now, the words of the wal kers engul fed him
Suddenly, at |ast, he understood the truth of what they chanted, what he had
so often chanted; that it was not a matter of faith but of actuality.

For the transient and the eternal were the sane. He | ooked at the petal now
and the dewdrop was al ready beginning to shrink, to di sappear as the heat of
the sun's ray drewit up. Inalittle it would be gone. The petal would be dry
and it would be as if the dewdrop had never been there.

But the dewdrop was al ways there. Even as this one blazed for a second with
incredible Iight and began to di sappear, somewhere in this infinite universe
t here was another dewdrop just beginning to scintillate, and after that

anot her, and anot her

And anot her dawn and anot her, and anot her nountain range and anot her, when
this one should be worn down to |l evel dust; and wi thout a pause, another
wor | d, whi ch woul d nake anot her range through which a ray of |ight would cone
to anot her dewdrop on anot her petal -forever and forever, until tine should
end.

The dewdrop was beyond destruction. The nmonment of its brilliance was eternal
It was transient here, but eternal everywhere. Just so, all things were
eternal, only waiting to be found, even the doorway to something that had only
been his dreamall these years.

The physical light of the present day was everywhere about
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and the vision of the future was gone; but the nonment of the
44@1rli 6i, explosion of illumnation fromthe dewdrop still filled

He got to his feet and went back, past 11197117.2011k, visible circle of

wal kers toward the buildings beyond. He felt incredibly Ilight-bodied. As if
he could, with little effort, walk up into the thin air. Afigure in the
ordinary light workshirt and trousers, vnrn by the mgjority of the Chantry
Qui ld menmbers when they were otherw se occupi ed than walking in the circle,

st epped out from behind some tree trunks to neet him It was A d Man and he
smled up at Hal as they net and Hal stopped. "You weren't there this
nmorning," said Hal. "I was there. | sat behind you," said Ad Man. "Sone

t hi ngs are best touched al one. "

H's smle grew and became al nost inpish. He reached into a

pocket of his trousers and brought out a small mrror, which he held up to
Hal ' s eyes.

Hal stared at the inage of his own face. There was a difference in what he saw
that he could not pick out at first. Then he saw it-the pupils of his eyes
were contracted al nost to pinpricks of darkness, like the eyes of someone
under drugs. For a fraction of a second the scintillation of the dewdrop
seened to |l eap out fromthose pinpricks and the mrror at him naking himfee
i ght-headed, but happily so. "How could you tell ahead of tine, in the dark9"
he asked, as A d Man put the mrror back into the pocket.

A d Man passed his hand fromleft to right through the air at chest height
before him palmoutward toward Hal. "I felt it," he said



Hal stared at him waiting for additional explanation; but dd Man, still
smling, nerely turned and went away from him back through the trees from
anong whi ch he had emerged.
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He went back to their room and di scovered that Amanda had al ready risen and
left. He found her having breakfast by herself at a snmall table in the

bui I ding' s di ni ng room and j oi ned her

Actual ly, he wanted nothing to eat; and she, after a single wi se ook at him
sai d nothing, not even "good norning." Instead, she nerely smled and
continued her own neal, leaving himto sit and do what he wanted, which was
nmerely to enjoy the early day with her, along with the other breakfasters. He
let himself be inmrersed in the chatter in the dining roomand the sounds from
the kitchen. The sun, shining in through the wi ndows of the roomto brighten
all around them wapped himin an unusual sense of happi ness.

When she was done, she rose. He went with her. Taking her tray with its used
utensils and dishes to the disposal slot, she pushed it through. Then, sniling
again at him she led himoutside and parted conpany with him going off
herself in the direction of Amid s office.

He was left to his own devices, and found hinself happy to be so. Kultis,
around him had never seened nore bright and fresh. Its colors stood out at
him as if just washed by a brief summer shower, fromthe sky overhead to the
gravel of the paths underfoot.

He roaned about the | edge. There was a lightness to his body; and the sense of

the illumnation he had just received |lingered
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ifi , him For once, he felt strangely free of purpose. It was as

consci ousness had been cut |oose, like a towed dory froml.".behind a snall

Mm boat, to drift at the whimof soft w nds

and gentl e waves under a bright sun

He smiled. The inmage of the | oose dory pleased him The inplications of what
he had found were too massive and nonmentous for his mnd to handl e | ogically;
and so that part of himhad been set free tenporarily by the nore capaci ous
ment al machi nery behind it, that noved in creative and ot her areas where the
conscious, with its rigid patterns and | ogics, could not go.

The day, accordingly, passed |like a pleasant dream Either Amanda, or Anmid, or
someone anong the others nust have passed the word to |l eave himto his own
devices. None of the Chantry Quild nmenbers approached himor tried to draw hi m
i nto conversation; for which he was grateful

H s thoughts slid between wonderings at small things in his ,.surroundings
-fromthe quaint shape of a pebble anong the gravel at his feet to the living
design of a variformleaf or blade of grass, or their native equival ents that
he cane upon. Architecturally, they were all beautiful; and he was a little
surprised he had failed so utterly to appreciate them before.

Interspersed with these were ot her things observed, or renmenbered-bits and

fl ashes of scenes fromhis past. |Images from his boyhood and manhood as Dona
Graene, fromhis brief I[ife as Paul Formain and his present life as Hal; al
these came and went in his head like bits of a serial recording.

Sonet hi ng wi thin himguessed, but did not struggle to verify, at the
possibility that these things he recalled were reflections of what his deeper
mnd was fitting into the matrix of his lifelong search, fromwhat he had cone
to understand this nmorning. But he did not investigate this, did not question
it; and it did not matter. A 74 ZL

It was |like being on a vacation. It occurred to himw th a small shock of
surprise that he had never really had a vacation, since he had been a

school boy on the Dorsai. Fromthe tine he had |l eft his hone world he had never
let go of his life's coomitnment for even a day. It was a strange feeling to be
so cut | oose now, even for a few hours like this; to be content with the

di stance he had cone so far, when the end was still not yet reached. Though he
could see it clearly, now
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As the norning grew into noon, he drifted toward Am d' s office. Wen he
stepped inside it at last, he was surprised to find it, for once, enpty. Then
it cane to himthat Anmid, hinmself, mght well have run short of sleep, these
| ast forty-eight hours, and be in his own quarters, resting.

In any case, he had not come here to see Amid, but because of the nmenory of
the recording of Jathed to which he had |istened. He began to search both his
menory and the office, and finally cane across a filing cabinet with the nane
"Jathed" on it. There was a box of recording spindles in the second drawer
fromthe top.

He took the box with himto Amid' s desk and seated hinself in a chair near it
with the control pad Anid had searched for and found earlier. It was a
standard desk unit and in a nonent he had the first of the recording spindles
in the control pad' s nagazine. Jathed' s voice, apparently from several years
earlier than the tape Hal had listened to before, sounded i mediately in the
room

As he listened, he exani ned the other spindles. They were dated in order over
a period of some twelve years. He started with the nost recent ones and began
playing themin reverse order to their dates of recording. Sitting in the
enpty office, he list ned to the resonant, conpelling voice of the founder of
this reincarnation of the Chantry Guild.

He did not need to listen to nore than half a dozen, however, before
concluding that there would be little advantage to himin hearing them all
Wth the exception of two which were histories of Jathed's early life,
dictated in an unfamliar, elderly voice that m ght have belonged to Amd's
brother, they were essentially repetitions of what were basically two or three
customary | ectures delivered by Jathed to audi ences consisting of disciples,
or others with an interest in what the cantankerous, but remarkable, nman had
to say.

In effect, the nmessage of all of these was sinple enough. Jathed believed that
each person who had the necessary faith and self-discipline should be able to
enter a personal, extra universe exactly like the physical one that surrounded

him except that in this other universe, the will of the person involved could
acconpl i sh anything wanted by nerely determining it should be SO
Furthernore, if that will was powerful enough, Jathed

apparently believed that the effect produced in the extra universe could be
duplicated in the universe of reality by convincing the m nds of others that
the alteration applied to the physical universe al so.

In short, he believed in a personal, extra universe; and that the so-ca

rea universe was no nore an _agreenent anong the human m nds
existing init.

It was in this latter view, about the real universe, that Hal found hinself
di sagreeing with the other man.

It was true that when he had been Paul Formain, three hundred years before, he
had experienced the night of nadness brought upon a city by the origina
Chantry @uild of Earth, under its founder, Walter Blunt-that original Guild
whi ch had becone the parent of Kultis and its sister world and the whol e
Exotic culture. It had been a night in which he had seen a

monurrent nel ting down |ike wax, a stone lion decorating the bal cony of a
building lift its head and roar, and a hol e of nothingness appear in the

m ddl e of a street. A nothingness of such utter blackness that his eyes
refused to focus on it.

That, and history was full of mracles w tnessed by crowds, as well as
smal l er, so-called "nmagics" seen by small groups of people gathered in
confined spaces for just that purpose.

And, finally, there was the sound of the breaking light on the first recording
of Jathed Hal had ever heard.



Nonet hel ess, Hal held to his own view of a single, separate, creative universe
that would be a tool, not just a box of conjuring tricks, for humankind.

The only strong point he shared with Jathed was that the other nust al so have
experi enced a nmonment of revelation in which the absolute truth of the
transient and the eternal being the sane becane undeni able. But fromthat
poi nt they had each built different ways, if with nuch of the sane materi al

In any case, his mnd would not work with the problemright now It was a
refusal, but a different sort of refusal than he had experienced at the Fina
Encycl opedi a before com ng here.

That had been a bl ockage; a painful situation in which he Went over the sane
answers tinme and again, on each occasion finding them unworkable. This day was

a pl easant noment of rest along a route that he now knew to be correct and to
run

straight to his goal
But his mnd would not westle with that problemor any
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problem just now He put the spindles in their box back where he had found
them the control pad back on Anid's desk, and went out.

Later he was never able to remenber, without a great deal of effort, how the
rest of that day went for him In part'he did not really want to investigate
the nmenory, only recall it fondly as a sort of pleasant blur. At any rate, by
the tine night had fallen and he had at |ast taken something to eat and drink
he was back, seated in Anmid's office in one of its few arnless chairs, with a
nmusi cal instrument in his hands.

The fire was alight in the fireplace and the instrument was soneone's
reconstruction of a six-string classical Spanish guitar. It was enough |ike
the instrument he had played and sung with on his trips to Port, during the
peri od when he had been a

m ner on Coby, to suit him

The guitar had been offered to him rather shyly, by one of the Guild nenbers,
who had said Amanda had suggested he might enjoy having it for a while.

I ndeed, he did. He wondered what part of the al nost occult understanding in
Amanda had pronpted her to make such a suggestion

In any case, he had ended up here with it, seated beside the fire in the

eveni ng.

The lights were turned down, so that alnmpost the only illum nation was fromthe
fireplace itself. He was letting his mind and his fingers wander together, in
what ever direction his menory took him which for the last half hour had been
to the ancient ballads and songs out of the past centuries of Ad Earth. Songs
he had | earned there, as a boy, from books and recordings in the library of
the estate where he had been brought up

Amid and Amanda were seated in chairs before him listening; and so, too,
surprisingly, were a nunber of the menbers of the Guild, who had slipped in
qui etly over the past hour or so. taking nore distant chairs-so that they were
all but lost in the noving shadows cast on the wall by the flames of the fire.
Most surprisingly, anmong those there was Cee. He had not noticed her entering.
He had only becone gradually aware of her sitting with Onete in a couple of
chairs against a far wall

Since that first nmonent when he had di scovered her, she had noved cl oser and
closer to him until now she was seated on the floor, alnost at his feet. He
had not caught her in novement
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once. She had made each tiny shift toward himat a tine when his eyes were
briefly off her, inching toward him until she was

where she was now

He was careful not to ook directly at her. But now it was not necessary. She
was near enough so that he could exam ne her face out of the corner of his
eyes. There was no nore friendliness showing in it than there had been during
the hard trek up the nountainside with Artur on the stretcher-but a great dea
of wonder and fascination.

He had drifted off into the singing of old English and Scottish ball ads,

| earned | ong ago out of the collection made by Childe in the nineteenth
century.

How much such songs could nmean to Cee, he had no way of inagining. The Basic
tongue universally spoken nowadays on all the worlds was a descendant of the
Engli sh | anguage as it had been spoken during the latter part of the
Technol ogi cal Age, of the twentieth and twenty-first centuries. Its archaic
word forns would be a little strange to the young girl, but nmost of it would
still be understandable. Only, what she would nmake of the medi eval Scottish
and English accents with which he was

pronounci ng the words, and with those words which were in dialects now dead
and forgotten, he could not guess.

He slid into Sir Walter Scott's Scottish version of The Battle of Oterburn



which was a little |less |oaded with unfam |liar words .

Itfell about the Lanmas tinme, Wen the muir-nmen won their hay, That the
doughty Earl Douglas went Into England to catch a prey.

He chose the Gordons and the Graenes, Wth themthe Lindsays, |ight and gay:
But the Jardines wadna w' himride, And they rued it to this day.

And he has burnt the dales O Tine And part of Al nonshire, And three good
towers on Roxburgh fells He has left themall on fire .
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This time Hal saw her nove. It was a small shift, to only slightly closer to
him but the fact that she had all owed herself to be seen noving was enough to
show t hat she had ceased to care about whether or not he would catch her at
it. Anewlight of interest had cone into her eyes. Cearly, this one was to
be a song about fighting and destruction. Sonmehow, by chance-or was it by
chance, entirely?-he had picked a ballad that particularly woke her interest.
She was mnotionl ess now, watching and |istening. He continued to study her
upturned features. It was a grimlittle face, in sonme ways. Again, he was
rem nded of the simlarity between her protective reaction toward Artur, and
his own reaction years before in that nmonent when, as Donal, he had heard of
his uncl e James's death. Perhaps his devel opment since was an indication of

t he devel opnent to come in her. It was warmng to think so.

He wi shed that there was sone way that he could reach her with words, to tel
her that the road she had been forced to follow so far need no | onger be the
way she nust go. That he had followed one like it, himself-, and, even though
he had accomplished all he had set out to do in that direction, it had not
brought himto the end he want ed.

But he knew that, even now, though she might listen to and enjoy his singing,
she woul d probably not listen if he tried to talk to her-she would probably
not even stay close to himif he tried talking to her. If he could stay here
at the Guild for a long enough tinme for her to growinto the ways of the Guild
menbers, the day mi ght come when she would listen. But he could not stay here,
just for that, just for her, no matter how strongly in this nmoment he m ght
want to reach her with the truth. There were | arger tasks calling himaway.
But his progress with themm ght in sone way be a pledge for hers, into the
new human future

From covert gl ances around him he read puzzl enent and sone little
consternation on the faces of some of the older Guild nmenbers there, listening
to this story of iron and blood in this place where both by their heritage as
Exotics and by their own choosing, they were commtted to an attitude of
nonvi ol ence.

Just as it was with Cee, it was inpossible to explain to themthat the
proliferating forces of history, conflicting, joining, altering each other's
pat hs, had shown that the human race was
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not yet free of violence; that the laws, the authorities, the many ways that
had tried in the past to end it, had overlooked the stark fact that it was
somet hing that must be dealt with inside each individual, herself or hinself.
And to deal with it, the individual had to understand it.

So he sang on, letting the verses of the ballad recount its version of that
dark and bitter encounter between two arm es of men; whose only excuse for
fighting each other was that they wished to fight, in a place and at a tine
where neither |and, nor anything el se but who should win, was at stake.

He sang about how the Earl Dougl as, son of the king of Scotland, having
ravaged al ong the border, came at |ast to Newcastle, the home of Percy, the
English Earl of Northunberland. It had been another Percy-called Hotspur-who
had been immortalized as a character in one of the plays by Shakespeare.

At Newcastle, the Scottish force had been stopped. For all their nunbers, they
had had no way to take the fortification that the castle represented. But
there was skirm shing just outside it

.But 0 how pale his |ady | ookd,

Frae off the castle wa, Wen down before the Scottish spear She saw brave
Percy Ja!

. And some synbol -a pennon, a sword, sonething of synbolic val ue-was
taken fromthe English to be carried back into Scotland as a trophy; sonething
the Percy swore should not happen. So an appoi ntment was nade for the two
forces to meet at Otterburn, sonme distance away in the Cheviot hills, where



the Scots would wait for the English.

.they lighted high on Qtterburn,
Upon the bent so brown They lighted high on Gterburn, And threw their
pal i ons down ...
And settled in for the night. But during the deepest hours of darkness, an
al arm was sounded to the young Earl Dougl as.
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but up then spake a little page,
Before the break of the dawn. 'O waken ye, waken ye, ny good lord, For Percy's
hard at hand!
"Ye lie, ye lie, ye loud liar, Sae loud | hear ye lie! The Percy hadna nen
yestereen To dight ny nen and ne ..
There was a small noise during a second' s pause of the guitar's ringing and
Hal ' s voice. The door to the office was opened fromthe outside as someone
cane in. But, caught up in recalling the lines of the song, Hal did not | ook
to see who it was. For the next verse was one that had rung, echoed and
re-echoed down the years, not only in his own ears but those of nany ot her
witers and poets

but | have seen a dreary dream
Beyond the isle of Skye; | saw a dead nman won the fight, And | think that man
was | -
He broke off abruptly; and the vibrations of the guitar strings faded away
into the silence of the room For the person who had entered stood cl oaked and
tall inside the doorway of the room a darker black shape agai nst the di mess
there; and though he could not see its face, Hal knew who it was.
So al so did Amanda, for she got up quickly, turning to face the door. "Forgive
me, Quildmaster,"” said Ad Man, slipping around the figure to stand in front
of it, "but this visitor says he has cone a long way to talk privately with
Friend." "Yes," said Anmid, and the tone of his voice told Hal that he, too,

had recogni zed the newconer. "lI'mafraid we'll have to end the entertai nnent
for the evening. |I'd suggest the rest of you |leave now." "No reason for nme to
interrupt things," said the deep, conpelling voice of Bleys Ahrens. "I can
wait." "No," said Amid. "If everyone else will please |eave?"
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"I"ll stay," said Amanda. "You mght like to stay, too, Amid. " "lI'd prefer
to," said Amd. "I have a responsibility to all that happens here." He | ooked
at Hal. "But | don't want to intrude?"

There was a touch of humor in Bleys' voice as he threw back the hood of his

cl oak and stood, a head and shoul ders above everyone standi ng around hi m
"Everyone can stay, as far as |'m concerned. "

But the Guild nenbers were already noving out of the open door behind the tal
man. Only Cee stayed where she was, ignoring Onete's beckoning. Cee's eyes on
Bl eys did not hold the inplacable gaze she had turned on the Cccupation

forcel eader and on Hal; but they held the steady | ook of a wild aninmal ready
to attack if it was approached. "Stay, Amd," said Hal, setting the guitar
aside. "Cone in, Bleys. Sit down." "Thank you."

He cane over and settled hinself in the chair directly opposite. He threw back
the rest of his cloak, revealing hinmself in dark jacket, trousers and shirt,
in every way unremarkabl e except for the personality with which he sonehow
invested these clothes. Amd was still at his desk

Amanda had noved back, into the fire-thrown shadows over by the exit door
Standi ng there, she was nearly invisible to those nearer the flames. "You can
cone and sit with us, Ananda ap Morgan," said Bleys. "I'mnot here to try to
do any harmto Hal. He and | know that it'd nake no difference to history if
either or both of us died. The historical forces are in mtion. We're only the
ai m ng point of each side." "Perhaps. Perhaps not," answered Amanda's voi ce.

"I"ll stay here, thanks. " "It's all right, Amanda," Hal said with his eyes

unnovi ng on Bleys, "I don't think he'd try to kill nme, here-even if he coul d.
"Come now," Bleys smiled, "do you think that if 1'd come, seriously intending
to do away with you, |I'd have conme at all unless | was sure | could?" "If you

were to try," said Amanda; and her voice had a curious, renote sound, al nost
an echo to it as if she spoke from
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a far distance, "you'd never |leave this room yourself, Bleys Ahrens. " "It's
really all right, Amanda," said Hal, still w thout taking his eyes off the man
opposite. "lI'msafe.” "Perhaps now, if you say so," said Ananda. "Five seconds
fromnow, who knows? I'l|l stay here."

Bl eys shrugged and concentrated on Hal. "Surprised to see ne?" he asked. "No,"
said Hal. "Clearly, the pictures taken by that flyover were studied after
all." "Yes. You didn't really expect to | eave the Final Encycl opedia for one

of the Younger Wbrlds without nmy hearing about it eventually, did you?" said
Bl eys. "You can't shut off all traffic between the Final Encyclopedia and the
surface of Add Earth; and no matter how reliable the people naking the trip
back and forth, information is going to travel with them Information |eaks;
and the | eakage reaches nme, eventually; since we're always watching you there
at dd Earth."

Amid got up fromhis chair and added a fresh couple of split logs to the fire,
which flared up nore brightly as the new fuel crashed down anpbng the

hal f - burned wood below it. Wth the gradual addition of other bodies to the
room whi |l e Hal had been singing, the tenperature had risen in the office; and
t hen, when the door had been opened to let nearly all of themout, cooler air
out side had swept in. There was a chill about them now, and to Hal it felt
even as if a breath of col dness had reached out to himfromthe folds of the
cl oak Bl eys had just flung back

Hal studied this nman, |eader of those who called thenselves the Others, those
who now controlled all that mattered of the Younger Worlds through their
powers of persuasion -powers so effective as to seem al nost supernatural, and
whi ch had set the people of those worlds to the task of conquering Earth.

He had nmet Bleys in person only at rare intervals in his ow life, beginning
with the tine of the murder of his tutors and his own near capture by Bleys
and his gunmen. The last time had been nore than three years before, when Ha
had first gathered nearly all the people of the Dorsai world, and the wealth
and

dge of the two Exotic ones, safely within the phaseshield Hal had caused the
Fi nal Encycl opedia's engineers to set up, enclosing and protecting it, and
Eart h.

But all those nonents of confrontation were etched unforget-
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tably in his menmory-and he thought likely in Bleys' as well-for the two of
them were oddly alike in nmany ways; and both had felt those |ikenesses, as

t hough they ni ght have been close friends if they had not been predestined

f oes.

So now, he noted the changes in the other man since their last neeting between
the two walls of the tunnel opened in the phase-shield to |l et themneet. For
either to have touched the mlky whiteness of these walls, then, would have
meant being drawn into it and destroyed, the touching body spread out evenly
t hrough the physical universe.

The i npression of strength and burliness Hal had noticed for the first tine

t hen had devel oped even further in Bleys-even while in appearance Bl eys

hei ght and slimess were still the sane. He had been al nost el egant in that

sl imess, when Hal had first seen him at the killing of Hal's tutors. He
could not be called "el egant” now.

Instead, a force that was invisible, but very powerful, now radiated fromhim
It was strong enough that Hal could alnost feel it, |ike the heat fromthe
fire; and it challenged by its mere existence, challenged and attenpted to
domi nate all those about Bl eys.

For a | ong nonment Hal was baffled at how such a thing could grow in the man he
faced-and then he realized. Each time before that Hal had nmet Bleys, it had
been obvious that the Ot her possessed great personal power. But the difference
now was that he had taken a step further, the ultimte step. He no | onger



possessed nor controlled power. He was power.

Now nmost of the people of ten Younger Worlds | ooked and listened to himas if
he was, in sone way, superhuman. They did not nerely obey his commands
willingly. They rushed to follow the voice that would send themto die, if
necessary, to destroy a Mother Wrld they now believed had never given up an
ancient desire to conquer and enslave theman O d Earth, backed by the black
magi ¢ of the Final Encyclopedia and ruled by the evil will of an arch-denon
naned Hal Mayne.

Hal reached for some conpensating power within hinmself, but did not find it.
He was not daunted by the strength now in Bleys, and he did not doubt that his
mnd, his will and inmagination, was as strong as the Qther's. But he could not
feel a simlar counterforce in hinmself. If it was there at all, it was as
something entirely different, for all that he stood as Bl eys'
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opposi te nunber, the equal and countering chess piece on the board of History.
At the same time he was grateful that he had not nmet with Bleys, robed in
power and certainty as he was, a couple of nonths ago when he, Hal, had been
at his lowest ebb in the Final Encyclopedia. O even, that they had not had
this nmeeting before this norning' s sudden expl osi on of understanding in Hal
the revelation that had cone as the sun had risen above the nountains and the
dewdrop burst into its explosion of light.

As it was, now he | ooked at Bleys fromthe viewpoint of eternity and found
that which the other possessed to be infinitely small and transitory in that
context. "What brings you?" Hal asked. "You can't really be expecting any
change of attitude on nmy part?" "Perhaps not." Warnth now fl owed from Bl eys

i nstead of the push of personal power. He could charm and he knew it; even

t hough everyone in the office at the nonent knew that all but a fraction of
his abilities in that respect were conposed of hypnotic and other techniques
devel oped by those same Exotics Bleys was now trying to destroy. "Perhaps
not," he said again, "but I've always believed you' d listen to reason; and
have an offer, one you mght want to consider. " "Ofer?" "Yes. Let ne
establish a little background first. One of your tutors, who | nost wongly
and m stakenly allowed to be killed-you'll never have forgiven ne for that-"
Hal shook his head. "No," he said, "it's not a matter for forgiveness. | can
see now why it happened. At the time though, their murder triggered off the
way |'d felt about another, earlier death. So | wanted to destroy you, then
as |'d wanted to destroy whoever was responsible, in that earlier tine. It
wasn't until | had to Iive through that sort of |loss a second time, with you,
that | started to understand retaliation's not the answer. No, forgiveness is
besi de the point, now Which changes nothing as far as you and | are
concerned. "

al had seen Bl eys' eyes narrow ever so slightly at the nention of an earlier
grief; and felt a touch of annoyance at possibly having betrayed hinself to
the Oher's acute mind. No one could match Bl eys in catching and pursuing an
i ncauti ous
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slip. But then the annoyance evaporated. There was no way, even with Bleys
own sel f-devel oped equival ent of intuitional logic, that the man opposite him
now coul d trace Hal back to the life of Donal G aeme. "An earlier grief?"
echoed Bl eys now, softly. "As | say, it's beside the point now, " answered Hal
"\What about ny tutors?" "One was a Dorsai. He nmust have made sure you | earned
somet hing about military history, as far back as civilization tells us
anyt hi ng about it?"

Hal nodded. "Did he ever nmention a nan who lived in the fourteenth century,
one of the first mlitary captains, condottiere as the Italians naned them
named Sir John Hawkwood- -

Hal junped internally, though he kept his face calm What sort of black magic
in Bleys had nade himbring up that, of all names? Then his thoughts cal ned.
Their m nds of necessity ran on parallel tracks toward a nutual end. It was
not as unlikely as it mght seemthat they should both have considered the
same historical character in the sane short span of tine. It could mean
nothing at all that Bleys had happened to nention himnow Mreover it was

Bl eys' way to go at things obliquely. He woul d hardly have brought up his main
purpose in comng, this quickly. Best to wait and see what was behind the
mentioni ng of that nane. "Ch, yes," said Hal. "lI'mnot surprised," said Bleys.
"A sort of nmedieval detus Gahame, wasn't he?" "I suppose you could say that.
Why?" Hal said. "There's a story about hima bit of poisonous gossip,
actually; only inmportant really because it could be repeated and believed by
some people who didn't know better, even after hundreds of years. | just
wondered if you knew it-about two of his soldiers he was supposed to have
found quarreling over a nun they had caught-"



--and he cut her in half, then said something to the effect that now t here was
part for each of then?" Hal nodded. "Nes, | know that particular bit of false
history." "I can't understand it." Bleys' tone was close to nmusing. "You'd

thi nk the sheer physical inmpossibilities involved would be enough to make
anyone see through such a story. | suppose
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the reader is supposed to imagine that this nman Hawkwood neatly divided the
victimat the waist with one swipe of his sword, then delivered his single
line of dialogue to the two sol diers and wal ked off, |eaving them both stunned
and deprived. None of those who repeated the story can have had the | east
experience with butchering animals for food. | had, as a hal f-grown boy on

Har nony; and | boggle at the idea of hacking through that much flesh and
backbone with one swi pe of a fourteenth century broadsword. Even if the victim
cooperated as much as possi bl e by sonehow niracul ously keeping in place and on
her feet until the operation was conplete and the soldiers stood by with open
mout hs, it's humanly inmpossible. In real life it could have taken him
mnutes." "More than a few mnutes,” said Hal, "given the mld steel of the
weapons of that time; and the probable |lack of edge left on his sword after
what ever fighting they'd all been in. Since it was only with the soldiers
drunk and bl ood mad after taking a city or castle, that even the worst of them
woul d have indul ged thensel ves in such license. But that's the |east of such
an event happening in real life."

Bl eys | ooked at himanusedly. "The | east?" he asked. "Yes," said Hal. The
know edge stored in the Final Encycl opedia was coming back to his mnd
"Hawkwood isn't called the first of the nmodern generals for no reason. He was
t he nost businesslike of the early condottiere. He knew the peopl e he fought
agai nst today m ght be the people he'd be fighting for tonmorrow. So he made
sure his nen never ruffled the sensitivities of local civilians, except under
the conditions of outright war. That was one of the reasons for his success;
apart fromthe sensitivities other elenments of his |life show. He kept a strict
di scipline over his hired soldiers; and hanged any one of them caught

i nfringing even nminor local laws." "But of course," said Bleys, "as you say
this rmust have happened during the sacking and | ooting of a just conquered
city. " "in which case he woul dn't have been present at such an incident at
all," said Hal. The nenory of bei ng Hawkwood as he wal ked in the circle had
cone to life again in his head. "He was a nman of the fourteenth century and a
conbat professional. His actions and letters don't show himas the type of man
who' d
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do anything as ridicul ous as what that story has himdoing; any nore than a
present day Dorsai woul d slaughter or torture prisoners. | |

The dry note in Hal's voice had not been enough to hide the enption

under neat h. To his annoyance once nore with hinself, he saw Bl eys had been
quick to hear it. "Torture and slaughter were involved in that earlier grief
of yours, you mentioned?" "No," said Hal

Torture had had no part in the death of James. But evoked now by Bl eys' acute
guestion, the menory of Donal's ol der brother Mr, dead after torture at the
hands of the deranged WIliamof Ceta, had cone inevitably back to mnd. It
was a nenory he, Donal, should have foreseen arising out of any discussion

wi th Bl eys such as he was having now. He had been too deep in the wood to
watch out for all the trees. He would never be able to escape the know edge
that he had been at |east partly responsible for Mr's hideous death. "In any
case," he interrupted his own thoughts now, "Hawkwood woul dn't have been there
inthe city at that time under any circunstances."” "Perhaps you'll tell ne why
not." Bleys snmiled. "As you know, ny owmn military education is limted." "I
woul dn't have thought so," said Hal. "But, if you want me to spell out what

m ght have happened-after nonths of besieging a city, after inaction and
boredom living for weeks on end in the nud and stinks of their lines, with a
shortage of food and drink froma surroundi ng countrysi de, scoured cl ean of
supplies so that they were al nost as starved as the people in the city, the
attitudes of the besiegers becane as savage as the attitudes of wild animals
toward the besieged. One hour after the city was taken, the rank and file of
sol diers conquering it would have been roaring drunk and bl ood nad, on



what ever wi ne or other drink they had nmanaged to loot." "Yes." Bl eys nodded.
"That sounds |like the human aninmal | know. Wat was there to say that their
conmmanders weren't equally drunk and mad anong then®?" "The fact that when it
was all over, in a day or twd, those commanders woul d need to | ead these
drunken madmen agai n, as sober and obedi ent soldiers,"” said Hal. "But they
waited until the drink was gone, the raping and | ooting was over, and
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t he hangovers had taken charge, before they tried it. Raging wild in the
conquered city, any of the troops, even the nost |oyal and trustworthy, were
as likely to turn on their commander as sharks in a feeding frenzy. One of the
earliest things a nlitary |eader |earns, even today, is never give his
subordi nates an order they m ght not obey. So the nedi eval |eaders stayed well
out si de wherever the |l ooting and such was going on after a taking. They
couldn't change what was going on in any case-"

He broke off suddenly. "So," he said. His eyes |ooked directly into Bleys'.

"I't was a possible sacking of Earth you cane to talk to me about." "That's
right," answered Bleys. "Don't tell me you haven't thought of that

possibility; once-as it's bound to, eventually -the nunmber of ships we can put
into an attack is such they can make a simultaneous junmp through the shield
and smot her any resistance, even that of your Dorsai. This, too, is a siege;
and the sane sort of attitude we've been tal king about is devel oping on ny
side of the phase wall."

He paused. "I'mw lling to do whatever's necessary to put the human race back
where it belongs, on Add Earth, for a few thousand years until it's had tine
to mature properly,” he said. "But | don't like blood baths either; so

t hought we should talk."

And he sniled at Hal

CHAPTER

33

Hal sat |ooking at Bleys for a nonment. "The crew and officers on your
spaceshi ps on patrol outside the shield," he said, "don't live in trenches or
dugouts. They aren't sick, or starving. In fact, I'll venture to bet they eat
better than their friends back on the hone worlds they came from If they're
devel oping a siege nentality, perhaps it's because you' ve fed themfull on the
i dea that the people living on O d Earth nowadays are sonethi ng subhuman, that
the Final Encyclopedia is an invention of the Devil, manned by devils, and I'm
the chief devil of themall. It seens to ne that an effort on your part put to
taki ng those ideas out of their mnds would al so Prevent any chance of a bl ood
bath." "Probably," said Bleys quietly, "but I'mnot going to do that. And
since I"'mnot-you'll admt you' ve considered the danger of such a bl ood bat h?"
Bef ore Hal could answer, he went on. "Forgive ne. That was an insulting
guestion. OF course, You've considered all the possibilities, just as | have."

"Specul ati ons waste tinme," said Hal. "You cane here to nake ne sone kind of
offer. Make it." "lI'd like to call off the war," said Bleys. "I'll be damed!"
Hal said. "WII you indeed?" answered Bleys. "In that case, try to get word

back to nme what it's |like. No one's ever been able to
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send any nessages back so far; but you might just be able to do it."

Hal hardly heard him He told hinself no one but the G her nman could have
startled himto this extent. For a nmoment he even found hinself wondering if
he had been wong all along and that Bl eys was far superior even to himafter
all; that the Other could read minds and see around comers. How el se could he
explain this sudden offer that would concede defeat just as Hal was about to
nmove cl oser than he ever had been to wi nning the contest between then? Unl ess
Bl eys had somehow sensed Hal 's breakt hrough of just that norning?

Amid noved a little, involuntarily, in his chair; but no sound canme from
Amanda, all but invisible in the shadows by the door; and Hal did not nove. In
the fireplace a burned through | og broke and fell into two halves with a soft
crash; and the flanmes shot up above it suddenly, sending shadows dancing on
the wall beyond Hal and Bl eys.

Hal pulled hinself together. There was a price, of course -sonme inpossible
price. "In return for what?" demanded Hal bluntly. "Well, you'll take down the
phase-shield, of course,” said Bleys. "And we'd want to settle sonme of the
Younger Worlds' people on presently unused areas of Ad Earth." He sat back
confortably in his chair. "There're tundra areas at both pol es and sections of
desert that O d Earth's ignored ever since its population stabilized,
followi ng the wave of inmmigration to the Younger Wirlds nearly three hundred
years ago. You see, I'mwlling to | eave the dispute between us, you and 1, to
the verdict of future history, w thout any use of weapons." "Are you?" said
Hal . "You know better than to think I don't know what kind of Younger Worlds
peopl e you' d settle there. Their col onies would he encl aves, from which your
colonists could work to convert as many as could be, of Earth's own people, to
your way of thinking. The end result would be an Earth torn by a division of
opi nion-and ultimately a worldw de civil war-as much of a bl ood bath as the

i nvasion you tal k about. Wiy do you suppose | was instrunental in having the
shield wall put up in the first place?" "Instrunmental's hardly the word," said
Bl eys. "The shield wall was all your doing. But think about it." "There's no
need," said Hal. "Od Earth's awakened to its

danger now. It's building ships and training crews for them w th Dorsai help,
in greater nunbers all the tine; and potential ly it's still got nore
resources in materials, manufacturing and people than all the Younger Wrl ds
conbi ned. Let alone the fact it hasn't light-years of lines of comrunication
to maintain support for its fighting ships." "Yes," said Bleys, "what you
say's all true. Earth's building faster all the time-but | think not fast
enough. | think the Younger Wirlds have too nmuch of a head start. We'll be
ready to come through the wall before you' re ready to hold us off, let alone
drive us away."

He stopped tal king. Hal had made no effort to interrupt himand continued to
say nothing, now "You disagree, of course," said Bleys, "or perhaps you
don't. In any case, |I've made the offer. You' ve no choice but to -consider it.
"And |'ve told you," answered Hal, "what you know as well as | do. Wat woul d
happen if Earth let you col onize |like that.

Bl eys nodded. "But you know," he said, "that while you and | may ride the

wi nds of history, we're not just conpletely hel pl ess passengers. O course
what you say is right. But the result of those colonies nmoving in doesn't have

to be what you suggest. Perhaps you can let themin and still bend the w nds
to your advantage. It's possible. " "Possible, not probable. Wat you suggest
is a road downhill to what you want. But for we who want sonething el se, al
roads would be uphill if | agreed." "The alternative's invasion and the bl ood

bat h-very soon now. |

It was true, thought Hal, even if the invasion Bleys tal ked of was not |ikely
to come quite as soon as he inplied. It was also true, unfortunately, that
there was an el ement of truth in what Bleys offered. It was possible Ad Earth
could absorb the encl aves Bl eys suggested, w thout war, and the future be
settled that way.



But-Hal felt an echo of the sane uneasiness he had told Bleys he had felt
three years before when they had been face to face in the phase-shield. The
feeling nagged at Hal that if Bleys got what he asked for, sonmehow the road to
the Creative Universe that he now thought he saw so plainly before him



360

Gordon R Dickson

woul d be bl ocked as surely as it would be by Tam s death, unless he found the
entrance to it before then. Should Hal reject this nowthat m ght be the
answer for everyone now alive-in a ganble on what he night be able to do for
them and all generations to cone?

He knew whi ch choi ce he wanted. "Maybe you're right and it would work," he
said to Bleys slowy, "but | was never one for shaking hands with the Devil

"I thought," Bleys said, "you were the Devil, the Chief Devil?" "Only

according to your doxol ogy," said Hal. "But in any case," Bleys smled,
"what'll you tell Ad Earth, when the people there learn they had a chance to
be free of the phase-shield and the warshi ps of the Younger Worlds, but you
turned it down?" "That'l|l depend on whether you actually nake such an offer

officially and publicly,"” said Hal. He smled back. "There's nothing official
about me, outside the Final Encyclopedia. You'd need to make your proposa
formally fromthe United Younger Wirlds to the Consortiumof Ad Earth
government sand give themtinme to consider it. In the end, you rmay deci de not
to make the proposal, after all." "Ch?" said Bleys. He sounded genui nely
intrigued. "You think so? Wy?"

Hal kept his own smile. "Wait and see," he said. "The pattern of the historic

forces changes constantly. You know that as well as | do." "I do, indeed,"
said Bleys softly. He hesitated for a nonment. "I think you're bluffing." "Try
me and see," said Hal. "Yes," Bleys nodded, "I'Il do that."

He had | ooked away fromHal and at the fire, nmusingly for a second. Now he

| ooked back. "Tell me," he said to Hal, "the last tinme we nmet, why didn't you
carry through? Wiy didn't you nove to resolve what's between us two, at our

| ast neeting? |'d expected that to be the nonment of our confrontation. You'd
undeni ably stolen a march on ne. You'd gotten all the people you val ued and
needed safely hidden behind that phase-shield you'd had built around A d
Earth; before | could sweep them up, one by one, or group by group, fromtheir
native worlds. When | nmet you in the wall of
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t he phase-shield, itself, we were at a nonent in time when you had a definite
advant age. Wiy didn't you push for a conclusion dien?"

Hal renmenbered again how at that particular |ast neeting he had noticed how

Bl eys had becone nore physically powerful in appearance, how he had put on

wei ght in the form of conpact nuscle. He and the Other had been about the sane
hei ght since Hal had conme into his grow h-that had been the original height of
Hal 's uncles, lan and Kensie. Bleys had al ways been an unusually tall man. But
when Hal had first seen him there had been none of the evidence of physica
strength that was part of himnow

Now, Bl eys had apparently deliberately built hinmself up to match Hal. It
dawned on Hal that the Qther man rmust have put in an incredible nunber of
hours physically devel oping and training hinmself for every possible kind of
hand-t o- hand conflict, with or w thout weapons. This, because the extra
strength by itself would be only a part of making hinself a physical match

for Hal. Therefore he had, for his own reasons, been |ooking forward even at
that nmeeting in the phase-shield wall, to possible conflict on that level with
Hal .

But, even as he realized this, Hal also realized that what Bleys had tried was
i mpossible. No adult could possibly train hinmself to the point of physically
mat ching a Dorsai of conparable size, age, reflexes and ability, who had been
trained fromthe cradl e upward.

Only then did Hal renenber, once nore, that he now was no match for such a
Dorsai either. Al his physical training as Hal Mayne had been sone of the
tutoring fromonly one of his tutors, as a child of A d Earth; and even that
had been a long tine ago. He had tried to keep hinmself in shape since, hel ped
by an active life at times, such as when he had been a mner on Coby, or a
menber of Rukh's Resistance band on Harnony; but that didn't nake hima



Dorsai . Recognition and realization took place in his mind in barely the tine
it took himto start answering. "You cone at an interesting tinme to ask ne
that," he answered. "Maybe it isn't so surprising though. Many of the historic
forces that nove you parallel those that nove ne; and it's natural that we'd

cone together under coincidental conditions. "
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"But you didn't answer ny question," said Bleys, his eyes steady on Hal

"That's why | say you come at an interesting tine," said Hal. "If 1'd had to
answer you then, there in the phase-shield, | wouldn't have been able to. Al
| knew then was that | noticed that you were ready for a showdown; and
instinct told me to back off fromit. | felt-you' d have to cal | it an

uneasi ness about accepting any try to settle things there and then. Now
understand why. What |'d realized unconsciously was,"as | told you then, that
you couldn't win. But, as | later realized, if | agreed to the confrontation
then and there, neither could 1. "I don't follow you," said Bleys. "I nean
believe | woul d' ve won that contest,” answered Hal. "But either of us could
have; and, 1'll give you this, you mght have won after all. W were at a
poi nt where, with one of us gone, the other would have had an advant age.
Pressed home, that advantage m ght have given a seem ng victory." "Seening,
only?" Bleys' voice was pleasantly curious. "Yes," answered Hal. "Seening
only; because we'd nerely be once nore repeating a cycle of time-worn history.
| learned a long tine ago that even having all possible power over all the
wor | ds doesn't make you able to change human nature; and it's that that's been
t he point of argunent between us fromthe begi nning, whether the individua
human's nature is going to be changed or not. If I1'd won |I'd have gai ned a
victory; but it'd have been only a partial victory. As, if you'd won, you'd
have had only a partial victory. And the problemw th any partial victory for
either of us was that final victory, the ultimte victory, would' ve been

cl osed off fromthe survivor, forever; or at least until some |ater generation
shoul d create the confrontation once again; and in that future tine be w ser
inits decision. So | chose to |leave things at stalemate so that | could try
for the greater victory, in ny own tine."

As | do again now, he thought to hinself. It's the same uneasi ness, the sane
decision. "Did you?" said Bleys. "And, do you see your way to it now?"

Hal smiled. "If I've found the answer, " he said, "it's there for everyone. Go
find it for yourself."

Bl eys | ooked at himfor a long second. It was strange to see
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Bl eys Ahrens pause like this. He nust have done so only at very rare nonents
inhislife. "So," he said at last, "not this tinme, either. But | think I'lI
do what you say and find whatever you say you've found, for nyself. And |'I
neet you at the end of the road, wherever that is. Look for nme there when you
reach it."

H s voice softened suddenly. "Stop the little girl," he said. But Amanda had
al ready been in nmovenent. Her hand cl osed now over Cee's just as Cee's fingers
cl osed on the gl ass paperwei ght containing the mniature pine cone, on Anmd's
desk. Anmanda pried it loose from Cee's grasp. Cee struggled, silently if
fiercely, to hold on to it; but her strength was no match for an adult's.
Amanda came away with the paperweight. "W don't kill people,” Amanda told
her. "Ever."

Cee's eyes held Amanda's and the small face was unreadabl e. "She's deci ded
you' re dangerous,"” Amanda told Bleys. "Don't ask ne exactly why. Snelled it in
you, possibly; and I can't really blanme her. She's right."

She turned her attention on Cee again. "But we don't kill people," she
repeated to the girl. "You don't kill people. Leave this man to those who know
how to deal with him Iike Friend, here.”

Bl eys was frowning at Cee. "You don't actually nmean," he said to Amanda,

"she's that dangerous?" "Yes." Amanda still held Cee unwaveringly with her
gaze. "Men sent here by you nade her that way. Ask your four dead Occupation
soldiers-if you can talk to ghosts.” "Well . . . " said Bleys thoughtfully.

He stayed for a nonment where he was, facing Hal. He rose, and Hal rose across
fromhim They stood close as brothers, two tall nen under the close, dark
ceiling of Amd's office. "Well, I've made ny offer." Bleys pulled his cloak



cl osed again around him and its dark folds swirled and flashed for a second
inthe firelight. "I'Il leave you with it. You m ght be kind enough to send
someone with me to light ne down the nountainside path, so |l don't go in the
wrong direction and fall off a cliff. Fromthe upper side of that stone at the
bottomthat closes the path, he can easily roll it back into place alone. It's
only opening it frombelowthat's a hard job for one man."
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He | ooked over at Anid. "Don't worry," he said, "I'll keep the secret of this
pl ace of yours, here, and any of the Cccupation Arny that's tenpted to explore
inthis direction will find orders di sapproving such a nove after the

pronounced nonsuccess of the late force-leader and his equally | ate groupman.
You can go on living up here in peace. | |

He turned back to Hal. "But they're lucky they had you with them" "I didn't
kill those soldiers," Hal said. "So you're giving ne to understand." Bl eys
eyebrows raised. "This child did it for you. | find that a little hard to
believe. " "It's true," said Hal

Bl eys laughed. "if you say so." "You see," Hal said, "you' re making a m st ake.
Here, where you're standing, is the cradle of the new breed of Exotics.
Exotics who'll be nowhere near as vulnerable to you as they've been in the
past. " "If they can kill soldiers, perhaps you' re right," said Bleys. "But

I"mnot particularly worried. | don't think this place and its people have
very long to survive, even wi thout a hand being rai sed agai nst them Now, what
about that guide to light nme on ny way?"

I
"You nust have rolled the entrance stone aside from below " said Amd
suddenly. "How could you do it, alone?"
Bl eys glanced at Hal. "How about you?" he asked. "Are you surprised, too? No,
you woul dn't be, would you? You could do it yourself. You know that there're
ways of concentrating your strength. Have been ever since the first cavenman
lifted a fallen tree he shouldn't have been able to nove, off a hunting
conpanion in a nonent of frenzy he didn't think he had in him But you m ght

not have thought of me before now as being equal to you, physically. | am
though. | think, in fact, we're just about equal in nearly all respects;
t hough that's something neither of us will be able to check. " "If there is,

it'll show at the end," said Hal. "Yes," said Bleys, nore quietly than he had
spoken until this nmonent, "at the end. Were's that guide?"
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"I have called for Onete to get soneone,"” said Amid. "Here she conmes now. "

In fact, the door was opening, and Onete cane in through it, followed by Ad
Man, carrying a powerful fueled lanp, already lit. ,,Then too," said Bleys

t houghtfully, looking at the slim white-bearded nan waiting by the open door
"there m ght be those about whomthere could be a legitimte doubt if they
could roll the stone back al one, even fromthe top side.

A d Man's eyes tw nkl ed back at him "Then, perhaps not," said Bleys, striding
toward the door. "Lead on, ny guide." Add Man stood aside to let the O her
pass through the door first; then went out hinself, closing it behind him
Amanda came forward to the fireplace so that she was together with the seated
Amid and the still standing Hal. "You frightened ne," said Amd to Hal, "when
you told himthat this | edge was the cradle of the new breed of Exotics; and
right after he'd prom sed to keep our being here a secret! Do you think he was
telling the truth about |eaving us in peace?" "Bleys feels hinmself above ever

having to lie," answered Hal. "But |I'msorry you were frightened. | wasn't
just being thoughtl ess enough to raise a doubt in his mnd; | was actually
confirmng his original notion you were harm ess. "

Ami d's already winkled brow winkled nore deeply in a frowm. "I don't

understand,"” he said. "He's a fanatic," said Amanda. "You know hi s background,
surely? You Exotics nust have | ooked into his background. Hi s nother was one
of your people."

Ami d nodded. "It's true she was an Exotic," said Amid. "But she turned away
fromus. If we were a religious people, you m ght have said she was an
apostate.” "She was brilliant, and knew it," said Amanda. "But not brilliant
enough to gain control of all the Younger Wrlds, the way Donal G aene
effectively did, back in his tine; and fate had caused her to be born into the
one Splinter Culture whose people were best equipped to resist nanipul ati on by



her." "Yes," said Amd, with a sigh, "at any rate she left us and went to
Ceta."



366

Gordon R Dickson

"Yes," said Amanda, "and it was on Ceta, later on, Bleys was born. He's never
known who his father was. Actually he was from Harnony. An unhappy ol der man
she seduced nerely to see how easily she could do it. But | think she really
wanted to believe she was the only one responsible for Bleys; because al nost
fromthe day he was born it was plain he had everything in the way of
abilities that his nother had liked to think she had herself, but hadn't. So
she started cramming himfull of know edge fromthe tinme he was old enough to
talk; and he was well on his way to being what he is now at only nine years of
age, when she suddenly di ed. Possibly he was responsible for that. He could
have been. She'd left directions that if anything happened to her he was to go
to his uncle on Harnmony. Do you know that part of his history?" "Not all of
it," said Am d. "Wen we | ooked into Bl eys' background, years later, we found
out about his nmother. She had no Friendly genes in either the maternal or
paternal lines of her ancestry. But the man-the Friendly on Harnmony he was
sent to grow up with-couldn't have been Bl eys' uncle! A cousin, a nunber of
times renmoved, at nost." "Well, she called himan uncle and the boy was taught
to call him'uncle.' In any case he was a farnmer with a large fanmly; and a
fanatic, rather than a true faith-holder. He raised all his children to be
fanatics |like hinmself. Sone of what Bleys is he caught fromthat nan. Though I
don't suppose it was nore than a week or two after he got there that the

ni ne-year-ol d Bl eys was controlling that whole fanmly, whether they knew it or
not. He

t Iled themy but his 'uncle,’ or all of them infected himwth their
fanaticismall the same."

| '"It's not easy to tell the difference between a fanatic and what you call a
true faith-holder-particularly when you call themso, Hal," said Amd, |ooking
from Amanda to him "I'd hate to think we sinply use the word fanatic for
anyone whose views we disagree with. " "There's alnost no difference in any
case," answered Hal, "between a fanatic and soneone of pure faith, though what
difference there is nakes all the difference, once you get to know them
Basically, they differ in the fact a faith-holder puts hinself below his faith
and lets it guide his actions. The fanatic puts hinself above it and uses it
as an excuse for his actions. But
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i cal purposes, the two are alnopst identical. The fanatic pract 'I die for what
he believes in as readily as a man or woman of

Ili= came back to hima menory of a man who had been a

l@atic and tortured Rukh Tamani close to death; but who now wved her anong
the nost |oyal of her followers and was a Jaith-hol der. Anyth Barbage had been
ari officer of the MIlitia ftt harried and tried to destroy such Resistance

G oups as Rukh's on both Harnobny and its sister Friendly world of Association
He and James Chil d-of - God, Rukh's second-in-conmand of the Resistance G oup
woul d have seened, to anyone who did not know themintimtely, to have been
cut fromthe sane bolt of cloth. Both men were harsh and unconprom sing both
in attitude and appearance-except that Child-of-God was ol d enough to be

Bar bage' s father. Both spoke an archaic, 'canting' version of Basic, full of
"thee's" and "thou's." Both put what they thought of as their faith before al
ot her things. But Barbage had been a fanatic.

James Chil d-of - God had been a true faith-holder. He had spent his life
fighting against the MIlitia that the Gthers had found so useful and put to
their own purposes; and he died, alone, behind a small barricade in the rain,
deliberately giving his life to slowup the Mlitia conmpanies that were cl ose
on the @heel s of what had by then becone a sick and exhausted Resi stance
Group, driven by the relentless pursuit of a Barbage who had unlimted troops
and supplies at his disposal

To this day, Hal could not renmenber lightly his final noments alone with

Chi | d- of - God, before he had left the old inan to his final battle in the rain



with the foe he had opposed so long. Always the nenory tightened Hal's throat
painfully. On the other hand, the nenory of Barbage that had just conme to m nd
was of an entirely different nature, but showed the sane

kind of utter dedication to a purpose.

This other nenory was of a somewhat earlier tine when the G oup was being
closely pursued through a territory of dense Wods by Barbage and the MIlitia
Conpani es stationed in one of the local Districts through which the G oup had
been fl eeing; and Hal, because of his training as a boy under a Dorsai, had
been the best choice to try and slip back quietly to spy on their
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pursuers. He had silently backtracked and come upon the pursuing conpanies,
tenmporarily halted for a neeting of their officers. He had worked his way

cl ose enough to hear them co ing within earshot at a point where the superior
of ficer of the Conpanies had gotten hinself into a confrontation with the

kni fe-1ean, relentl ess-eyed Barbage, who had apparently been sent out from
Mlitia Headquarters and made i nto what he was by Bl eys' direct persona

i nfl uence. The scene was suddenly there, now, as he thought of it, in his
mnd s eye. . @.

.. . . yes, | say it to thee, " Anyth Barbage had been sayt .ng in his hard
tenor voice to the Commandant of the Mlitia, who

was a Captain, as Barbage was hinsetf. Hal noved cl oser behind a small screen
of slimvariformwllows. Barbage was on his feet. The other, junior, officers
of the Mlitia had all been sitting with the Captain hinself in a row on a
fallen | og, between the two nen, with the other Captain seated at thefar end
of their line. "I have been given a comm ssion by authority far above thee,
and beyond that by the G eat Teacher, Bleys Ahrens hinself; and if | say to

t hee, go-thou wilt go!"

The ot her Captain had | ooked upward and across at Barbage with a tightly
closed jaw. He was a man perhaps five years younger than Barbage, no nore than
mdway into his thirties; but his face was square and heavy w th oncom ng

m ddl e age, and his neck was thick. "I've seen your orders," he said. Hs

voi ce was not hoarse, but thick in his throat-a parade-ground voice. "They
don't say anything about pursuing over district borders. " "Thou toy nman!"
sai d Barbage; and his voice was harsh with contenpt. "Wat is it to nme how
such as thou read orders? |I know the will of those who sent ne; and | order

t hee, that thou pursuest how and where | tell thee to pursue!”

The other captain had risen fromthe log, his face gone pale with anger. The
sun glinted on theforward-facing oval end of the butt of the power pistol
shel t ered under the snapped down weat her flap of the holster at his belt.

Bar bage wore no pistol. "You may have orders!" he said, even nore thickly.
"But you don't outrank ne and there's nothing that says | have to take that
sort of |anguage fromyou. So watch what you say or pick yoursetf a weapon-
don't care either way."
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Barbage's thin upper lip curled slightly. @V

eapon? Wat Baal's pride is this to think that in the Lord' s "*wk thou

nm ghtest be worthy of affront? Unlike thee, | have no JVch playthings as
weapons. Only tools which the Lord has nmade amilable to ny hand as | have
needed them So, thou hast

call ed a weapon, then? No doubt that which | see on ,,,*nething

ou didst not like y side, there. Make use of it, therefore, since th dw nane |
gave thee!"

The Captain flushed. "You're unarned," he said shortly. "Ch, let that not stop
thee," said Barbage ironically. "For the servants of the Lord, tools are ever
ready to hand."

He nade one long step while the other nan stared at him to end standing

besi de the nmost junior of the officers sitting on the log. He laid his hand on
t he snapped- down weat herflap of the young officer's power pistol and flicked
the flap up with his thunbnail. H's hand curled around the suddenly exposed
butt of the power pistol beneath. A tw st of the wist would be all that would
be needed to bring the gun out of its breakaway hol ster andflre it; while the
ot her Captain would have needed to reach for and uncover his own pistol first
before he could fire.

Fromthe far end of the log the Captain stared, his heavy face suddenly even
nore pal e and nmouth open foolishly. "I nmeant . . . | |The words stunbl ed on
his tongue. "Not like this. A proper neeting, with seconds-'' "Alas, " said
Bar bage, "such games are unfamiliar to me. So | will kill thee now to decide



whet her we continue or turn back fromour pursuit, since thou hast not chosen
to obey ny orders-unless thou shouldst kill ne first to prove thy right to do
4s thou wi shest. That is how thou woul dst do things, with thy weapons, and thy
nmeetings and thy seconds, is it not9"

He paused, but the other did not answer. "Very well then," said Barbage. He
drew the power pistol fromthe holster of the junior officer and leveled it at

his equal in rank. "In the Lord' s name-," broke out the other man hoarsely.
"Have it any way you want. We'll go on then, over the border!"™ "I am happy to
hear thee decide so, " said Barbage. He replaced the pistol in the hol sterfrom

whi ch he had withdrawn it and stepped awayfromthe young officer who owned it.
"W will
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continue until we make contact with the pursuit unit sent outfroon the neq
District, at which time | willjoin themand thou, with thy

0 officers and nen, mayest go back to thy small ganes in town. i That should
be soon. Wien are the troopsfromthe next District to nmeet us? . "

"The fact that the goal he works for is wong won't slow Bleys down," Hal said
now to Anmid. "He'll do what's necessary to acconplish what he wants; just as |
will. It's not the goal, but his belief that's inportant; and that's as strong
as if his faith was as right as anyone's ever was."

Ami d nodded slowy. "I see," he said. "But the fact that he's found nme here
changes things for nme, personally,” went on Hal. "I'"mafraid |'d better be
getting back to Earth and the Final Encyclopedia pretty soon, now " "Not just
pretty soon," said Amanda. "Imedi ately. Now. '

Hal turned to her. "You' ve been here all this time and you're only saying it
now?" he demanded. " She's only saying it to you," Amd said. "She told ne the
m nute she arrived, but you were down in the forest busy rescuing Artur and
Cee at the time. Since you've come back, you were first, dead for sleep, then
sometine early this norning you seemto have had a revel ati on or di scovery of
some ki nd-and none of us wanted to disturb you until you were ready to be

di sturbed. What had touched you may have been too inportant for the future of
all of us to be danaged by intrusion. "

Hal sighed, and nodded. "Yes," he said. "Actually, the fault's mne. | should
have asked Amanda for news, the mnute | saw her, last night." "You were in no
shape-1l ast night," said Amanda, "to ask, or hear."

He smiled a little. "Perhaps," he said. "Wat happened to me at sunrise this
nmor ni ng ni ght have been bl ocked of f by whatever news you've brought that makes

it necessary | go back immediately. But | don't think so. | was deaf and dunb
with tiredness, though; 1'I1
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gmt you that. At any rate, now that sunrise and Bleys are both p4st-what is
it?" "lIt's for your ears only," said Amanda, "all I've told Am d was that
you'd have to |l eave right away. Actually, that's all you ought to need to know
yourself, to get noving. I'll tell you as we

90-"
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CHAPTER

34

They were well down into the forest and headed away fromthe direction that
woul d have taken them back to the town of Porphyry and still Anmanda had not

brought up what she had promised to tell himas they went, whatever it was
that was "for his ears only." "No doubt," said Hal, at length, "you had a good
reason for not letting me know up there why | had to | eave in a hurry; but

we're well away, now, and |I'd still like to hear."

"Il msorry." She was wal ki ng al ong, staring at the ground ahead of them a
little ways off, and he realized she was frowning. "The fact is, | could have
| et you know | ong before this. But 1've had ny head full of the problens

i nvol ved." "Bad news of some kind?" asked Hal. "Yes, but . . . " Ananda
hesitated, then her voice picked up briskly. "In a word, Tams sent you a
nmessage. "

Hal stopped. She stopped also and they turned to face each other. "A nessage?"
Hal repeated. "He's hardly got the strength-"

s one word, only," said Anmanda. "The word is '"tired.' Hal nodded slowy. "
see," he said softly. He turned and began wal ki ng on again automatically in
the direction they had al ready been headed. Amanda went wi th him

' 477

"Yes," she answered. "He said it to Rukh at a nonment when

she was alone with him Ajela had been called out of his quarters for a
second. He knew Rukh woul d understand and --pass on the word to ne; and |'d
get it to you."

Hal nodded. "It was bound to be," he said, on a |ong exhal ati on of breath.
-14e held on as long as he could-for my sake. There's still nothing wong wth
hi m physi cal l y?" "You needn't ask that," said Armanda. "Medical science using

t he Final Encycl opedia could keep his body from ever

breaking down. It's his nind that's had too many years. That's-- "I know
said Hal, "there's nore to living than a body that'll go on forever. He's
weary of life itself. But he's been holding on . . ." "Rukh thinks, and I'm

sure she's right," said Anmanda, "that he sent the nessage because he can't

[ ast nuch | onger; though no doubt he's going to try until you get back to see
himone nore tine. If he'd had the life energy for just a few nore words she's
sure that's what he would have said."

Hal nodded. "Yes, he would have," he said. "How d the word reach you?" "Rukh
sent a courier ship to orbit at a distance around this world until it could
contact us. Its driver knew approximately how far off-surface Sinmon's ship
woul d be orbiting, waiting for us. He found Sinon, told him and Sinon
signaled ne. |'ve got a systemof signals that involves things |ike you saw
our first day here after Sinon dropped us off-the white cloth | spread out on
the tops of bushes where his viewer could spot it fromorbit. In this case,

Si mon sent down a small capsul e under power with the nmessage to a spot which

he knew | check regularly for word fromhim | signaled back. W'll be at a
poi nt where he can pick us up in just a few mnutes-he'll be tracking us right
now fromorbit. " "CGood." Hal nodded. "And he should have us back to Earth in
a couple of days, ship time." "Or less,"” said Amanda. "We'|l|l nake it in as few

shifts as possibl e-shave right down the probability Iine of enough error
to |l ose us anobng the stars on the way there-unless you' ve got Some reason not
to."
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Hal lifted his head and squared his shoulders. "Wll, at any rate, |'ve got
something to tell Tam when | see him" He paused, then went on, "I m ght
still be able to give himwhat he wants, in tine; enough for himto let go

with an easy conscience.” "You see why | didn't dare break the news to you,
even in front of Am d? To too many people, on too nmany worlds, TamQdyn's a
synmbol of hope even bigger than the conflict between you and Bleys. " "It's
not a personal conflict," said Hal gently. "I know. Forgive nme," she said. "I
put it badly. But there're too many people who may start to | ose the one hope
t hey' ve hung on to, ever since the thers took over conpletely on the Younger
Wrl ds. Even there-Bleys' propaganda about you and everything el se hasn't been
able to shake their hope in Tam If they think he's close to being gone, now,
wi th nothing found, the heart could go out of a lot of them That could have

been a reason behind Bleys' offer, just now As long as Tamwas still alive,
they could hope for a mracle that'd set everything right. "They can stil
hope for one," said Hal. "But who's to convince them of that?" said Ananda.

"Bl eys has done too good a job of blackening your reputation for themto
believe in your word al one; and there's no one el se of conparable stature.”
"There's Ajela. " "Wo really thinks much, or even knows much of her, outside
of Earth?" asked Amanda. "Besides, she's the second problem not the
solution-here we are.”

They had reached a natural opening in the forest, sonething that on anot her
world, with a different sort of groundcover fromthe creeping ground vines of
Mara at this altitude, would have been called a nmeadow. "Sinon should be here
i nsi de an hour-maybe even in mnutes, now, " she said.

She stopped at the edge of the open area and Hal stopped with her. He studied
her face in profile. "Wiy did you say 'the second problern'T' he asked.

She turned to face him "Tams going to die," Ananda said. "Don't you realize
what that nmeans in the case of Ajela?"
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"Ch," said Hal, "of course." "Mre 'of course' than I think you realize," said
Amanda. ..,.O Wth Tam s death Ajela's going to coll apse; and as things
@stand she's the working executive head of Earth. Who's to fill in for her
until she can take control again, and how can we handl e things while keeping
Tam s death a secret?" "You're right," Hal answered. "I thought about that a
little while | was up on the | edge." "You've had your own search to occupy
you. But now, | think maybe you should set that aside for a nmonent. Hal, you
know everybody's done all each one of themcould, to | eave you free to search
for the answer you were the only one able to find-- "Including you taking

yourself off to risk your life daily on worlds the Gthers held in the pal ns of
their hands, just to keep yourself out of my reach?" "Not just to keep myself
out of your reach," she said swiftly. "This work | do is too badly needed to

be taken on as just an excuse. But at the sane time, your search is sonething

you have to do on your own. We all know that. If | was around, |1'd be a

di straction to you, whether you wanted me to be or not."

Their eyes net. "I'mone of Tine's soldiers, too, Hal," she said, "and it was
my duty to be el sewhere.” "And what if it's to be we never have tinme for
oursel ves?" Hal asked softly. "You asked nme that before. W will," she
answered. Her eyes still held his steadily. "W will. | prom se you."

An unreasonabl e happi ness |l eaped up in him but just at that nmonment the air
qui vered about themli ke soundl ess thunder, felt not heard, and they both

| ooked up. A dot was flashing down out of the sky toward themin junps,
growing with each junp nore into a visible shape, and nearer. It was Sinon
Graene doing what the Dorsai did as a matter of course, but few pilots from
O her worlds woul d risk-phase-shifting down to al most the very surface of a
world, so as to avoid any but the briefest sound of a ship comng through the
atnosphere to a landing. "We'll talk nmore-later,"” said Hal hastily. "Yes, we



will,"” she answered; as with a sudden brief explosion of displaced air and
at nospheric notors, the courier ship landed in the open area less than fifty
nmeters from where they stood.
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They went forward, but the entry port swuing open before they had reached it
and Sinmon | ooked out. He gripped Hal's hand briefly as they came aboard, and
punched the key that closed the port behind them "We'Ill have to nove fast,"
he said. "There're nore Younger World ships in orbit than |'ve seen here
before; and that courier fromEarth com ng out to contact ne was noticed. Find

your seats, strap in, and we'll |ose ourselves outside Procyon's orbit as soon
as possible C
It was al most two days, after all, before they reached safely through the

phase-shield and | anded inside the Final Encycl opedia. Sinon and Amanda had
taken turns driving the ship, so that the next shift to be cal cul ated was

al ways bei ng worked on even as they were making the current junp. So abrupt
had been their departure that they had left with nothing but the clothes they
had on-in Hal's case, sone gray trousers and a light blue shirt that had been
made for himat the Chantry Guild. In Amanda's case, they were her standard
bush clothes for travel out of sight of the local mlitary: boots, trousers
and j acket, both of khaki twill, the shirt with a nunmber of pockets.

Rukh, who was waiting for themin the docking area at the entrance to an
access corridor as they stepped out of the parked ship, showed no interest in
how t hey were dressed. She herself was | ooking unusually, al nmost omi nously
formal, in a long black skirt and high-collared white bl ouse, with her usua

| one adornnent the steel neckchain with its pendant granite disk incised with
a cross, showing in the collar's short opening, in front. "Hal!" she said.
She hugged him There was still a remarkable strength in her thin arms. She
had seened nmade of nonocel lular cord and steel when he had first known her as
a conmmander of her Resistance Group on Harnony. Now, she felt so light as to
be al nbst weightless in his arms; but he thought now that there was part of
that original strength, which had survived the attrition of the days and
nights of torture in the Mlitia cell; and the glow of her faith, which never
failed to seemto set her aglow fromw thin. For a second, holding her, he

t hought he touched the reason she had been so easily able to accept Barbage,
her former torturer, as now one of her nost dedicated followers. It was not as
if she had nmerely forgiven him It was something greater than that. It

THE CHANTRY GUI LD

377

o understand how he could have ks if her faith allowed her t what he was then
and yet suddenly becone what he was

rgi veness on her side, or So that there was no need for fo '_iinmd to ask for
it, on his. But she was stri

di ng ahead of them now, drawi ng away from

Amanda's were so Amin spite of the fact that his | egs and

| onger than hers. urry!" she said. "W've got his quarters right next to the
area, expecting you." rideed, it was only sone thirty meters down the silent,
. gwen-carpeted hal |l way between the dark-paneled walls to the tingle door at
the corridor's end; and she led themthrough into ', ,the rooms of Tam A yn.
The nechani cal magi ¢, which could shift areas around within its shell, at
will, had brought Tam as

dmto their arrival point as possible.

They stepped into the familiar main room which had been designed | ong since
at Tamis order to look Iike a woodland glade on O d Earth, the trees barring
sight of the walls surrounding giving the illusion of the outdoors on the
worl d belowan illusion reinforced by the small stream wanderi ng down the
Center of it, anong the massively overstuffed easy chairs that --nere
scattered around what seened to be the grass of a tiny ineadow. Two people
were already there. One was Ajela. She was seated, holding one of Tam s vei ned
hands in both of hers, as he occupied the chair opposite.

Tam sat with the utter notionl essness of extrene old age. He was dressed as if
for the day's work, in a business suit of the sort he had worn all his life.
If the heavy cloak, red and white on one



side and with a dark inner lining, of an interplanetary journalist had been
added, there woul d have been no difference in his dress 'now fromthe tine
when he had been just such a newsman, with no plan to ever set foot in the

Fi nal Encycl opedi a again, after his single early visit to it. Like Hal, he had
needed to | eave the Encyclopedia in order to find it again. But it had been
over a

century now since he had been the young man who had made that single visit, at
his sister's insistence, and heard the voices as

Hal and Mark Torre had done.

Only they three had heard, as they passed through the centerpoint of the globe
that was the Encycl opedia; but in the case of each of them that hearing had
changed their lives.

Now Tam sat waiting, holding on to life that had becone a
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burden rather than a pleasure, trying to endure just enough |longer for Hal to
reach hi mand now Hal was here. For the Encycl opedia's sake, he waited for

Hal . For Ajela's sake, he would wait as |ong as he coul d.

It was Al ela that caught Hal's eyes now Physically, she had not changed since
he had seen her last, but what Tami s steady and obvi ous weakeni ng was doing to
her was made clear in her dress. Watever the Final Encycl opedia had
automatically laid out for her to wear this day, in the program she had set up
init long since to save her tinme in dressing, as she had conme to save tine
whenever possible, could not have been what she was now wearing. Her choice
had clearly been dictated by an unconscious desire to rouse the dying nman
through his male instincts, if nothing else.

She had chosen to put on a sari-like garment that wound tightly around her
wai st and hips. It was a hot pink, with yellow flowers inprinted over the base
color. Above the sari there was a space of bare mdriff, and above that a
smal I, short-sleeved, tight blouse of the sane material; while on her arns
were multiple slimbracelets and in her ears earrings nade of nultiple small
chai ned pi eces-all these ornanents of bronze-which chimed and jingled at her
slightest novenent.

But the sari was carel essly draped; and the sound of the bracelets and
earrings were lonely in the roomas she turned to | ook, with a shadow of
desperate appeal on her face, at Hal and Ananda as they entered.

Clearly, on his part, Tamdid not see thementer. Plainly he saw Aj el a besi de
him but equally plainly he no | onger noticed what she wore. Hi s eyes were
fixed on sonething anong the trees, or upon his own dreans, or perhaps upon
nothing at all. It was not until Hal had wal ked up to stand al nost before his
chair, and knelt on both knees, so their faces should be on a |evel, that
recogniti on cane.

Even then, it cane slowy; as if it was a great |abor for Tamto rouse hinself
to what he saw before him But it dawned in his eyes at last and the hint of a
smle liftcd the corners of his mouth. His lips parted and noved, but whatever
he meant to say was not voiced | oudly enough for Hal, or any of the others, to
hear it.

Hal reached out and took Tami s free hand between his own two, so that he held
it as Ajela was hol ding the other one.
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"I'"'mhere, Tam" he said softly.

m back; and I've found now. Can you hold

on just ::,@onethiinig | needed. The way's clear _@ matter of hours nore)
It won't be long. Not long at all." Is small smile saddened. Barely
perceptible, but with Tam

enough to see, his head nmoved twice, a few centimeters fromside to side.
"I know, Tam" said Hal "I'mnot trying to hold you here. I'll only try to
work very fast, just in case you're still with us

when | reach what we've been after all this tinme. But it's a solid pronise
now. The way's clear. The end is in sight. The Final Encyclopedia's at |ast
going to be what Mark dreaned of; what you dreaned of, and 1, too. Maybe it'll
happen fast enough-"

He broke off as the old head before himnmade the sanme minuscule side to side
nmoverent. Tam s hand stirred slightly between his two pal ns; and he was

puzzl ed for a second before he realized the other was trying to return a
pressure to his touch.

Once nmore Tamis lips noved. But this tinme the ghost of a

voi ce canme fromthem "Hal

But the faint exhalation of breath died, the heavy eyelids wavered and cl osed.
Tam was utterly notionless and the monment of his stillness stretched out and
out. . . . "Tam" cried A ela suddenly; and both Rukh and Amanda noved in on
the chair where Tam sat. But Tamls heavy eyelids fluttered briefly and rose.
For a second he focused on Ajela; and that small attenpt at a smile once nore



turned up the corners of his lips for her

Hal rose and noved back out of the way, as Ajela slipped forward onto her
knees where he had been, threw her arns around Tam and buried her face agai nst
t he anci ent body.

Rukh bent over the gold-haired, kneeling figure. Hal felt a

touch on his el bow and | ooked to see Amanda's eyes mneaningfully upon his. He
turned and foll owed her out of the door by which they had just cone in. As the
door cl osed behind them he turned back to face her and they stood, |ooking at
each other. "Wat can | do?" said Hal. "is there anything I can do at al

for her?" "Not directly," said Amanda. "Leave her to Rukh and ne. Both of us
have been through this sort of experience in our own

lives. For me, it was lan, when | was still young. For Rukh it was
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James Child-of-God. W can help her. You can't, except by getting on with your
own work." "Which is what | intend starting imediately,” he said. "Wth | uck,
I can still achieve sonething before-"

He broke off. Rukh had just cone through the door and joined them

11 How is she?" Hal asked. "She's best left alone with himfor now " said
Rukh. "Later it'll be a matter of getting her away fromhimto rest for a
while. Let's go to her office to talk."

Wth another brief use made of the Final Encyclopedia' s magic, and anot her

short wal k down the corridor, they entered the office. It was, like the office
of any of the others from Tam on down who worked with the Encycl opedia, nerely
one room of the personal |iving space of each within the massive structure
that was the TFE. But illusion made the space chosen appear as | arge as was

wi shed and hid all doors to nmore rooms beyond, to all but those who knew the
quarters intimtely.

Sol as with Tam s forest glade, A ela' s working space was a reflection of her
own individual identity. As his did, hers had water; but not a stream Where
Aj el a worked was a round, shallow pool in which brightly colored fish lazily
swam There was indeed a desk beside the pool but the floor space about it was
furni shed in | ounge fashion; except that the chairs, like the desk, were
floats, instead of solidly floor-standing, ol dfashioned furniture.

However, the |largest difference between the two personalized roons lay in
their general concept. Tanis was a slice of AOd Earth. Ajela's was a nostal gic
reconstruction of part of a typical Exotic countryside residence; one of those
artfully constructed dwellings in which it was possible to move from i ndoors
to outside without having realized it, so well were the two environnents
integrated in the design and furnishings.

The inside surface of the wall through which Hal, Amanda and Rukh now entered
was sinple wood paneling. But where the wall connecting to it at an angle on
their right would normally be was the seem ng of a vertical face of roughly
cut, warm brown granite. The wall to their left seemed a trellis overgrown
with vine fromwhich hundreds of varicol ored sweet pea bl ossons | ooked i nward
at them Wiile the wall that shoul d have
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i ven opposite the one through which they had entered appeared not to exist.

I nstead, they | ooked out on a vista of green treetops in a bow -shaped vall ey
l[ifting in the distance to bluish nountains weathed in soft tendrils of
nmoving white mist. "Let's take the desk," said Rukh. She stepped ahead,

| eadi ng the way, and went forward and around to seat herself behind the desk.
It was a piece of office furniture that could be expanded both | engthw se and
in width to make a conference table seating up to fifteen people; but at the
monent it was down to its mnimal size of a nmeter in width and two in | ength.
Rukh sat down behind it, in a float near one end, and Amanda and Hal noved,
respectively, to the end itself and the front of the desk directly opposite
Rukh. Two nearby floats, their sensory mechanisns triggered by the heat of the
bodi es close to them noved forward to be used; and Hal and Amanda sat down.
Hal | ooked at the desk. Its present state was the one thing in the roomt hat
did not resonate of Ajela. In all the time Hal had been in tfie Fina

Encycl opedi a, he had seen its surface in either one of only two states. Either
it was conpletely bare and cl ean, except for a stylus next to the screen inset
in the desktop where Ajela usually sat; or it was high-piled and adrift with
the flotsam of hard copies of official papers, correspondence, contracts and
the |ike.

Now, it was in neither state. It held a nunber of hard copies, but they were
neatly stacked in orderly piles. Hal |ooked at these as the desk top opened
bef ore both Amanda and hinself to make available to each of thema screen and
stylus like that nowin front of Rukh

The neatly stacked papers were not the product of Ajela s hands. The desk



showed the touch of Rukh. Hal raised his eyes to her. "Have you taken over
here for her conpletely, then?" he asked. "lI'mafraid so," said Rukh. "It's
not official, of course. @ela's authority cones from Tam | should say, from
you, since Tam nanmed you Director, only you' ve never used the authority. She
has. But aside fromthe fact she's got no right to pass it to soneone el se
while you're alive, we daren't let word get out to Earth or anywhere el se that
she's not, effectively, at the helm There're a handful of inner circle
secretaries that
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know, but they keep it to thenselves. Not even nost of the Encycl opedia
personnel realize how much she's out of the picture nost of the tine." "You'd
think they'd guess sonething |like that was going on, with Tamas close to the
end as he is," said Amanda. "They do," said Rukh. "They're just |oyal enough

not to ask enbarrassi ng questions. But Hal-- Her brown eyes |leveled on his.
"They'l|l feel better now you're back." "I never did run things here," said
Hal . "No, but they know Tam | ooked on you to finally succeed him and in fact
you were already made Director years ago, when the shield went up. They'l

feet better with you actually in the Encycl opedia." "How are you managi ng on
your own?" Amanda asked Rukh

The brown eyes noved to neet the turquoise ones. "It's all decision-naking,"
said Rukh. "The internal problens | turn over to the heads of departnents. In
special cases, | goto Ajela if | have to. The rest of it, particularly the

probl ems coming up to her fromEarth, are usually just a matter of comon
sense or nediating between two unreasonable points of view In fact, nearly
everything that comes up here for decision fromthe surface is something that
could and shoul d have been handl ed by the people down there. They did, in
fact, until they woke up to the fact that we were in a war and the

Encycl opedi a was the one their defenders were contracted to. Not that | make

any mlitary decisions. | leave that up to the Dorsai. "But Hal," she turned
back to him "these things aren't inp rtant. Tamis. |Is there anything,
anything at all, you can do for himand Ajela before he has to let go

conpletely? In spite of what you may think by what you saw in there, he'l
fight it out to the last minute. It's the way he's made. If there's the
sl ightest chance of you discovering anything, or doing sonething that woul d

make himfeel he was free to go . . ." "l have found sonething," said Hal

"and 1'mgoing to try to do something. Is Jeanmus Walters still with us?"

Rukh snmiled. "Does it seemthat you' ve been gone that |ong, Hal?" Rukh sml ed.
"Ri ght now you ought to find himin his office. Shall | call and find out?"

She picked up the styl us.
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"No. Never mind. |I'mgoing there anyway, said Hal. "I'lIl you both later." He
was getting up as he spoke and was already turned toward door. "Call on nme if
you need me," said Amanda. -On all of us, for anything," said Rukh. "I wll, k"

said Hal, already at the door. He went out. kanmus Walters was in his office,
as Rukh had guessed. It was

_,typical of the man that his work place sported no illusions wh |atsoever.
Its bare metal walls were conpletely covered with L shel ves hol ding hard
copi es of designs and schematic draw ngs.

H s desk threatened to outdo Ajela's at its worst with an

overl|l oad of hard copies. Jeanus lived for work and work was all ,he lived for
He had been that way, as far as Hal knew, from |l ong before he had becone
Research Director of the Encycl opedia; and apparently that was the way he

al ways woul d be.

Now, Hal, who had hardly seen the man in the preceding three years, during

whi ch he had been caught up entirely in his own search and work, | ooked at him
clearly for the first tine in a

| ong while, and saw changes in him snmall but unm stakabl e

There was a little less hair with nmore gray init, in the circlet that
surrounded all but the front part of his skull Iike an unconpleted weath. His
square mechanic's body and bl unt nechanic's hands were the sanme as ever; his
face showed no rea

signs of aging, but there was a faintly dusty air about him as if he was a
mechani smthat had been left unused for sone time. He, got to his feet with a
sudden start as Hal entered after giving his name to the door annunci ator
"Hal!" he said. H's hard, square palmand fingers enclosed Hal's. They nade up
a smaller hand than the one Hal enclosed themw th, but they were hardly |ess



strong. "How are you? Is there sonething we can do for you?" "Yes," said Hal,
"there is. |'"'mup against a time linmt, Jeanus-you can guess why. | need
somet hing you can build without too nmuch trouble-I think. But I don't want you
to boggle at ny plans for using it, so |l won't tell you those, if you don't

m nd. "



CHAPTER

35

Jeanus frowned at himand hesitated for just a nonent. "If you say so," he
said; then, his frown clearing, "everyone knows Tam expected you to take over
as Director whenever you felt you were ready. It's just that |'ve gotten used
to taking orders fromAjela-" "And Rukh."

Jeanus gl anced at the door, which was slightly open. It was cl ose enough in
the little office, so that he could reach out wi thout getting up. He pushed it
closed; and it swung back against the janmb but did not latch. "And Rukh, of
course," he said, lowering his voice, "though nost, even here, don't know
that. What | was going to say was that |'ve gotten used to taking orders from
both of them and if you say you think | mght boggle at your plans, it nakes
me think that it's very likely either one of them wuld boggle, too. " "They
woul d," said Hal. "That's why you have to do this for ne without telling them
anyt hi ng about it."

Mental ly, he added Amanda to the list of those who mi ght not |ike what he
wanted to do, then backed off a bit fromthat thought. Amanda's perception was
remar kabl e enough that she would be the nost likely of the three wonen to take
himon faith.

Jeanus was distractedly ruffling what hair remai ned of him
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"This is a little unconfortable for ne," he said. "Technicalyou' re in contro
here and should be able to order anything . but Ajela has been in charge so
long, and in control-it's

to think of not telling her-particularly about sonething m ght not think was a
good idea. At the sane tinme | hate to -bother her right now Coe

He sat for a monment, frowning and ruffling his hair. Hal sat in silence,
patiently waiting. "Al'l right," Jeamus said at last. "You' ve got nmy word. Now,

,.what is it?"

To begin with," said Hal, "is there a blind corridor xvailable in the

Encycl opedi a? | nean a short corridor with an entrance at one end but no doors
at all leading off of it?" "Yes. There're several," said Jearmus. "They were

set up originally to allow for overflow or changes in the personnel aboard.
Ri ght now they're all being used as storage areas, but % could clear one out
and store whatever's in it, in sone other area-we' ve got the avail abl e space."

"Good," said Hal. "I'Il want this corridor to come to ny call; no one

el se' s-even by nmistake. Can we be certain of that?"

Jeanus smiled. "All right," said Hal, "I hadn't any real doubt, but | wanted
to make sure. Wuld you have such a corridor cleared and call me when it's
ready? Then I'1l tell you what | want done."” "Wy not tell me now?" "You'l
understand that, when | tell you what | want," said Hal. "All right? I'll be
in m quarters. Call ne when it's ready; as soon as possible, for other

peopl e's sakes beside nmy own." "Tan?" asked Jeanus, a little grinmy. "OQher
peopl e besides ne," said Hal. "Al'l right," said Jeanus. "It'I|l be a matter of
a few hours, ]DO nore." "CGood. As fast as you can. As | say, I'll be in ny

quarters. You can call me there."

When Hal let himself back into his own apartnents, Amanda had not yet

returned. This was as Hal had hoped. He seated hinself on the carpeting of the
carrel that was the workspace of his quarters, and sunmoned up with his
imaging link to the Encycl opedia an inage of the range of glowing red Iines
that was the internal map of the knowl edge in that mighty body.
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As he had known there woul d be, changes showed thenselves in the |ines-small
changes, but undeni abl e ones that were the result of information constantly
added, fromthe state of affairs on Earth, news brought by couriers from

out side, and the readings of the many instrunents that scanned and kept track
of the wi ngs of eneny space vessels prowing the outside of the phase-shield.
H s eyes were drawn i mediately to each small change, as any change is noticed
in a known | andscape; or the face of a loved one; and he took a few nonments to
i ncorporate all of these in his earlier nental picture of the Encyclopedia's
core menory. Then he disnissed the mechanical inage, and replaced it with one
evol ved fromhis own nmenory and i magi nati on, conparable now with the I atest
and nost up-to-date image the Encyclopedia itself had formed for him

Sitting, holding it in the field of his mental vision, he could feel the

conpl ete know edge of the Encycl opedia open to his mnd, |ike sone vast
storehouse of priceless art objects, too nultitudinous in nunber to be seen in
one norment from any one single viewpoint. Then he let the rest of his mnd go
back, back to the chanting circle, to the first edge of the norning sun

at was Procyon's bright pinpoint orb beginning to show above the far-off
nmount ai n peaks, and the single ray lancing into the dewdrop to nmake the

expl osion of light that signal ed his sudden understanding of the full truth in
what he and the rest had chanted . . . the transient and the eternal are the
sane.

That great and ringing verity echoed in and through himas if e was a tuned

pi ece of metal struck by an invisible padded hammer-and it was not just as if
conprehension of all the individual bits of knowl edge stored in the nenory of
t he Encycl opedi a shrank until they could be contained by his one human nind
but as if the back of his thoughts, his own unlinited unconscious
under st andi ng, wi dened and spread to take in and possess, all at once, al

that that warehouse contai ned.

He was not suddenly filled, as a vessel is brought to the brimw th |iquid-but
it was as if there was nothing known here that he had not known and handl ed,
understood and loved, in its own body and neasure.

He sat as if bound, as if part of the workings of the Encyclopedia itself,

possessed of all it contai ned and caught up
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in the fact |ike someone nesmnerized. For there had been nore there than any
person could hope to learn in many lifetinmes; but-the transient and the
eternal were the sane. He had one lifetinme only, but |ess than a nonment of
that could contain eternity, and in that eternity he had had time to possess
hinsel f of all that the Final Encycl opedi a contained.

At last, the Encycl opedia was ready to be put to its proper purpose, the one
Mark Torre had envisioned for it, wthout even

being able to see or nane that vision. He could go to Tamnow, and tell him
that the search was over

But, there was still the problem of using what he had touched and cone to own.
Al that the Encycl opedia held was no nore use locked in his mnd than it had
been in the technol ogical container that was the Encycl opedia itself. He would
use

it-then go to Tam Surely, there was tinme for that.

He woke to the surroundings of his carrel to find Amanda standi ng and wat chi ng
him Plainly, she had caused the Encycl opedia to make fresh clothing for her
She was no longer in the bush clothes in which they had left Kultis together
but wearing a plain, fitted, knee-length dress of blue-rem niscent of the
color of the wintry seas around the northern islands of the Dorsai that he
renmenbered from his chil dhood as Donal. There was no way for himto tell,

after that timel essness fromwhich he had just returned, how | ong she had been
there, waiting for him

to respond to her presence.



He got swiftly to his feet; and she | ooked up into his eyes with a steady,

al nost demandi ng, gaze. "Whatever it was you were doing," she said, "it
worries ne.

Do you want to tell me?" "To tell you it all would take-I don't know how | ong.
" Hal smiled at her to reassure her. "But |'ve won through-1've found what
Mark Torre and Tamand | too-have been after all these years. But there's not
enough tine to tell you now. | have to put it to use, before | go to Tamwth
the news. WIIl you trust ne and wait a little while longer? It's your doing,
you know. The key was that the transient and the eternal are the sane. " "And
with this," she said, "you' re going to do sonmething to

make Tam happy before he dies?" "I think so," said Hal. "Though it's only the
begi nnings of the full answer. But it means the rest of what we need is only
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waiting to be found. Let's say it'll set himfree to let go, content that the
end is in sight."

H s voice softened, unthinkingly. "Ajela's torn apart, isn't she?" he asked.
"She can't bear to lose him but she can't bear to let himgo, either." "Yes,"
sai d Amanda, "and she can't help that. She'll be better off once he's gone;
but even if she could face that now, it wouldn't make anything easier for her
I wish you'd give me nore of an answer." "l've got to keep it a secret for
nmysel f, awhile longer," Hal said. He put his hands on her shoul ders. "Can't
you trust me for alittle while? You and Rukh can come and see what |'m going
to do as soon as anyone can. But if, with all this, it shouldn't work after al

I . . . I've felt so close to the full answer so many tines before, | want to
make sure this tinme. 1'd rather you didn't say anything, even to Rukh, |et
alone Ajela, before I"'mready to have you tell them"

She stood still, under the grasp of his hands, her eyes now t houghtful

"You're going to try sonething that neans ganbling your own life, aren't you?"
"Yes," he said. "It ,S not for ne to stop you . . . ... She noved away from

him and his hands | oosened to let her go. They fell to his sides. She turned
back and put her arms around him "Hold ne," she said.

He encl osed her strongly in his own arns, and she held himtightly. He felt
the Iiving warnth of her body against him and for a nmonent an unbearabl e

poi gnhancy swept through him "You realize," she said as they pressed together
"you can never |eave nme behind." "I know that," he said. He rested his cheek
agai nst the top of her bright head, "but | can't take you with ne now "

11y "

es, she said, "but I'll always follow You should know that | too. Werever
you go."

It was true. OF course, he knew. There was nothing to be said in answer. He
simply held her.

Alittle over two hours later, when Amanda had finally left to see if she
could be of any use to Rukh in Ajela's office, there was the soft chinme on the
air of Hal's quarters that announced soneone wanted to speak to him
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"Yes?" he said, back to the surroundi ng at nosphere- "The corridor's clear." it
was Jeanus's voice. "The door at the far left end of the present corridor
out si de your roons wl |

let you intoit.” ,"1'll be right there," said Hal

He followed the directions and a nonent |ater stepped into a

short corridor with green metal walls, rather like Jeanus's own

of fice without the shelves but stretched out in one dinmension. It also snelled
faintly of an odor sonething like ml|dewed paper, which Jeanus's office did
not. "We haven'tdone areal cleaningjob on it yet," Jeanmus said. "l guessed
you' d be nore interested in getting on with whatever

you had in mnd." "You're right," said Hal, "and now I'Il tell you why I
wanted this space to cone and open only to ne; and of course, you and whoever
needs to be with you to help while you're building it. Wat | want you to
build me is something that | think night be dangerous to soneone who coul d
just stunmble across it. " "Dangerous?" "Yes. | want you to build ne a
doorway-a phase-shift doorway-that's the best | can do by way of describing
it. Essentially, it's to be just a single phase-wall, not the conplex affair
you made for the phase-shield around Earth. | just want it to disperse

what ever touches 'it, spread it out to universal position; and it should fill
the corridor fromceiling to floor, wall to wall, about a third of its length
fromits blind end." "Just an out-shift wall?" said Jeanus. "Were's what

you' re sending through going to be reconstituted?" "It isn't, until it chooses
to come back through the same wall." "Chooses?" echoed Jeamus. "There's no
choi ce about that. Once dispersed, unless there's a destination at which it
can be reconstituted, anything you send sinply stays spread out unti



time ends."” "That's not the point", said Hal. "Can you build it?" "Ch, it can
be built, yes," said Jeanus. "Though I think what you're talking about
actually would require a double

screen, one to disperse, the other to reintegrate. That neans the
reintegrating screen would have to be in front of the dispersing one, so that
you' d need a space here around one side of it, say,
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to get at the outgoing screen. But what you're aescribing doesn't make any
sense. You nean it's departure point would be effectively just a neter or so

fromthe arrival point?" "if there have to be two screens, yes. The cl oser the
better,"” said Hal, "and, I'msorry, but don't ask me to try to explain,
no@xll, it can't be any other way." "All right. Can you build it?" "Of course
we can build it. " Jeanus stared up at Hal. "But | can't imagi ne what sort of

i dea you've got in mnd; and the nore | hear of it, the less |I like doing it

blind. Let me see if I've got it straight. You want to be able to put

somet hing through the screen, reducing it to universal position. Then
sonmehow, it's going to cone back by itself, and it has to cone through the
screen just a step away fromit-1 suppose you're thinking of what you send as
somehow entering the return screen fromthe other side-and translating back
into its original form Actually, there is no 'other side'" in the ordinary

sense. What makes you think sonething like this could happen?" "lI'mgoing to
find out," said Hal. "The only question | have for you is, whether you'll make
it for me." "As | say, we can build what you're asking for," Jeanus said. "But

there's no way that'll guarantee you'll be able to reconstitute sonething

al ready spread out through the total universe. That is, it can be built so
that if whatever it is gathers itself for re-entry-and how that's going to
happen baffles me-then if it does the return screen will bring it back to its
original location, which is here. The same way a spacecraft, shifting, returns
toits original format the point where it wants to be. But the ship has been
pre-programred to come out at that specific spot; and the action is
essentially tinmeless-it happens in no-tinme. So, in effect, if | set up a
device to do what you say, the going and returning is going to be

i nst ant aneous. The second screen, 11 sinmply cancel out the action of the first,
so that in effect whatever you send will only have noved a neter or so

i mediately-that is, if it ever cones out at all, which it won't. The point
is, what you're planning to have happen is inpossible. " "Not if I'mright,"
said Hal. "What | put through is going to stay awhile and cone back when it's
ready. "

Jeamus shook his head.
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"It can't happen," he said. "The |l aws of phase-shift physics I""A t don't
permt it. | don't know how rmuch you know about

In

tt

........... don't quite understand-"

"Never mind," said Hal. "You' ve said you could build it. That's all | need
to hear. Now, the next question. How fast can
you get it done?"

Jeanus stared at himagain. "You re tal king about a crash prograrril" he said.
"Li ke the building of the shield-wall around Earth?" "O faster," said Hal
Jeanus breathed out sharply and al most angrily through his teeth. "I don't

understand any of this," he said. "Can you at least tell me-has it got
something to do with Tan?" "Yes," said Hal, "but it goes far beyond that."
"AI'l right," said Jeanmus. "We'll build it for you. There's nothing tricky
about the technics of it. WIIl a matter of hours suit you? A chunk nore hours
than it took to clear this corridor for you, of course. " "As soon as you
can," | said Hal. "For Tam s sake."

Jeanus | ooked at him |[|'TanP" "Tam" said Hal. Jeamus took a deep breath. "As
soon as it can be done, it'll be done,” he said. "I'll call you. |

Hal got up. "I'Il be in ny quarters", he said. He headed back to his quarters,
but was hardly back into the corridor containing his door when the transnitted
voi ce of Rukh spoke in his ear. "Hal, could you come to the office? Amanda's
al ready here, and the Dorsai Commander-in-Chief."



Hal went. He found them as Rukh had said. Rukh herself was
in a float behind the desk and Ananda in one of the padded
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arnchair floats facing it. In another such overstuffed float, placed so that
his face could see and be seen by both wonen was

Rour ke di Facino, wearing a blue uniformwth a single gold i

strip slantwi se across each | apel of the jacket, and a gray scarf

ti underneath, over the collar of the white shirt underneath.

Hal had not seen the little man since he had spoken to npst of

the Grey Captains of the Dorsai, those who by |ocal agreenent spoke for their
i medi ate area of that world; and that had been

before the Dorsai had agreed to cone and take Over the defense

of Earth. Hal, in fact had not kept track of who the conmandl ng of ficer of al
the' Dorsai in the ships patrolling inside the

phase-shi el d had been. Now, Perversely, he was glad that it was

Rour ke the other Dorsai had elected to this Post.- The sharpt ongued,
sharp-eyed di Facino was oddly reassuring, with his

i nvariable certainty that there was a right way to do everything.

-Good, you cane right away," said Rukh, as Hal took one of

the floats. "W've just had a disturbing incident. Fifty of the

Younger Worlds' warships just nmade a sinultaneous junP through the
phase-shield in formation. W lost two of our own

shi ps and had ei ght crippled, knocking them out of our own space or forcing
them down to surface, where they were captured -1 |

"The danaged ships, 11 be back on patrol in a week," said.di Facino. Hi s |ight
tenor voice was incisive to the point O abrasiveness. "But the two that were
killed were lost with

-yone aboard them W can't afford | osses -
e 111 assune," said Rukh, "there weren't any O the newy

trai ned people up fromEarth anong t henf"

Di Faci no shook his head. "All Dorsai." "l thought," Rukh went on, "the
programto train new crc\lv had been going faster than that. 1. keep getting
word from bel ow

that the recruitment centers are Jarnnmed." "They are," said di Facino, "but
wi t hout training, the nmen

and wo@en jammng them are usel ess. To operate a space war vessel's one
thing; to fight it, sonething else entirely. Even our own people are rusty -
It's not the way it was a hundred years ago

when there was still war in space between the worlds and actua

ship fighting was part of many of the contracts our people were

drilled and have the then signing. Still, our people, at |least, are

393 THE CHANTRY GUI LD hen needed - The attitude . They'll do the
right thing N stion marks

Earth are each one of them que all e we get from

din action-and in spite O .1 they' ve actually been te5te only a handful axe
on ships so in the recruitnent centers, sets
tone ready to crew the new ves for nal training, let a

there.

bly lines down re rolling off the asscm
| aven,t got any trained crew yet fromEarth whOre you t
any of Your Ships?"
rot work on to take over regular Pat 'Rukh stared at him -
,Froma world with

answered di Facino. it won't Say that," i ger ones,
there

jual to that of the thirteen You' had popul ati on ec' who have the
right instincts and have hmto be a few we want themto
learn. it's a _@!training that Is very close to what its
regi onal ,

way, that Earth's hung On to @@ _blessing, in a )nal and so-forth differences
all these centuries; sectional, natto d- mass groups have

mai nt ai ned because a few of the larger tan d sone of the



of a personal space force; an ---the rudinments

al nost duplicate a sea-nations have underwat er warshi ps which df ul have
cone
i d at nosphere-going ship of war; so a ban | say, are space an

Sone OF those, as to us already seni-trained.
er the undergoing final training irt our ships on duty just und
s not the matter of recruitment that shield now At any rate, it luestion of
what this last fifty-sh'p brings me here. It's the 'of what the other side has

in mnd, incursion neans, in term- .ncredi bly wasteful. Their ships The
junp into our territory*was 1 ing. Even if they'd been didn't have a
chance of gaini ng anyt hi have hoped to eur equal, vessel to vessel
what coul d t hey i de,

for others of their own s achieve in the way of opening a path ?11 or
in the way of doing sonmething to Earth, ia?" Amanda '-Could fifty
shi ps destroy the Final Encycl OPed asked Rukh. [ they couldn't," answered Rukh
-In fact, Jeanus "I'mtold Walters' answer to nme when | asked himthat was

that it'd al nbst be easier for themto destroy Earth. He tells ne that they
couldn't even pull the suicidal trick of jumping a ship through

the Final Encyclopedia' s own protective shield; to cause a

matter explosion when it reconstituted itself inside the Encycl opedia, on the
obvi ous basis that two solid objects can't occupy

the sane space at the sanme nmonment. It seens there's a shunt

nmechani smin the Encycl opedia's own phase-def enses that
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woul d cause a ship trying any such thing to keep shuttling forever back and
forth between the Encycl opedia's inner and outer shield, and never
reconstituting.” "Way didn't they build that same mechanisminto the Earth
shield when they were at it?" di Facino asked. "The Earth shield is too big,
apparently,"” said Rukh. "According to what Jeanus told ne when | asked him
that same question. There's a factor that keeps doubling, apparently, as the
size of a phase-shield grows, so that only a little less than twi ce the size
of the Encyclopedia is the practical Iimt for adding the shuttle effect.”
"Cbviously, they'd have done it if they could have," said Amanda. "But suppose
we concentrate on the inportant point, what this recent and apparently

sensel ess attack neans. Hal, you' ve been sitting there ever since you canme in
wi t hout saying a word, and you know Bl eys Ahrens better than any of us. Wat's

your opinion?" "I can't be nmuch nore sure than the rest of you," said Hal
"but my instinctive guess is, it's a nmessage, that's all." "A nmessage? To
Eart h?" said Rukh. "Wat would it be supposed to nmean?" "I think . Hal
hesi t at ed. a nmessage to me, fromBleys. " "Wat nessage?" asked the

little Dorsai-in-Chief. "That he neant what he said," Hal answered, "when he
tal ked about the siege nentality and a bl ood bath on Earth when his forces
were finally so overwhelming they'd be able to junp through sinultaneously and
overwhel m any defense we had. Anmanda, did you tell them about what Bl eys said
when he came to the Chantry Guild?" "I was just about to when you got here,"
Amanda put in swiftly. "Bleys cane and found us where we were on Kultis--
"Found you?" broke in Rukh. "And you got away safely?"

She was | eaning forward tensely over the desk. "It wasn't |ike that," said
Hal . "He cane alone to a place where we were surrounded by friends. Also, |'ve
told you before that Bleys is as aware as | amthat either his killing ne, or

1, him woul dn't change things, except possibly to work against the killer
The real opponents are two forces in the human race that have devel oped

t hrough history to this nonent. He and

happen to be in point gg@

Wth." "That's a somewhat sinplistic
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s on the forces we're

,vay of putting it," said op. dryly, "You'll remenber he did bring up the

possibiliof his killing you." "I was in no danger," said Hal. "About the
nmessage-, 11 t=Cted di Facino. "You're

he prom sed you a

bl ood if and when he finally broke through. | can see it

if it finally came to that. But why come to tell you, if this assault was
supposed to send the sanme nmessage?" "Because he also told me he didn't I|ike

bl ood baths; and | ,:-,;.know himwell enough to know he's telling the truth."
"Telling the truth!" said di Facino. "He was trying to frighten you into
somet hing. A man can't be responsible for sonething Iike that and say he
doesn't like doing it." "Have you ever cut off the |leg of soneone, w thout
anesthetic, and know ng-as | suppose you don't-anythi ng about such surgery.
"No, | haven't!" snapped di Facino. "And you're right about my not know ng
anyt hi ng about how to go about it." "But you'd do your best in spite of that,
if it was a case of a menber of your imrediate fanmly and the only way to save
that person's life was to cut, imediately, wouldn't you?"

Di Facino stared at him "You know I'd do it," he said, "and | see what you
mean. | wouldn't like it but that wouldn't stop ne, if it was a matter of life
and death for someone | |oved. But you aren't trying to tell ne Bleys is in
that position in planning a blood bath for Earth?" "Not exactly," said Hal
"but in a position very much like it. .
He hesitated. "I think | may be the only other human alive who understands
some aspects of Bleys," said Hal. "You have to realize how differently he
t hi nks from other people. Try to appreciate, for exanple, what his own
exi stence has been like. He nust be the | oneliest human being alive. No,



lonely's the wong word. Say instead he's the nost isolated of all hunans;
because he's never experienced anything but conplete separation from everyone
el se and can't conceive of any state that'd be otherw se. So
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he suffers; but he isn't aware of suffering fromthis the way you and | woul d
be, because he's never known any other state." "He could | ook around and see
ot her humans who aren't suffering that way, and |l earn fromthemthat other
states of being exist," said di Facino. "Learning fromthemis just what he's
shut himself off from" said Hal. "Fromthe tinme he was old enough to notice
such things, he had to see that the people around himhad linted intelligence
conpared to his, and couldn't match himin other capabilities. Al nost as soon
as he knew hinsel f, he nust have felt alone in the universe, surrounded by
creatures who | ooked and acted |ike himbut |acked perceptions, and were
easily controllable by himw thout their realizing it. All he had to do was
put his nmind to mani pulating them and they did whatever he w shed. He was
wal | ed of f by what he was fromthe rest of the race."
Hal hesitated, unsure whether he was not perhaps tal king too nmuch; then he
decided to go ahead. "There's a couple of lines in a poemby Lord Byron. He
was a nineteenth century English poet; and one of his poens was called The
Prisoner of Chillon-Chillon being a fortress prison in Switzerland; and the
prisoner was in solitary confinenent there. The |ines cone when, after at |ast
managi ng to get a glinpse of the outside through the high, small w ndow of his
cell, the prisoner finds confinement has changed him The |ines go

.and the whole Earth woul d henceforth be
A wider prison unto ne . S
Hal | ooked at them Rourke di Facino was | ooking back with a int of
puzzl ement. Amanda and Rukh, by contrast, had expressions that were strangely
synmpathetic. , ,So you see,”" wound up Hal, "while his situation was slightly
different, in essence it was pretty nuch the sane, in that Bl eys |earned
almost frombirth that all the worlds were only a 'w derprison' for him He
could search in every face he met and not see an understandi ng of what he felt
in hinself. Fame and fortune could nean nothing to hi mbecause he knew he
could have them by nerely reaching out his hand for them He had no
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friends. Those who thought they loved him did so w thout understanding. He
had been given a lifetinme to spend and nothing to spend it on. So he decided
to do what he didn't think anyone M MFIV MOM M TM TM UM MoMW of future
history it would never have taken if he hadn't come along. Even if the turning
m ght mean doi ng sone things he mght not like, he'd do it. So, he went to
work." "And ran into you," said Amanda. "I was there." Hal |ooked back at her
Amanda nerely watched him steadily. "But why the bl ood bath?" said di Facino.
"I'f he finally ends up with enough ships and trained nen to w pe out our
defensive forces, there are certainly ways of taking Earth w thout that kind

of action." "There are, of course," said Hal. "What's he trying to do, then
frighten you into pronoting a
surrender for hinP" "No," said Hal. "The obvious reason for the talk of a

bl ood bath and this incident to support it is to try to push ne into acting
hastily. How | ong, would you say, Rourke, at the rate his forces outside the
shield are building, until he gets to the point of having enough in ships to
try that sort of mass junmp through the shield and assault this world-with sone
hope of success?" "I'mnot Donal Gaene," said di Facino. He spoke as if the
time in which Donal had been known to exist was no nore than yesterday,

i nstead of close on a hundred years. "It depends on how fast he can drive the
Younger Worlds to give himships and crews for them Anywhere from six nonths
to five years, absolute tinme." "Let's say six nonths," said Hal. "If we're
really only six nmonths from such an assault and bl ood bath, there'd be sone
reason to panic. But | don't think we are. | think, as | say, he's trying to
prod ne to noving too quickly and making a m stake. "

They all watched him This time even di Facino said nothing. "You see," said
Hal , choosing the words of his explanation carefully, "he's not worried about
being able to take over Earth. At the last nminute, he can always pull a rabbit



out of his hat and nmake the conquest in sonme unexpected way. He said as much
three years ago when he and | met in the thickness of the
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phase-shield, just after the Dorsai and the Exotics had given all they had to
gi ve and the shield had gone into place to keep his ships out. He's worried
about me-the fact that | also mght pull a rabbit he doesn't suspect out of ny

hat, before he can out of his. I'mthe one person he knows who mi ght do

somet hing he can't expect. If he can panic me into nmoving even a little too
hastily, | may funble and not have tine to produce that rabbit. " "God!" said
di Facino. "What a way to try to pressure soneone-with the threat to massacre
perhaps billions of people. " "That threat at its closest is still six nonths
off," said Hal. | 1Y

ou know, the nmotto of Walter Blunt, who founded the original Chantry Guild
here on O d Earth, was destruct. Wat he wanted was to clear away everything
and everybody but a few special people on a specialized Earth, that could then
build to a special end. Note how Bl eys' aimall along has echoed that. He
wants to depopul ate the Younger Wirlds entirely and reduce the popul ati on of
Ad Earth to a particular group who'll mature over generations to something
like hinmself." "Wat of it?" asked di Facino bluntly. "Just that the
destruction Blunt preached never got off the ground. Instead the Chantry Guild
shifted its ains toward nonviol ence and an idea of phil osophical evolution."

"That was then." "Now s then, too; as the present is always nmade by and
contains the elements of the past," said Hal. "Hold on a little | onger; don't
| et your concern over this run away with you for six nonths yet." "Meanwhil e,
you'll be doing what?" "I want to have sonething to show you before | answer
that," said Hal. "Ri ght now, what |'m chasing has no nore substance than a
dream any nore than any di scovery has before it's nmade. But I'msure it's
there; and if I'"'mright, it'll give us an escape hatch fromthis situation

wi t hout any massacre and w thout a shooting war, |ong before six nonths are
up. I'Il let you know when |'ve sone progress to report. Meanwhile, it's

i mportant that everyone on our side keep pushing ahead full speed and wi thout
any doubts."” "On faith," said di Facino. "Exactly, on faith. There's nothing
stronger." Hal glanced for a second at Rukh, then back at the snall
Commander - i n-
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. Chief. "Renenber, the difference between our canp and his. Finally, that part
of the race that believes in going forward and adventuring outward are here,
around us; and those who'd turn back and hide their heads fromthe risk of
progress are with Bleys. Everything either side does, frombuilding ships to
fighting themis part of the thrust of that side's purpose; and it's 'going to
be needed when the final confrontation cones."

Di Facino stared grimy at him but sat silent for a long noment. "We'll do
our part," he said at last, "as you know we will. For the rest-you're right.
It's going to take faith for us to believe that you and- everyone else is
doing theirs-lots of faith!"

They talked for a little while | onger, but nothing nore of inportance was
sai d, and the conference broke up



CHAPTER

36

Si xt een hours had passed.

Aj el a, Rukh and Amanda had taken shifts staying with Tam as he fought to live
alittle while longer. Hal had returned to his quarters to study the know edge
stored in the core of the Final Encycl opedia and now open to him He had
studied it awhile, then slept, then rose to seat hinmself again with the nental
i mage of the core before him H's eyes sawit, but his mnd was far distant,
wandering the reaches of what had been stored in it over the centuries.

It was |ike wandering through the corridors of an endl ess museum Here were
the artifacts of creativity. But they were strangely lacking in some invisible
el ement he could not put a nental finger on. Then, it came to him Were were
the souls that had created each of these things? It was strange. You could
follow the creation of a piece of art or discovery down through the |evels of
the craft that made it actual and real. But only up to a certain point. Then
you cane suddenly to a gap, a quantum junp, beyond which the work becane

whol Iy the product of the individual who did it-no one el se could have done it
just that way-and there was no nore craft bridge there to explain the

uni queness of what you saw, heard, or felt. Beyond was sinply inconparable,

i rrepl aceabl e i ndividual talent nade nanifest, the essence of creativity
itself at work, as if it were nagic.

There was this gap, this vital elenment nmissing, yet. For his
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rposes in the Creative Universe, it nust be touched, even if it Id not be
grasped. As one mind could never wholly grasp the tent of another nind, but
could touch and understand enough the other's intent to work with that. For
some hours now, Hal had turned his unconscious |oose to @earch for a way to
so touch what was needed; while his .conscious still wandered the corridors of
t he Encycl opedi a's storehouse, just as his conscious mnd had been left to
wander about, that day on the | edge-and at |ast the answer canme to him as
somet hi ng he had al nost forgotten

Three years before, when he had asked Tam about how he, Hal, could learn to do
what Tam did, in reading the know edge core, he found that Tam coul d not
describe how he did it in logical, verbal terns. He referred Hal to an old
twentieth century novel, which had ended up by becoming a classic after being
nearly forgotten, then redi scovered in the twenty-first century. The Sand
Pebbl es, witten by an aut hor naned Ri chard McKenna, had for its |ead
character a non-conmi ssioned officer assigned as engineer on a United States
of Anerica Navy river patrol boat in China, during a tine of great upheaval.
Al the other enlisted crewnen aboard had yielded to the custom of hiring
unofficial Chinese understudies for their jobs. As a result, the actual work
in the engine roomwas done by Chinese. The | ead character, who | oved engi nes
and was adamant about handling his duties hinmself, could not bring hinself to
do this. He was determined to do his job with his own hands. This earned him
the enmty of the Chinese workers, since his decision kept one of their own
peopl e out of a job they had come to regard as theirs.

There was a scene in thenovel, Tamtold Hal-and Hal later |ooked it up with
the hel p of the Encycl opedia' s nmenory-in which the | ead character, pacing
around the engi ne roomwhile the ship was under way, suddenly found hinsel f
stopped and standing over a small trap door that gave access to the steam

pi pi ng underneath the engine roomfloor. He had |lifted the trap and found that
a val ve that should have been open was turned down tightly, shutting off the
steam t hrough that pipe. An act of deliberate sabotage by one of the workers.
He had opened the valve; and only rmuch | ater discovered that by doing so he
had earned a reputation as a nagician anmong the Chi nese workers, since
apparently he had gone directly to the
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del i berately closed val ve and opened it, although there was no way he coul d
have known about it.

In a rem ni scence by another author of the same period, the other author had
told of asking McKenna directly whether, in all the noise of a steanship's
engi ne room soneone could actually hear the difference made by shutting off
one small val ve. MKenna, who had worked with the engi nes of navy ships in
just that same sort ofjob, had said someone could. He had noticed such changes
and corrected them hinself, while on duty, in alnost unthinking reaction, so
used he had becone to the proper sound of the engine.

As the engine sound had been to the man in the engine room so the stored
know edge of the Encycl opedia had come to be to Hal. \What he needed to do was
to be able to think with the full know edge stored in the Encycl opedi a
available to his mind fromhis nental inmage of the lines; and, now, he had
found the only mssing note in their silent synphony.

The i ndividual notes of creativity, which he would need to reach out to build
with, in the Creative Universe, were all around himhere, then, and his ear
was not yet tuned to them So far, he had built what his own mind had al ready
created, or a few sounds of creativity fromthe verse or making of others

whi ch had touched his own soul in the past. But that universe would not be
truly open until it could hold and he could hear the sounds of others.

But that had been enough to let himcreate the potentiality of a split in the
human race-animal, so that it mght-and had-grown into two separately

devel oping entities; one of which enbodied the desire to grow and evol ve, and
one which tried to hold back and stay as it was.

A chime sounded suddenly on the air of his roomand a voice spoke aloud init,
sumoni ng hi mback to the real universe. It did not speak privately, as Rukh's
voi ce had spoken in his ear to summon himto the conference just past. It was
the voice of Jeanus. "We're ready, Hal Mayne," Jeamus said. "You'll find the
entrance to the special. corr idor through the door at the left end of the one
presently outside your quarters.” "Com ng," answered Hal to the enpty air
above him He rose and went out.

e stepped into the blind corridor, what he saw brought udden stop. The two
phase-shift constructions Jeanus ised hi mwere there. The nearer one extending
i(6it. of the way across the corridor, |eaving just room

t to the second one, which, as far as the first .-st It to e lowed himto see,
bl ocked the farther corridor corn-

ut waiting for himthere were not only Jeanus and a men in Research dust
snocks, but al so Rukh and Rukh wore her usual |ong, high-collared dress, black
@i this time. But Amanda was al so wearing a floor-length dress she ust have
ordered the Encycl opedia to fashion for her-one he

7,, had never seen her in before-of a dark, sea blue. The genera

ef fect was vaguely formal, as if they had dressed thenmselves in authority to
cone here. "I thought," said Hal to Jeanus, "I asked you not to say '-anything
to anyone el se about this?" "lI'msorry," said Jeanus. "It turned out there was
a danger we hadn't expected. In the noment of powering up these two -screens,
there's a danger of one or both of themtrying to

interface with the protective screen around the Encyclopedia itself. Once up,
there'd be no danger. But in turning themon, there was; and none of us could
estimate what m ght happen. No one had ever set up a phase-w ndow conpletely
wi t hi n anot her wi ndow before-" "Wat about the Encycl opedia's screen inside
the one enclosing Earth?" interrupted Hal. "But they're both doubl e screens;

| oops, closed circuits within thenmsel ves. What you' ve got here isn't and can't
be a closed circuit. Not if you want it to do what you asked for. So | had to
turn the Encyclopedia's shield off for just a few seconds while we turned on
these; and | didn't feel |I could do that w thout warning Ajela or Rukh. Rukh
want ed to know nore about what was going on that made ne ask for sonething



like that. "I suggested she ask," said Amanda. "Don't junp on ariyone el se,

Hal . Sonet hi ng unusual |ike that had your fingerprints all over it; and when
we found out what it was, Rukh and | both wanted to be here. And we've got a
right to be." "I couldn't lie to Rukh Tamani when it was a direct question,”

sai d Jeanus.
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"OfF course not. | don't blame you, Jeanus. " Hal took a deep breath. "And
you're right, Amanda. You and Rukh should be here if that's what you want."
"How coul d we not want to, Hal?" said Rukh

Hal shook his head. "OF course. Al right. | was wong not to tell you from
the start what | wanted to do. It was just | didn't-1 still don't knowif it's
going to work. It could be an utter failure."

Jeanus had been | ooking slightly bew ldered. "I don't understand," he said.

"Just what is it you're planning to put through this first screen?"

-nysel f," said Hal. Jeanus stared. "My God!" he said. "Do you know what you're
tal ki ng about doing? Committing suicide! You'll end up spread out through the
uni verse, with no way back." "There's that chance, of course," said Hal, "but
I've got reason to think, in this case, it's not going to happen that way."
"Al'l the sane," said Jeanmus, "if that's what you've had in mnd all along, |I'm
going to pray that nothing nore goes on when you step through the back screen
there-that you i medi ately step back out, facing us, through this near one!"
"Thanks, but | hope not, nyself," said Hal

He turned to Rukh and Amanda. "But | might be able to do what | hope to do in

what ampbunts to no-tinme, |ike any phase-shift, so that | still cone back here
right away," he said. "On the other hand, it could be that tine spent between
the screens is the sane as tinme spent here and it'll be awhile before Il
cone back. But there's no real doubt in ne I'l | be back sooner or later."
Rukh came to him put her arms around himand kissed hin, on the lips. "I
shoul d have done that |ong ago," she said. "W'l | wait for you |l Hal."

He held her for a nmoment, feeling his heart nmoved once again, as it had been
when he carried her out of the prison cell on Harnony four years before, by
the frail ness of her body, even now. Then he let her go and turned to Amanda,

who al so held himand kissed him "I |ove you," she said.
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A "And | love you," he answered. "This could be the answer,

last, what 1'mgoing to do." "I know," said Amanda, and |et him go.

7- 1WN\ravie fromthem around the nearer screen the second, and stepped
through it.
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He was everywhere and nowhere

H s senses were no | onger working. He could not feel, snell, hear or see.

I nstead he had an awareness of his surroundi ngs that recognized certain
patterns, some of which were in the formof objects and sonme of which were
not; but which in any case were uninportant.

It was a place where tinme existed, but did not matter. A place where his now
changed self had no desire to understand or act. In fact, his ability to do so
was linmted. He had menory, but no purpose, for he found he coul d not conceive
of the future, and the present was forever. But he could remenber; and,
renenbering, he recalled how he had been through sonething like this, once
before. It had happened when he had been Donal going back in spirit to the
twenty-first century, when he had worked by inhabiting the body that had

bel onged to the dead Paul Fornmain. Then, he now renmenbered, sonething had
carried himthrough what he was presently experiencing. . . . | The menory
part of himthat was still working gave it back to him Then he had expected
to go beyond this to sonething else, to a twenty-first century Earth; and the
nmonent um of that expectation had carried himthrough wi thout realizing the
concept of purpose he now | acked.

It was a renenbrance of an inpossibility that had yet happened. For the
Creative Universe he now realized he had

406

vi sioned both then and now could not, by definition, exist

l@iuntil he had created it. It did not exist now, and yet he had been

ary part of going aware of experiencing it before, as a necess

k to alter the inplications of the past.

-this Chaos-that was Under the limtations of this place

logic-linmted conscious nind was not capable of t to be, his n erstanding the
contradictions. Here he could only go on

of which were blocked by ith, philosophy and courage, none the limts of his
logical mind. Wth them he coul d accept the fact that he had been able to
experience the Creative Universe "once before and use it as a window to the
past; because his unconsci ous had assumed a path back through tine for his
identity; and by that assunption, like the assunption that creates a poem
never expressed before, had caused it to be.

H's |l ogical mind had afterwards rejected what, to it, could not be, and tucked
the nmenory out of sight in his unconscious. '2- There it had stayed unti
now, because the framework of understandi ng he needed to devel op had not yet
been there to understand how it could happen. Only now, spread out between
time and space, did it all, at last, make sense.

As with the making of a poem the explanation was that here ,,t al |
mechani sns must be devel oped in the unconscious; for the conscious nind could
not operate without the arbitrary concepts it had gradually inposed over
centuries on the physical universe; to give that universe a shape the
conscious mind could work with.

He nust now, therefore, not so much nmake what he wanted in the Creative
Universe, as find it within hinmself; in this place where conscious |ogic and
physics did not naturally apply. He must find it, as he had found poens and
ot her discoveries of neaning and intent, in the past.

He | et go, therefore, of his now usel ess and al nost nonexi stent upper mnd. In
ef fect he passed over into the real mof dreans and daydreans; and a junble of
nmenories and fancies tunbled through his imaginings, |ike the unchained

t houghts that come in noments just before sleep sets the unconscious
conpletely free

So, letting go, he passed into what woul d have been a dream if it had not
been directed by some previous, deep-held sense of purpose that had directed
hi m back to the twenty-first century. He could feel, in this universe-that-



was- not, not only that earlier
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passage, but all the vast information of the Final Encyclopedia. The latter
wor ked on the forner. .

-And, suddenly, he was where he wanted to be. It was a dream nmade real after
all. Real, it was, because not

b only all his senses now reported on the reality of it; but his |ogical upper
m nd, that must think in the | anguage of synbols and identities, was once nore
awake and capable. But it was also a dream because he renenbered how he had
first dreamed it, when he had been with the Resistance G oup on Harnony, under
a younger and strong-bodi ed Rukh. He had dreaned it then, and at other tinmes
since; and now, with the knowl edge r f omthe Encycl opedia, he had nade it
actual. It was at the r dream s opening point now, that he, with the faith,
bel i ef and courage in him had resolved the chaos around himinto actuality.
Agai n, he was on horseback, with others al so mounted. They were traveling in a
group through a lightly forested area of sone | andscape in the tenperate zone
of an Earth-like world. They rode wi thout tal king, as he had earlier dreaned
they had; but now, for the first tinme, he had a chance to | ook cl osely about
himand identify those he rode with; and there were none of them he had not
known, and all of them were now dead.

ohadi ah the Friendly, Malachi the Dorsai and Walter the Exotic-the three who
had been his tutors and rai sed himas Hal Mayne, rode not far behind him

| mredi ately besi de and about himwere those of his own-of Donal's-famly.
Eachan Khan Graene, his father, now dead for nearly a hundred years, rode at
his right side. Beside himon his left was Mary Kenwi ck G aeme, his nother

and beyond her was his brother Mr, who because of himhad been tortured to
death by the hands of the demented WIIiam of Ceta.

Mor | eaned forward in his saddle to | ook around their nother at him and Hal
braced hinself for the |ook that would be in the other's eyes. But when those
eyes met himthe | ook he had expected was not there. "Wl come back, Donny,"
said Mdrr-and he was sniling, a

r , happy smle. Wth that, Hal realized that he had i ndeed becone Dona

again, in body as well as in nenory.

Al'l the other tall menfolk of the G aenes once nore
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:-Overto ped him as they sat their saddles around him and he p was as he had
been in his early life. ,.., "Wiat's the matter, Brother?" Mr said. "Did you

think I wouldn't understand?”
He reached out a hand across the neck of the horse Mary Graene rode; and, wth
a nonent's hesitation, Hal took it and found his brother's grasp conforting

and as warmas his smle. "I didn't think it through far enough," he said.
"l1'd never

have et himdo that to you |l if | had, for anything." "I know, " said Mr, as
their grips parted and they straightened up in their saddles, "but it brought
us to this, and this is best. Isn't it?" "Yes," said Donal-Hal, "it's a new

road, at last."

He | ooked around. In his dream he had not had tinme to

identify faces. Now he saw how | an and Kensie rode on the far side of Eachan
and how beyond Mor was his other uncle, Janes, whose death had set himon his
life's path to this Mnent.

He | ooked farther back and saw, also riding near him the . Second Amanda
Morgan, eerily like the Amanda he had | eft behind hi m beyond the phase-screen.
A horde of other menbers of the famly, |long since gone, rode with them

i ncl udi ng even

G etus Grahane, his great-great-grandfather

But, farther back, there was al so Janmes Chil d-of-Cod, Rukh's second-in-conmand
of the Resistance G oup, who had died in the rain on Harnmony; and the farther
he | ooked, the nore faces

he recogni zed. Only now they were conme to the edge of the forest, to the brink



of a rubbled plain that stretched away toward the horizon, wth nothing

vi sible growi ng upon it and only one

shape breaking the horizon |line where rocky surface net the gray, unbroken
ceiling of the clouds overhead.

That one shape stood darkly upright, so distant that it m ght have been on the
hori zon itself; and it was a single tower, black, featureless and solid, with
t he shape of one of the ancient keeps of the medieval centuries of Ad Earth
About it, there was a

terrible sense of waiting that held themall silent; as, follow ng his
exanpl e, they all checked their horses and sat |ooking at the tower. "I go on
alone fromhere," he said to the others.

They answered not hing; but he felt their acceptance of what
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he had just said. He could also feel that they would wait for him here, no
matter how long it took

He got down from his horse-as he had renmenbered di snounting before in his
dream and started out on foot across the endl ess distance of the plain, toward
the tower.

In his dreamit had been vitally necessary that he go alone to it; and he felt
t he sane unexpl ai ned urgency now. At sonme tine |ater, he | ooked back and saw
t hose who had been with him still sitting their horses, small under the
trees, which were thensel ves shrunken with the di stance he had put between

hi msel f and them Then he had turned once nore and continued on toward the
tower, to which he seened hardly to have progressed a step since he had |eft
t he edge of the wood.

Wt hout warni ng, sonething he could not see touched himon the I eft shoul der
He whirled about, ready to defend hinmself, but there was nothing there. Only
the waiting forms on horseback, now farther off than ever; though when he
turned back toward the tower, still it seemed that he had noved hardly a step
closer toit, in spite of all the distance covered.

The pebbl es and rocks that made up the surface of the plane were now | arger
than those onto which he had first stepped. Looking down at them the wealth
of the Encycl opedia's know edge flowed into himand he identified themas the
detritus of an old lava flow, dark igneous rock that had over centuries been
exposed to extremes of tenperatures; unti I, cracking under the
succeedi ng expansions and contradictions of their conposite materials, the
solid rock had deconposed and broken into many pieces-pieces which were |ater
covered by a sea, and tunbled one against the other until their sharp edges
and corners had becone rounded.

H s m nd enconpassed all this-or did it only create it as an expl anati on, out
of the storehouse of the Encycl opedi a? In any case he found hinself
under st andi ng the geol ogi cal ages that had made the surface he wal ked on; and
wi t hout knowi ng how it could be possible, he realized that the tower toward
whi ch he was headed had been built on what had been an island during the
peri od of the shallow sea that had rounded off the rocks. Inconceivably, it
had been built before the waters rose to cover the lava plain of cracked and
broken stones. Ancient it therefore
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was, as ancient as the human race itself; and what was within it, draw ng him
toit, was as ancient.

But it was still a long way of f; and he was nore concerned with the di scovery
of its creation. For in fact, it was his dreamnmade real. He had created it
only now, but as surely as he had . . R

chaos in which he had found hinself. He had created his body and those
of his conpanions and their horses. He had created the thick cloud |ayer
overhead that hid a sun that he had chosen to be a duplicate of the star of
Ad Earth; illumnating this world that was itself a duplicate of Ad Earth
nore so than any of the terraforned planets of the Younger Wbrlds.
He had built it, here in the Creative Universe, that was only a Creative
Uni verse because with the Encycl opedia's help, he had brought it finally into
bei ng. For without the ability of the Encycl opedia's know edge available to
his own creative unconsciousness, he could not have made any of this. A poem
could not be witten without a know edge of what nmade poetry-the inmages, the
shapes and the | anguage. Wthout a know edge of what was required to produce
such works, no original painting could be painted, no cathedral built.
In the creation of the very tower toward which he now nade his way, a
know edge of the forces of gravity upon its structure, and of the materials
that made its walls, was needed.
d anci ng back over his shoulder, he saw the tiny figures waiting behind him
now seened to stand somewhat above him and in fact the plain between them now



had di pped downward, as if he had descended onto the ol d sea bottomt hat
stretched level until it rose again in the far distance to the higher |and of
what had been an island when the tower was young. Looking ahead once nore at
it now, he saw that the sea floor approaching it, which had earlier seened
level to his eyes, actually rose and fell, gradually, in swells and holl ows,
before it reached the forner island of the tower, and that he was now
gradual | y ascendi ng the sl ope of one of the nearer rises.

Sure enough, a little farther on, when he | ooked back again, the plain seened
to have descended toward the horizon behind him and the group he had |eft

t here was indistinguishable now fromthe edge of forest behind them

He turned his face forward and went on-and an unexpected
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shadow swept briefly over him so that he | ooked up, startled; even as he
heard what the Encycl opedia's know edge now within himidentified as the harsh
cry of a raven.

M xed with that cry was something he could not quite be sure he heard. It was
as if a sound that was soundl ess had still somehow managed to signal itself
upon his ear. It was |ike the resonance of a heavy bell, struck tw ce.
Sonet hi ng that sonehow echoed back to the tine when he had been Paul Formain.
Yet it did not belong to the nenory of that time, but to the future stil
before him

Li ke a warning note, it rem nded himof the possible passage of real time. He
did not know whether his tinme spent here was

nerely part of a nonment of no-tine back in the universe beyond the
phase-screens, or whether a minute here night not be a day, or nmonth, there.
He stopped suddenly. The rise in the ground he had been ascendi ng had

st eepened gradual ly but steadily over the last fifty meters or so, and he was
suddenly nuch closer to the tower. He had adjusted unthinkingly from what was
a wal ki ng pace to a

clinmbing one; so that he had cone to the top of the rise w thout warning and
now he checked, |ooking down its short, farther, descending side.

It di pped sharply for no nore than ten paces before him At that point it
broke of f abruptly in an edge as sharp as any cliff's. Beyond it was

not hi ngness, with no sight of farther surface below He sawonly a relatively
short distance horizontally to what | ooked like another cliff edge level with
this one, that was

visibly the edge of the one-tine island with the tower upon it.

He went forward, cautiously. For the downsl ope was steep and he had to |ean
back to brace his weight and not slide forward over the edge before him But
even when he stood on the very lip of it, he could see nothing below him only
what appeared to be an endless fall to eternity. He | ooked at the distance of
not hi ngness between himand the edge of the island; it was just far enough off
that he could not quite make out the nature of the rocks that nmade up the

di stant | and.

He stood, baffled. There was no reason for this space to be here, barring his
way. He nade an effort to visualize the gap filled in with the sanme sort of
former sea bottom he stood upon. But not hi ng
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happened. It was as if here, alone, his creativity could not bring into being
a land bridge where there was nothing. It was as if he had nothing to build
with, as if what was needed to bridge the space was not in him

For a | ong nonent he stood, unbelieving. Then his mind began to work, and up
out of the back of it cane the answer that what he | ooked at was his own
doing. He had created this gap, without ever realizing it, by his own act in
goi ng back to be Paul Formain and changing the inplications of past history.
He had set out to split up the Eneny that had struck at himduring the old
Chantry Quild's initiation cerenony, so that it becanme not a sem -living
racial force, but a part of every human |iving.

It had been the only way he had known, then, of making humanity take sides,
for either creativity or stasis; and so bring that hidden, inner conflict to
an outer resolution.

And he had succeeded-with the Gthem as an unexpected and unwel come by- product.
But he had succeeded. And here was anot her by-product.

The road to evolution of humankind |l ed through the Creative Universe. But to
enter it hinmself was not enough. It nust be entered by at |east one ot her
human. The tower and what it stood on must be given rel evance, as he had been
required to find a relevance to feel the souls behind those creations of
humanki nd and tine stored in the Final Encycl opedi a.

He could not cross the gal) before him because up to this point was no nore



than a plac@he had nade hinmself. Beyond it, on the island and in the tower,
he must share this universe with whoever or whatever in the race woul d oppose
himthere; for it was there the argument would conme to a head and be settled
This place he had created was only an arena for decision, by his own choice he
had willed it to be so.

There was only one other person so far alive, besides hinmself, with the
background and experience to nove through the phase-screen as he had and
create a destination. After that one cane here it woul d becone progressively
easier for those who woul d cone after. But for now, and for that one person
the tine was short. Perhaps, even now, too short.

He turned about quickly and stepped backward-with intent. So it was he stepped

not back up the stony slope away fromthe edge of nothingness, but out through
the farther phase-
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screen into the MJT11 corridor of the Final Encycl opedia, where Jeanus and

hi si euAv, w th Rukh and Amanda, still waited for him .

Thank the I ML1V' said Jeanus. "How |l ong wn | gone?" asked Hal. "No tinme ai-

all," said Jeanus. "Perhaps a couple of mnutes, then yeii cane out of the

ot her screen-" "Good," he interrupted. "Now | want this whol e device noved and
set Us in Tams main room right wra, "How fast?" "l-uh-" Jeamus fl oundered.
"An hour-" "Five mnutes," said Hal. "Five?" "Or as close to that as you can
cone,"” said Hal. "I want to get it there while Tami s still alive. Just the

m ni mum of what you have here to make the doorway work." "But a mninmuns al

we ever had--

Jeanus's hands fluttered, half-lifted for a nonent, hel plessly. Then the
meani ng of Hal's words seened to penetrate. He threw up his hands; and his

voi ce hardened. "Maybe fifteen mnutes . . . or ten? Maybe even . . . five?
But Tamls quarters ? " "Yes." As Jeamus stood uncertain, he added harshly,
"I"mspeaking as the Director. Mwve it. As fast as you humanly can

Amanda? Rukh?"

He went out of the door. The two caught up with himjust beyond it. "Wat is
it?" said Amanda. He gl anced at her as they went, for she had a right to ask.
She saw deeper into himthan Rukh. "Wy the special hurry?" "I was in the
Creative Universe," he answered briefly. "But someone el se besides nme has to
go there; and only Tami s qualified, because he can read the Encycl opedia's
know edge core-not as well as 1, but well enough.” "There's a probl en?" she
asked. "Yes. What | nentioned-and there's sonething else. A gap where there
shouldn't be one, a gap | can't reach across. | need a bridge. " "A bridge
Still striding swiftly down the corridor he turned to | ook at her. There was a
| ook on her face he knew.

THE CHANTRY GUI LD

415

-What is it?" he said. "The cloak ... | think," she said. Looking past him "I
177"t know why, but the cloak will nake a bridge."

But they were already at the entrance to Tanmis quarters. "Yes," said Rukh, as
they turned to go in, after himhe realize d he was back in all the size of
his Hal -body, --all thanks to God you canme when you did. | have a feeling he's
very close to the end . . . very close.™
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They went as swiftly as the Final Encyclopedia could align their blind
corridor with the one leading to Tamdyn's quarters; and Rukh led themin

t hrough the door there without waiting to ask for entrance.

I nside, things had hardly changed. Ajela was dressed now in a Japanese ki nono,
whi ch Hal noted was perfectly arranged, in contrast to the disheveled sari she

had worn earlier. She was sitting upright now, but still held one of Tam s
hands, and Tamstill gazed off at something beyond their sight; he was now
holding his interstellar newsnan's cl oak, that he had not worn since he had
returned to the Final Encycl opedia, over ninety years before. It was still set

as it had been since the death of his sister's young husband, on the white and
red he had worn the day of David' s end.

Hal reached the side of Tami s arnthair opposite Ajela in six long strides and
knelt beside it, putting his hand on Tam s armwhich |ay strengthl essly al ong
the top of the padded arnrest. "Tam " he said in a | ow voice, but urgently.
"We've done it! I've been in the Creative Universe. Now, to nmake the

Encycl opedi a the tool for everyone, the way we al ways dreanmed, and Mark Torre
dreaned, we only need one nore thing-one final effort fromyou. Can you make
it?" "Wiat're you saying?" Ajelas voice rang through the forest

gl ade that was actually a room "You aren't going to ask anything of hi mnow?"
Hal ignored her. Amanda and Rukh noved in to draw her aside fromthe chair and
speak to her, in low, inperative voices. "But he can't do anything now He
can't-"

The | ow pitched but steady voices of the other two wonmen interrupted her. Ha
ignored her. All his attention was focused on Tam his eyes staring into the
faded ol d eyes only centineters fromhis own. "Can you do it, TanP" Hal asked
again. "l've got Jeanus and his people on the way here with the equi pment to
make it possible. You can go into the Creative Universe and I'Il go with you.
Now, in the beginning, it has to be done by soneone besides me, it has to be
used by nore than one mind; otherwise, it's just sonmething |I've created for
nmyself. But if | can share it with you, we can go on to share it with everyone
el se, on all the worlds. Do you understand, Tan®"

The ancient eyes stared into his. The head nmoved minimally forward and back
again in what could have been a nod. "But he can't-he can't do anything!" From
t he sound of her voice, Ajela was crying now as she tal ked. "He hasn't any
strength left! You can't ask anything nore of himnow It's too |late. He ought
to be left to die in pea