Prologue
THE MAN HAD BEEN WAITING IN THE SHADOWS OF

the dley for an hour when the first exploson came
from thefar sde of the temple. The two sentries at
the courtyard entrance turned ingtinctively in that
direction, and the man stepped quickly acrossthe
road to flatten himself againgt thewall. He waited,
hardly breathing. The sentries were only boys, but
they were deadly.

The second blast was followed by distant shouts.
The sentries drew their sde arms and | eft their post
at arun. The man grasped the top of thewall,
pulled himself over and dropped lightly to the
other sde. Still crouching, he scanned the court-
yard.

"I'm over thewadll," he whispered. The small
communications device was pinned to the neck-
band of his black fatigues. "Nobody around. Set off
the rest of the capsin thirty seconds, then get out of
here"

The courtyard was long and narrow, paved with
gtone. In the pale starlight he could see scattered
crouching shapes that he took to be benches and
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clumps of low vegetation. Farther back wasthe
great dark form of the temple building. Light
flickered at the arched entrance. A single spire
curved upward twenty meters, ghostly white
agang the night sky.

The man's name was Cleve Quinton. He had
prepared himsdf aswell as he could for this night,
but as he crouched there looking up &t the spire, he
felt the danger of this place settle into his somach
like ahard knot. All his muscleswere tensed for
him to scramble back over the wal and escapeinto
the darkness.

Stay cam, hetold himself. He breathed dowly
and forced hismusclesto relax, one by one. But he
couldn't take his eyes off the dender spire.

From behind the temple came arattling crescen-
do of explosions. The sound startled him even



though he should have expected it. The commotion
of voicestold him the temple guards were il back
there trying to find the source of the explosions. He
drew a handgun from an inside pocket of his
fatigues, checked the bead cartridge for afull load
and made sure the scatter nozzle wasin place.
Keeping closeto thewall, he made hisway carefully
across the courtyard to the lighted archway that

was the templ€'s entrance. He climbed the shallow
steps and ducked through the archway without a
backward glance. To hisleft was the wide doorway
that led into the sacred chamber. Theflickering

light came from there.

For amoment he stared into the chamber,

then turned right and went through another low
doorway and aong a short passage to aflight of
dairs.

"I'm going up,” he said, surprised at the steady
sound of hisvoice. The ssomach pains of danger
grew more acute now that he wasinside the temple.

The light over the stairswas dim and he knew he
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would have to be careful; the steps had been
designed for feet smdler than human. A ventilation
grillewas affixed to thewall just below the second-
floor landing. Quinton moved pagt it to the landing
and checked the door to make sure he could get
through it quickly. That would be his escape route:

up to theroof, down aong thewall on thefar side,
out into the darkness of the road—with, no doubt,
the Sons of God dhrieking after him.

He went back to the ventilation grille and re-
turned the scatter gun to his pocket, then undung
his canvas bag and opened it on the landing. It took
less than aminute to select the tool he needed and
remove the grillwork fastenings. Then hewas
squirming through the horizontal meta duct. His
hands and elbows stirred up choking dust. Ahead
of him adim sguare of light marked another
ventilation outlet. He moved to it carefully and
looked through. Below him was avast circular
room.

"I've reached the chamber." His eyes went to the



center of theroom. "'l can see the chauka." Despite
the anxiety, hefet adight disappointment; from
here the chaukalooked to be nothing more than a
shalow metal dish about two meters across. He
was unsure of itscolor in the dim light—grayish, he
thought, or dull blue. Its base was hidden from
view. Protruding from one side just below the edge
of the dish wasasingle dender rod.

According to High Elder Alban Brill and his
croniesin the Holy Order, the chauka was the most
sacred of the holy relics of the Td Tahir.

"Doesn't look like much," he said softly, think-

ing of hisfriendswho had died because of. the
chauka. He edged forward so he could see the rest
of theroom. Thelight came from severd flickering
globesthat were spaced dong thefar wall. "There
arealot of. . ." He paused, trying to think of away
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to describe the strange-looking objects that were
scattered across the floor like clumps of stony,
dab-sded vegetation. They ranged in height from
knee-high to afew that weretdler than aman.
Oddly shaped notches had been cut into the base of
each. After amoment he redlized that the objects
were arranged in concentric circlesthat radiated
outward from the chauka.

"Pedestals of somekind," hesaid at last, and
made an effort to describe them. Then he heard
shuffling sounds from the outer chamber. "The
ceremony's about to start. I'll have to keep quiet

Through the ventilation grille he could seethe

first of the deacons as they came, two by two,
through the archway. They filed by ten feet from
Quinton'swatching eyes and formed anest line
aong the curve of thewall under thelight globes.
There were ten of them in white, calf-length robes.
They stood perfectly il with their eyesfixed on
the dish of the chauka. Quinton's eyes went back to
the archway asthe six elders began to file through,
sraight-backed in appropriately rega style. They
took positions closer to the chauka, just ingdethe
inner circle of pedestals. They, too, fixed their eyes
on themetd dish.



For along moment the room was held by heavy
dlence. Then two more figures moved dowly
through the archway. The most striking was atall
man with pale skin that contrasted sharply with his
red, ankle-length robe. Quinton recognized him
instantly—Alban Brill, High Elder of the Td Tahir,
leader of the Holy Order and the most powerful
man on the planet. A palm-sized slver disk
gleamed at histhroat. The Godstone. At hisside
waked athin boy with short dark hair. The boy's
smooth cheeksreflected the light and gleamed with
hedlth.

CLARION ;

The boy wastheinitiate; tonight he would be-
come amember of the Sons of God.

A dight shudder passed through Quinton. He
caught himself, thought: Now, what wasthat forf
Alban Brill was only an old man, and the Holy
Order was made up of blind fanatics.

Dangerous fanatics, he reminded himsdlf, and
carefully pulled the scatter gun out of the deep
pocket.

High Elder Brill and the boy walked together past
the deacons and elders, and stopped in front of the
chauka The High Elder'seyeswereinvisblein the
pits of shadow beneath his brow. Quinton gripped
the handle of the scatter gun, wondering if the
proper moment had come. Brill was within easy
range. But something made him wait. Curiogity'!

Sudden movement brought Quinton's eyes back
tothefar wall. Asif they had al received asilent
sgnal a the sameingtant, each deacon extracted a
long, flutdike ingrument from thefolds of his
gown. They lifted the instruments and began play-
ing. Quinton had heard the music of the priams
before—if it could be called music. But there was
no melody, only aseries of low humsand high-
pitched tones that merged from timeto timeinto
an eeriechorus.

High Elder Brill stood rigid in front of the
chaukawith the young boy ahdf step behind him.
Then Brill's hands went wide and the full deeves of
his robe billowed. The music ceased aoruptly. In
the dim light the High Elder's narrow face shone



whitelikeaskull. Staring intently at the empty
space above the dish of the chauka, he began to
moan softly. Then hisvoice brokeinto aseries of
short, choppy syllables. Quinton strained to hear.
Brill was speaking gibberish—or alanguage
Quinton had never heard. Then hefdl slent, his
eyes gill on the chauka. The boy stood rigid beside
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him. Brill spoke again, thistimein Basic. Hisvoice
had lapsed into the Singsong tones of a chant:

"Oh Great One, who comforts us,
King of dl holy places,

Lord Ternthe Almighty,

Come, we ask you, hear our prayers.”

The elders repested the chant in a chorus of

mixed high and low tones, their voices echoing
around the chamber. The deacons back against the
wall remained slent. Brill poke again:

"Hear this our song to you,

Monarch of monarchsin whose name
Our enemiesaredain.

We praisethee!”

Thislast was followed by a sudden clapping of
hands that made Quinton jump alittle. The elders
echoed the chant. Then High Elder Brill knelt
down on the paved floor in front of the chauka and
held his hands out to it with pams open, asif he
were warming them over an open fire. The elders
began to chant:

"Lord Tern, Lord Tern, Lord Tern . . "

Brill reached to histhroat, and Quinton thought

at first hewas going to unclasp therobe. Then he
redlized the High Elder was removing the
Godstone. Brill fondled the round disk and fitted it
into the palm of hishand asif it offered cool
comfort. Through dl thisthe elders continued the
droning chant. Then Brill reached out dowly and
brought the Godstone into contact with the rod
protruding from the edge of the chauka. Quinton
heard afaint snap\



"Lord Tern, Lord Tern . . "

Quinton swallowed. The skin of hisfacefet hot
and dry, and he decided he had seen as much of
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this ceremony as he wanted. Helifted the gun and
carefully eased the nozzle out between the rods of
the grillwork. Histhumb moved to thefiring stud.

But once again he hesitated, telling himsdif that

the boy stood too close and might be hit by the
beads. Another part of him admitted that he was
only making excuses. He was an expert with the
scatter gun; he could easily hit Brill without endan-
gering the boy. The truth was, Quinton had killed
only on two other occasions, and both times he had
done so in defense of hislife. Hedidn't relishthe
thought of shooting High Elder Brill fromahiding
place.

High Elder Brill issck, hereminded himsdlf. He
isinfecting the entire planet of Clarion with his
sgckness.

"Lord Tern, Lord Tern,
Lord Tern, Lord Tern":'

The chant was building inintengity. High Elder
Brill's hands wove a pattern in the air abovethe
dish of the chauka. Quinton'sthumb exerted pres-
sure on the gun'sfiring sud—then his eyes jerked
back to the chauka Thelarge dish had begun to
change. He strained to see. Something was taking
shape in the center of the dish, but he couldn't
quitefix hiseyeonit. Theimage was dippery, likea
reflectionin arippling pond.

"Hear our prayer, oh holy king,

Lord Ternthe Almighty.

Smite those who would forsake thee!

After the last rousing chant, Brill and the rest of
the eldersfel silent. All their attention went to the

chauka The swirling haze in the shalow dish
began to take form and substance.



Quinton stared, gripped by a sudden, over-
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whelming sense of dread. Then the object in the
dish snapped into focus. A small sound escaped
Quinton. He dropped the gun and put his hand to
his mouth, turning it so the flesh of the pdm was
pressed between histeeth. He bit down until the
blood ran. When that wasn't enough to ifle the
terror that crawled through him, he opened his
mouth and screamed.

Chapter One
"ISTHAT HOW IT STARTED, GRANDFATHER?"

The old man stirred in his chair and looked down
at thegirl, who sat cross-legged on aheavy rug a his
feet. She seemed disappointed.

"What about the player's magic and Jacque the
Fearless, who struck down the evil oneswith fire
from his hands?' She was atwelve-year-old with
short dark hair and a pixie face and the watchful,
gleaming eyes of her mother. Her name was Danita.

"The story began when Cleve Quinton waskilled

in the sacred chamber," the old man answered.
"Borland Avery cameto Clarion afew months|ater.
But there's something you have to remember.” He
paused, wanting her to understand this above al.
"Dorland Avery was aplayer but he was human. So
was Jacque Hakim. That's what made them specid.
Gods can do anything. Humans have to work harder
to accomplish miracles.”

Dorland Avery stood motionlessin the center of
the stage with hisfeet dightly gpart and hisarms
stretched out toward the audience. He was a strik-
9
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ing figurein his player's garb: loose-fitting white
jumpsuit with black accents on deeves and pant

legs, wide black belt, awhite headband with aslver
medalion. Colors flashed around him and reflected



off the curtained backdrop, changing rapidly
through red, green, blue and orange with the besat of
the music. He was deep in the player's trance.

In the glass-enclosed control booth above the
stage, Paul Jurick took his eyes away from Dorland
and looked out over the audience. Nearly twenty
thousand tonight, another full house. It wastoo
dark to seetheir faces, but he knew from the
absolute tillness that they were caught upin

Dorland's performance.
"Takealook," said Jeffrey Hanes from the chair

beside him. Hanes had been scanning the darkened
auditorium with night goggles. Now his attention
was on something in the bal cony, far out behind the
booth. He handed the gogglesto Paul. "Upper levd,
fifth row on theleft. A man with abeard.”

Paul swiveled his chair around to take alook.
The goggles gave aclear image but filtered out
colorsto leave everything in shades of gray. He
counted the bal cony rows and found the man.

"What about him?"*
"Hejust camein,” Hanessad. "Latefor the

show. Helooks nervous. And that outfit—he isn't
from around here, that'sfor sure."

"Neither arewe," Paul pointed out. "Last timel
checked, being from someplace el se wasn't a
cime”" Themaninthebacony s diffly inhis
chair, amsthrust out with hishands grasping his
knees. He stared fixedly at the stage. Paul studied
what he could see of the face behind the beard. "He
looks nervous about something, but not danger-
ous”

"The most effective killers never look danger-
ous.

Paul lowered the goggles and looked sideways at
CLARION
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Hanes. Haneswas asmadll, intense-looking man
who seldom smiled. Like Paul, he had served in the



Guard. But while Paul had been punching comput-
er keys and checking supply ordersfor clerica
accuracy, Hanes had been chasing Fringe outlaws
inaGuard patrol ship. Four years ago he had
gotten hisbdly full of that, and Paul had hired him
to take charge of Dorland Avery's private security
team. Hetook hisjob serioudy, but in Paul's
opinion he had atendency to overreact to anything
he thought to be even dightly out of the ordinary.

"We get threatening cdlsal thetime" Paul said.
"Thererealot of nuts out there. So far they haven't
had the gutsto follow through.”

Hanes kept slent, but Paul knew he wasn't
convinced. The message that had come through the
hotel switchboard three hours before the show was
brief and to the point: if Dorland Avery performed
at the hotel's main auditorium tonight, he would be
killed. Period. No reason was given, and no
conditions—and of coursethe caller had not iden-
tified himsdlf. Dorland knew about the call, but

that hadn't stopped him from going on with the
show. Even Paul was beginning to take such thrests
amogt casudly. They came with the job for well-
known entertainers, especidly ps-players.

Paul lifted the goggles again to look at themanin
the balcony. "Anyway, he'stoo far from the stage to

do anything."

"Not if he planted something earlier,” Hanes
pointed out. "An explosive, or agas canister. He
could have put it on the stage and et it to go off
from aremotetrigger.” Hanes reached for the
communicator on hisbdlt, flipped it open and
issued afew brief ordersto the men he had
stationed in the balcony. Then he turned to look
down at the stage. "He'samost done, isn't he?"

Paul swiveled back around. The brilliant colors
had given way to subdued violets and blues asthe
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intengty of the music diminished. The two techni-
cianswho occupied the other chairsin the control
booth were busy at their consoles, but Doriand had
direct control over the music and most of the stage
lights from micropads that were strapped to his



hands.
Now Dorland's face wastilted upward, pale and

cam. Themeddlion on hisforeheed reflected
glittering fragments of light. Paul stared for a
moment, wondering what was going oninside
Dorland's head. The player's trance was deep, there
was no doubt of that—

"Wed|?' said Hanes.
Paul blinked and cleared histhroat. "Hell wrap

it up inten minutesor s0."
Haneswas dlent amoment, then: "If anything's

going to happen, it'll be a theend.”
Paul pulled hiseyes away from Doriand.

"What?'
"That'swhen dl thelights go out but the big

white spot from the ceiling.”

Then Paul understood, and he had to admit it

made sense. Doriand dways closed his show the
sameway. The big speakerswould be roaring with
that peculiar hum Doriand called the mood relaxer,
and the auditorium would be dark except for the
sanglebrilliant light on the stage. Doriand would
make a perfect target with his arms stretched out
and hisfeet gpart in the stance that always made
Paul think uncomfortably of acrucifixion. Inthe
darkness aman would probably be able to dip away
without trouble; after one of Dorland's shows, most
peoplein the audience felt drained, without the
motivation to do more than hug the person they

had come with or St quietly and consider the

deeper meaning of life.

"I'm going up to the balcony," Hanes said
abruptly. He left his seat, stepped through the
doorway onto the platform and climbed quickly up
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the narrow ladder. A moment later he disappeared
through the dark opening that led to the service
areaabovethe calling. Paul lifted the goggles again.
The bearded man seemed unaware of the two



security men who stood in the darkened aide afew
rows behind him. As Paul watched, Hanes emerged
from aside door and went down the aide to stand
with hismen.

Paul had begun to lower the goggles when he saw
something that made him look again. The bearded
man had |leaned forward in his seat, eyeswidening
into an intense stare. Puzzled, Paul turned to follow
the man'sline of vison. He scanned the area near
the stage and saw nothing that looked out of place.
He turned the goggles back to the balcony and hit
the stud to enlarge the image. The man was defi-
nitely reacting to something he had seen near the
stage. Now Paul saw that he was not staring directly
at the stage, but dightly to the side.

Again Paul followed the man'sline of Sght. He
moved the goggles dowly across esch of thefirst
few rows, then something caught his attention and
he brought them back for a second look. A thin,
balding man in adark suit sat in an aide seet of the
front row. The goggles had passed over him before,
but now Paul realized that the man was not watch-
ing Doriand. He had instead turned to look down
the aide at one ofHanes's security guards, who was
dtationed near the exit door. Asthethin man

turned back to the stage, Paul saw that something
was clasped in his hands. Paul touched the zoom
control again and leaned forward closer to the glass
wall for abetter angle of view.

The object in the man's hands was agun.

Paul fet asurge of adrendine, and hiseyes

jerked back to the stage. The beat of the music had
been replaced with alight melody. Dorland's face
wastilted up, patterned by changing light and
shadow. He was drawing close to the moment when
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sudden darkness would fal and the white beam
from the overhead spotlight would hit him.

Swest trickled ingde the collar of Paul's shirt.
The security guard stationed at the exit near the
stage was watching Dorland, and it was clear he
hadn't noticed the man in the front row. Paul



swiveled back to look at Jeffrey Hanes and the other
security men. Even if he could somehow get their
attention, they would never be able to reach the
front row of the auditorium intime.

Paul rosefrom his chair, hismind churning with
indecison. Then he ducked through the opening to
the platform, grasped the ladder rails and went up
asfast as he could through the ceiling access port.
His heart pounded as he forced himsdlf towait a
few secondsfor hiseyesto adjust to the dim light.
Service catwa ks with safety railsled out acrossthe
suspended cealling. He sdlected onethat angled in
the right direction and ran dong it to an exit point
that he judged to be close to the stage. He dropped
down the ladder to a service corridor and followed
that to a door that opened into the auditorium.

The security man at the stage door was Steph
Hendrikson. Paul yelled as he ran pagt, but didn't
wait to seeif Hendrikson comprehended. He
rushed down the darkened aide with no specific
plan in mind, sumbling over feet yet somehow
keeping hisbaance, ignoring the confused murmur
that grew behind him. Herisked aglance a the
stage as the music crashed and broke into another
light melody. Colors blossomed, washing away the
shadows as they brightened to dazzling shades of
ydlow. Dorland stood rigid, arms stretched toward
the celling. The music faded and a deep hum began
to build from the spegkers. The man in the front
row lifted his hand and Paul saw the reflected gleam

of metd.

"No!" heydled, il running.
The man began to turn an ingtant before Paul hit
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him from the back and at the same time grabbed
for thewrigt that held the gun, trying desperately to
deflect it. He caught a brief glimpse of anarrow
face and cold blue eyes before the gun's muzzle
winked, and Paul heard the snap of superheated air
beside his ear. The men grappled, then fell across
therailing and out into the aide. Paul'sknee
smashed into one of therail supports, and a
monstrous bolt of pain rammed up hisleg. Thethin
man twisted free with surprising strength and
jerked around, bringing the gun up. Paul had time



to dtare at the dark muzzle an instant before he
heard a crack! from behind him. The man grunted
once and rolled over onto hisface and lay Hill. Paul
fell back onto his elbows and drew in whacking
breaths. Steph Hendrikson leaned over himwith
hisgun sill smdling faintly of hot metal.

"Areyou okay, Mr. Jurick?'

Paul couldn't find the breath to answer.

Hendrikson helped him to hisfeet. A sudden
murmur broke out around them as people began to
react to what had happened. Paul turned to look up
at the stage. Dorland stood motionless, armsaat his
sdes. A violet hue dill hung around him, drifting

in faint, smoky wisps. Hiseyeswere dark, half
lidded, till full of the player'strance. The medal-
lion on hisforehead gleamed with purple light.

"Get him out of here," Paul rasped.

Hendrikson hesitated, |ooking down at the man
who ill lay motionless at their feet. Then Jeffrey
Hanes and two of hismen arrived, and Hanes took
charge with afew barked orders. Two of the men
went up the steps and hustled Dorland behind the
curtain to the dressing room.

"Youdl right?" Hanes asked.

Paul nodded and looked down at the man in the
ade "Ishe..." Thewordstrailed off asthe odor
of scorched flesh reached his nodtrils. He felt some-
thing turn over in hisstomach.
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Hanestook Paul'sarm and pulled him away from
the body. "Go back with Dorland. I'll take care of

thingsout here.”

Paul didn't argue. His knee was beginning to cry
for attention by the time he had gone around the
sde of the stage and down the short passageway
that led to the dressing room. Fastened to the door
wasameta plate with Smple black |ettering:

DORLAND AVERY.



Steph Hendrikson stood just inside. He turned as
Paul camein, his hand going automaticaly to the
handle of hisSde arm, then moving away when he

saw who it was.

"Where's Dorland?" Paul asked.

"Changing." Hendrikson waved a hand toward
the partitioned area at the back of the room. His
eyesremained on Paul. "1 don't know what hap-
pened out there, Mr. Jurick. | should've spotted
that guy. Mr. Avery'sshow wasso ... well . . ."
His shoulders moved in adight shrug.

"Well talk about it later," Paul said. One of

Jeffrey Haness greatest problemsin maintaining
security around Dorland Avery was that the mes-
merizing effects of Dorland's performance often
interfered with the alert watchfulness that was
needed by the security men. The men were sup-
posed to guard againgt getting too caught upin
Dorland's show, but that required amenta disci-
plinethat not everyone possessed. Even Paul often
fdt himsdf anking into the music and colors. It
would be up to Hanes to decide if Steph
Hendrikson would be able to do hisjob well enough
to remain a part of the security team. "Wait
outsde. Don't let anyonein but Jeffrey."

Hendrikson nodded and | ft the room. Paull
crossed to the utility counter to pour himsalf acup
of hot jo. The dressing room waslarge and luxuri-
ous, with asofaand severa deep-cushioned chairs
grouped around an entertainment consolein one
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corner, and an intersiream commset in another.
The carpet wasthick and white. The dressing area
was separated from the lounge area by the only
piece of dark furniturein the room—alarge,
freestanding wooden wardrobe.

" Steph told me what happened.”

Paul turned from the counter as Dorland came
around the wardrobe. He had exchanged the white
jumpsuit for the sort of clothing he usudly wore
offstage—dark dacks and afaded blue shirt.

"Areyou dl right?' he asked.



"Sure." Paul sat down in one of the cushioned
chairs, took asip ofjo and redlized the cup was
shaking so much he nearly dopped the hot liquid
over hishand. He put the cup carefully on alow
table besde him.

"Why were you limping?' Dorland asked.
"Banged my leg on something. It isn't serious.”
"Make sure you have somebody ook &t it."
"Yes, Mother."

"Do you think this had anything to do with the
cdl wegot?'

"Presumably." Something about the way

Dorland asked the question made Paul ook at him
more closdy. Dorland'sface was dtill pale, but his
eyeswere sharp and direct, and Paul knew the last
vestiges of the player'strance had |eft him. "Do you
have any ideawhy someone would try to kill you?"

"Of course not." Dorland turned away abruptly
and went to the window. He pressed the wall stud
to clear it and looked out at the falling dusk.

"Unhappy fan, | suppose.”

"Hedidn't look likeafan." Paul thought about
the cold blue eyes. "What he did was ho impulse.”

The door did open to admit Jeffrey Hanes. He
did not look happy.

"He's4ill dive" he said before they could ask.
"In surgery now, but the doctors don't give him
much chance. | don't think well be getting any
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answersout of him. The onein the balcony got
avay."

"Got away?' Paul asked in surprise. "How?"
"He dipped out before we could sedl the exits."

"Damn."



"The Guard threw anet around the auditorium,”
Haneswent on. "Maybe well get lucky. Anyway, |
think we should cancedl the next show and get out of
here"

"l agree," Paul said.

Dorland had kept slent, asif he had little

interest in what had happened in the auditorium.
Now he turned from the window and said, "We
can't cancel the show thislate. People have come
from al over theloca sector to seeit. Besides, well
have to schedule another one to make up for the
show that wasruined.”

"Ruined?' Paul said. "Y ou were dmogt done. In
ancther five minutes—"

"Set it up for tomorrow night," Dorland went on

in the same quiet voice. He thought for amoment,
then added, " Some people may not be able to come
back because of other plans. Refund double their
ticket price. That might help make up for what

happened.”

Paul stared gloomily down at his hands, calculat-
ing what that would cost. He bit hislip and turned
to Hanes. " Step up security for tonight. Two guards
at each door, and at least adozen inside. You'll
have to uselocal people, but make sure you screen

them."

Hanes nodded and turned to leave. After the

door had hissed shut, Paul leaned his head back
and closed his eyes, letting himsdf sink deeper into
the cushions of the chair. Hefdt asif dl the energy
had been drained out of him. A moment later he
heard the sound of the heavy wardrobe door diding

open.
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"Y ou aren't going out, | hope," he said without
opening hiseyes.

“Not redlly.”



Paul's eyes snapped open. He had never heard

the voice before. The bearded man stepped out of
the wardrobe, ducking under the low doorway. He
held asmall black gunin one hand. Dorland had
turned from the window to Stare at him.

The man closed the wardrobe door and glanced
at Paul. Then hiseyeswent to Dorland. A dow grin
grew across hisface.

"Hello, Dorland,” he said. "It'sbeen along
time"

Chapter Two
WHEN DORLAND DIDN'T SAY ANYTHING, THE MAN

crossed the room in three long strides and dropped
into one of the chairs across from Paul. Hewas a
big, round-shouldered man with skin that waslined
and creased from exposure to the dements. His
eydidsdrooped, giving him alook of haughty
superciliousness. His hair wasthin and sun-
bleached. He seemed relaxed and at ease—much
different from the way he had looked in the audito-
rium. The brown coverdls he worelooked asif held
dept in them three days running.

He glanced at the door, then waved the gun.
"Better lock thet."

Paul hesitated, thinking about Hendrikson just
outsde. Then his eyeswent back to the gun. It was
small and black, with abulbous muzzle and alarge
cylinder just above the handle grip that might have
been the power supply. Paul wasn't familiar with
the style, but the gun looked capable enoughin the
man's hand to make him decide againgt theidea
that had haf formed in hishead. He pushed

himself out of the chair and crossed the room to
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touch the therma dimple beside the door. The lock
did home with asoft whir.



After Paul returned to his chair, the man's eyes
went back to Dorland.

"My nameis Semer Ogram. Maybe you remem-
ber me." He spoke Basic with an accent that
favored lilting vowels and light consonants. When
Dorland didn't respond, he shrugged. "Or maybe
not. | wasjust akid when you left Clarion. My
father was John Ogram.” He paused again asif he
expected the name to have an impact. "He was
killed a the Troy Threeinterchange afew months
after hetook you out. Deacon Krause got him."

Still Dorland remained sllent. He stood stiffly

near the open window, staring at Ogram, hisface
drawn with lines of tenson. Ogram's Statements
meant nothing to Paul. He had worked for Dorland
Avery for nearly five years and had never heard him
mention the name Ogram or aplace called Clarion.
But it was clear that Ogram'’s words were touching
something insde Dorland.

"It would help if you told uswhat thisisdl
about," Paul said.

Ogram shifted his hooded eyes. "Who are you?"

"Paul Jurick. I'm Mr. Avery's business man-

Ogram chuckled.

" Something funny about that?"

"Dorland Avery, the great psi-player.” Ogram
shook his head. "Coming here was awaste of time
asfar asl'm concerned.”

"Fed freeto leave," Paul suggested.

Ogram grinned crookedly. "Can't. Not till I've
donemy duty."

"You dill haven't told uswhet that is. Y our
friend nearly killed Mr. Avery back therein the
auditorium.”

"Deacon Bekman isno friend of mine," Ogram
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sad. "But my businessisn't with you. Keep quiet
while| have achat with the great ps-player.”

The mocking toneinfuriated Paul, but there was
little he could do while Ogram held the black gun.
Hethrottled his anger and leaned back in the chair.

"We need your help," Ogram went on, hiseyes
going back to Dorland. "The Stuation a home has
gone from bad to impossible. Sabastian wantsyou
to come back."

Another statement that made no sense to Paul.
He and Dorland had left their homeworld of
Farrady three weeks ago to begin the tour, but he
had been in daily contact with Trisha. Shewould
havetold himif any "Stuation” had devel oped that
involved Dorland.

"High Elder Brill isturning out to be even worse
than we thought,” Ogram went on. "He'smore
destructive than dl the other High Elderstogether.
Hesusing Lord Tern'srevelations as an excuse to
commit theworgt atrocities you can imagine.
Sabadtian sayswe have to stop him." Ogram
paused, hiseyesremaining fixed on Dorland. "We
sent aman into the sacred chamber. Cleve
Quinton." He nodded. "Yes, | thought you would
remember Cleve. He was agood friend of mine."

Dorland spoke for thefirst time, hisvoice low
and flat. "Cleve went to the chamber?"

"Likel said, we're desperate. Cleve saw some-
thing in the chamber that made him lose hismind.
Then the deaconskilled him."

A long silence drew out. Paul waited, gripping the
arms of hischair, hiseyeson Dorland. Lord Tern.
High Elder Alban Brill. Therdigiousimplications
were obvious enough, but Paul was sure he had
never heard the names before.

When Dorland spoke again, hisvoice was
strained, the words hesitant. " Sabastian—he is
wd|?'
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Ogram flip-flopped ahand. "Aswell ascan be
expected a hisage. He lost aleg three years ago
fighting hisway out of atrap the deacons left for
him. A doctor from Fairhope fitted awooden peg

for him. He getsby."

Dorland's eyes dropped to his hands. "Black-
burn?"

"Ah, yes. Olaf isgtill with us. Not K-amer,
though. He and Brit Jones were pinned to the God
wadl last year."

Something like asigh escaped Dorland's com-
pressed lips. Then: "My father knew violence
would bresk out eventualy. Hismain goa wasto

preventit."

"High Elder Brill garted it, not us" Ogram said
defensively. ™Y ou should know that. Sabastian says
you're the only one who might be able to find out
what Brill isup to. He saysyour early training will
help you find away to stop him." He paused,
watching Dorland. ™Y ou ran out on us once.
There's no reason to think you would come back
now. But Sabastian says you're our last hope. He
also saysthat you have to come back on your own.
He doesn't want meto force you."

Paul issued agrunt of humorless laughter.
"That'swhy you brought the gun?"

"I brought the gun to make sure nobody tried to
sop me until I could get my piece said.”

"Y ou've done that. Now you can get out."
"I'mwaiting for the answer.”

"Hisanswver isno—"

"Y ou're probably right,” Ogram said. He
dumped further down inthe chair with hislegs
graight out in front of him. Crossed at the ankles.
The black gun was held loosdly inhislap. The
tensonin his, face gave way to alook of heavy-
lidded unconcern. "But | haveto hear it from the
great ps-player himsdf."
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Paul turned to Dorland. "Tdl him you aren't
interested s0 helll get out of here.”

Dorland' nodded dightly, but his eyeswere on
Ogram. "I'm sorry about John. He was a good man.
| owehimmy life"

"Well, at least you acknowledge that.”

"I didn't run out. | wanted to stay, but Sabastian
pushed me."

"Then you'lll come back?'

"] can't. Were on atour, booked for five more
shows."

Ogram'seydidslifted dightly. "Y ou don't be-
lieve the future of Clarion and thousands of lives
areworth your five precious shows?' Hewaited.
Then hislipsformed the dight, mocking smile.
"No, | suppose not." He gathered hislegsin front
of him and pushed himsdlf out of the chair. He
stood looking at Dorland with the gun down at his
sde. "It'stoo bad High Elder Brill couldn't see
your show today. He would have been amused.
Actudly, it's not too different from hisown
Godsday service" Heissued a short bark of laugh-
ter. "Unfortunately, Bekman won't be ableto give
him areport about it."

It took Paul amoment to recall that Ogram had
used the name earlier. "Bekman's the man who
tried to kill Dorland?'

Ogram nodded. "Lon Bekman. One of Brill's
deacons. Slimy scum. | hope he diesand burnson
the Far Peaks with the rest of them. | tried to warn
you about him."

"Y ou're the one who called the hotdl before the
show?'

"Littlegood it did. When | saw Bekman up there
by the stage, | redlized | wastoo far away to stop
him." He considered. "Not sure | would havetried,
anyway. Bekman was very good with the burp
gun." Ogram's eyes drifted dowly back to Dorland.
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"Now that High Elder Brill knowswhereyou are,
helll send someone else after you. HE's got ten more
like Bekman, and he won't give up." He shrugged.
"Of course, you can dways pack up and run again."

There was aknock at the door. Ogram spun
around, startled. The knock came again.

"Damn!" Ogram hissed. He glanced at the ward-
robe, then moved to the open window and looked
through it. The window overlooked a broad ex-
panse of lawn. Paul knew it was at least athree-
meter drop to the ground.

"Guess| can makethat," Ogram said doubtfully.
Then, to Dorland: Y ou won't change your mind
and comedong?'

Dorland stared at him without speaking.

"Doesn't surprise me," Ogram said. He tucked

the gun into a pocket of his coveralls and turned to
grasp thewindowsll. He pulled himsdlf up and
over and disappeared. Paul heard asingle muted
oof! before the knock came again at the door,
louder and more insistent. He got up and crossed
the room to unlock the door. Asit sighed open, he
heard Steph Hendrikson's voice raised in anger:

"—told you that Mr. Avery was not to be dis-
turbed!"

What now! Paul felt closeto theend of his
patience. He stepped back asaman in auniform
strode into the room, followed by ared-faced
Hendrikson. Two burly guardsmen stood just out-
side the door.

"I'm Erich Frakes," the officer said to Dorland,
moving hiseyesdightly to include Paul inthe
introduction. Hewastall and broad-shouldered,
with afull face that was scarred across one cheek by
abadly heded szzler bum. He wasn't a Guard
officer—the gray-and-black uniform was of the
Security Section. The emblem on hislapd identi-
fied him asacaptain. "I'm with Omega Security,

on temporary assgnment to the loca—"
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"That doesn't mean you have the right to charge
in herelike you own the place," Hendrikson
sharled, hischeeksblazing.

"It'sdl right, Steph," Paul said, touching the
young man'sarm to cam him down. Confron-
tations aways upset Dorland's delicate nerv-

ous system, and his nerves had dready been put
through enough for one day. But Paul was curious
about the captain’'s statement. " A report has al-
ready been filed with the Guard. Why is Security
involved?'

Frakes shrugged asif the matter didn't concern
him. " Sabre thinks the men who attacked Mr.
Avery may beinvolved in an intersream matter."

"Parke Sabre?' Paul said with surprise. Parke
Sabre was Security Director for Omega Centauri
Sector, and the highest ranking UNSA officid in
the Omega Sector. "Why is heinterested in this?!

Frakes moved his shoulders dightly. "Maybe you
ought to ask him. Heswaiting at the locad Guard
office”
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horizon when Frakes guided the Aire Vega down
toward a connected group of modem, cubelike
office buildings. Thick vegetation surrounded the
complex, and farther out Paul could seeresidential
clusters—large, rambling buildingsin brown and
beige.

Frakeslanded in an open stal on the roof of one

of the mid-leve buildings and popped open the
AireVegasgullwing doors. Thewhine of theengine
keened downscale.

"How long will thistake?' Paul asked ashe
ducked under the door and stepped onto the tiled
roof. "Mr. Avery has another show in two hours."

"No problem," Frakes said in atonethat re-
veded little concern. Not his problem, he means,



Paul thought angrily.

Frakesled themin adiagond line acrossthe roof,
picking hisway easily through the parked flyersand
streamcraft until he reached a section of the build-
ing that jutted above the parking level. He thumbed
thelock of an unmarked door and led the way into
anarrow, brightly lighted corridor. Thetwo
guardsmen stepped in behind them, but turned
down another hallway and disappeared without a
word.

The corridor was lined with numbered, wood-
veneer doors and opened into alobby farther
down. Paul heard distant voices and the erratic
chatter of ahigh-speed printer. Frakes stopped in
front of one of the doors before they reached the
lobby. He thumbed the lock and pushed open the
door, then moved out of theway to let Paul and
Dorland step through into asmall conference
room.

"Sabre's on hisway down. Have asedt if you
want."

Paul turned to ask a question, but the door had
aready closed behind Frakes with a soft whirring
sound.
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"Mr. Persondlity,” he commented.

Dorland made anoncommittal sound as he

crossed to the room's only window. Paul found the
room asdull and lifeless as any typical business
conference room: large wooden table with six
chairs, neutra landscape holos on thewadls, thin
carpet. In one corner stood a potted plant with
large, blue-veined leaves.

It took Paul amoment to redlize what was

missing. There was no communications equipment
—not even aloca intercom. At thesametimehe
recalled the odd sound the door had made asit
closed. An dectronic lock? Suddenly the room
seemed morelike ajail cell than aconference room.

"We shouldn't have come here," hesaid.



Dorland turned to lean againgt thewall, facing
Paul with hisarmsfolded across his chest. "Better
to find out what they want and get it over with."

The words came out with a heavy weariness that
made Paul look more closdly a Dorland. "What do
they want—"

"I don't know," Dorland said with uncharacter-
istic abruptness. His eyes remained steady on Paull.
Then Paul realized why Dorland was being cau-
tious. It was possible—probable, he decided—that
there were unseen eyes and earsin thisroom.

Dorland pulled out achair and sat down at the
table. "How's your knee?"

"Bruised, but okay." Hanes had wrapped it with
acloth bandage to keep the swelling down, and a
small white capsule reduced the pain to adull ache.
Paul hardly noticed it. He reached for another
chair, then turned as the door behind him clicked
open. Erich Frakes camein followed by another
man, who wore agray one-piece civilian suit and
carried adlim brown attache case. Before Frakes
could make introductions, the man swung the
attache case up onto the table and held out his hand
to Dorland.
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"Parke Sabre. Don't get up." He shook Dorland's
hand. "I've dways admired your work. | wish we
could have met under better circumstances.” Sabre
was acontrast in dmost every way to Erich Frakes
—tall and dender, with sharp features and dark
hair that was artfully arranged to disguise prema-
ture thinning. He spoke quickly in clipped Basic,

his voice smooth and refined. He offered his hand
perfunctorily to Paul. ™Y ou're Mr. Jurick?"

Paul nodded. Sabre glided on before he could
speak.

"I'm glad you could come, Mr. Jurick. I've heard
quite alot about you. | understand you werein the
Guard. I'm dways glad to meet someone who has
served his people.”

The casua statement jolted Paul. How much does



he know about mef

Still grasping Paul's hand, Sabre began to edge
him toward the open door. Erich Frakeswaited
there with hisarmsfolded. "I'd like to ask Mr.
Avery afew questions. It take only afew minutes.
We have avisitors lounge down the hall. Erich will
help you find it. I'm sure you could use some
refreshments”

"Thanks, no." Paul pulled free of Sabre's hand
and sat down at the table beside Dorland. "I'll
walt."

"Redly, therés no. need—"
"I'd liketo tay, if you dont mind."

Sabre's smile faded. He stared at Paul a moment
longer; then his eyeswent to Dorland. He spoke
with barely concedled irritation. "There are some
persona aspects about this, Mr. Avery. Some of it
concerns your past. It's up to you, of course.”

Paul felt achill of apprehension. Some of it
concerns your past.

Dorland said quietly: "I want Paul to stay.”

"Fine, fine." Sabrejerked out achair and sat
down. Frakes cleared histhroat and closed the
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door. He stood with his back to it, facing the room.
His expression was neutrdl.

"Well, now," Sabre began, clasping hishandsin
front of him on the table. With visble effort, he
pulled out another amile. "Mr. Avery, | want to
assure you we're doing everything we can to find
out why that man assaulted you, and to make sure
it doesn't happen again. I've instructed my people
to givefull cooperation to the Guard.” He leaned
across the table on his elbowsto look intently at
Dorland. "Weve gone through his persona effects,
but al we found was hisname. Lon Bekman." His
eyeswere on Dorland, and Paul suddenly redlized
he was watching for areaction. Paul could have told



him not to waste histime. Dorland was the most
sengtive person Paul had ever met, but hewas aso
the mogt effective at hiding hisfedings. "He ap-
pearsto be an official in some sort of church.
Beyond that, were drawing ablank. Isthere any
information you can give us?'

Dorland moved back in his chair to put more
distance between him and Sabre. He asked cau-
tioudy: "What kind of information?"

"Do you know Bekman?'
"I'm afraid not."
"Ever ssehim before?!

"I'm sorry, but | can't answer that. | didn't see
hisfacein the auditorium.”

Sabre frowned. His eyes shifted to Frakes, then
back to Dorland. "I understand he wasin the front
ron—"

"The spotlights werein Dorland's eyes,” Paull

said. Sabre'stoo-dick manner was beginning to
wear on him. "Thereé's no way he could have seen
what happened. Besides, hewas il inthe player's
trance.”

"The trance?" Sabre's eyes went back to

Dorland. "'l assumed that was part of the show. Do
you redly go into ahypnotic trance?"
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Dorland nodded. He didn't bother to correct
Sabre. Despite the commonly held belief, the psi-
player's trance was anything but hypnotic.

"Hmm." Sabre's eyesflicked back to Paul. "'l
understand you were closer to Bekman when

|,]E n
"I've never seen him before."

"Do you and Mr. Hanes often watch the show
from the control booth?!



"Not the show," Paul corrected. "The audience.
Jeffrey isin charge of our security team. Helikesto
observe from up there. Sometimes | keep him

"Was there any reason for concern tonight? From

asecurity standpoint, | mean.”

"We got athreatening call,” Paul answered. He
thought: Why does he keep asking questions when
he aready knowsthe answers "We reported that to
the Guard. Asfar as| can see, they should be
handling this. Why is Omega Security involved?'

"This man Bekman waan't working aione,”

Sabre said, sidestepping the question. "We know
somebody elsein the auditorium attracted Mr.
Haness attention. Wethink Mr. Avery'slife may

dill bein danger.”

"It's the Guard's job to keep law and order, to
protect citizensand dl that," Paul said. He kept his
growing anger under control by an act of will.
"They don't cooperate with Security unlessthey
haveto. The local Guard commander would rather
pull hisown thumbnails out than turn something
likethis over to you." Sabre started to say some-
thing, but Paul raised hisvoiceto talk over him.
"Since he obvioudy has, | have to assume he's
gotten orders from somebody higher up. That
means that what happened today goes beyond a
crackpot trying'to nate awell-known psi-
player." He glanced pointedly at hiswristwatch.
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"We haveto get back to the hotel for Dorland's next
show. We don't have much time, and we won't
make any progress here unlessyou tell uswhy
you're asking al these questions.”

Sabre's high cheekbones went scarlet. "Meaning
you have information but won't giveit to me?"

"Meaning I'm as concerned about Dorland's
safety asyou are," Paul snapped. "If | knew what
you'relooking for, maybe | could help.”



Sabre stared at him.

"Haveit your way." Paul stood up. "Let'sgo,
Dorland.”

Sabre reached for the attache case and popped
open the clasp at each end.

"I want to show you something." He reached
into the case, brought out asmall black gun and
held it up for Paul to see. "Do you know about
weapons, Mr. Jurick?"

"A little" He looked closer. "1 know where you
got that one."

Sabre nodded. "Our friend Bekman." Here-
turned the gun to the attache case. "It'salaser
pistal. Very effective. Y ou're both lucky to be
dive"

"| accept that," Paul said, till standing. "But
what's your point?'

"Thistype of gun was a onetime used by Guard
personnd. They caled it aburp gun because of the
sound the chamber's cooling mechanism makes.”

Paul didn't remember seeing agun like that when
he wasin Guard training, and the term was not
familiar to him. But held left the Guard years ago,
and he knew they were dwaystrying out new

wespons.

"So Bekman used to bein the Guard," he said.
"That should help you identify him."

"I don't think so. The Guard stopped using laser
pistolsamost two hundred years ago.”
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It took amoment for the meaning to sink in. Paull
sat down and nodded toward the attache case.



"That gun istwo hundred years old?"

"Correct. Quite acollector's piece, in fact."

Sabre's eyes remained on Paul amoment longer,
then moved to Dorland. When he spoke again, it
was obvious he was choosing hiswords carefully. |
hope you appreciate the significance of that, Mr.
Avery. Wewant to find out why Bekman tried to
kill you. Wethink he may have been an agent of a
politicd faction that isnot friendly to UNSA."

"The Fringe Alliance?" Paul asked. He could
think of only one palitica faction that would be
important enough to rate the attention of the
Omega Security Director. But that didn't make
sense—the Alliance was well armed with modern
weapons. Its agent wouldn't be using atwo-
hundred-year-old laser gun.

"TheAllianceisinvolved," Sabre admitted. His
eyeswere gill on Dorland. Then he cleared his
throat, leaned back in his chair and abruptly
changed the subject. "Mr. Avery, weve checked
our records and we find that were missing afew
pertinent details about your background. Would
you mind telling me where you were born?"

Dorland answered without hesitation, asif he
had been expecting the question. "Giant Forest. It's
aplanetinthe—"

"l know whereitis" Sabreinterrupted. "Why
isn't your birth recorded in SoSec records?’

"Giant Forest isabackwater planet. They've
never been careful about keeping records.”

"Have you ever been to aplanet called Clarion?"

Paul felt himsdf flinchindde. Sdmer Ogram's
words came back to him: Sabastian wants you to
come home. Ogram had been referring to a planet
cdled Clarion.

"| travel agreat ded," Dorland answvered. "l
can't remember every planet I've beento.”

"Doesthe name Alban Brill mean anything to
you?'

High Elder Brill, Ogram had said. Paul stared at



Dorland.
"Should it?' Dorland asked.

Silence descended while Sabre and Dorland re-
garded each other. Paul knew that Sabre was dis-
covering something new about Dorland. Dorland
Avery the man was much different from Dorland
Avery the ps-player. Asaplayer, Dorland was a
driking, dmogt intimidating figure. From the

stage, the power of his persondity flowed out over
the audience and merged with the colors and music
to hold them fast. But off the age Dorland wasa
quiet man—amost exasperatingly so at times.
Socidly, he was adud; Paul had long ago given up
trying to turn himinto the high-lifer and party-goer
the public expected of its psi-players and other top
entertainers. He had instead opted to make
Dorland amystery figure, dmost arecluse. That
suited Dorland fine.

But one characteristic was shared between
Dorland the psi-player and Dorland the introvert:

the power of hiseyes. Dorland had a steady gaze
that often made people fed uncomfortable. Paul
even fdt it a timeswhen helooked into those dark
eyes. Therewas agreat depth in them, and it was
easy to believe they could look into your very soul.

Sabrefdt it, too, and he was the one who cleared
histhroat and looked down at his clenched hands.

"The man who tried to kill you isfrom Clarion,"

he said. "We were ableto trace the gun'sident
number back to the sector ship that went to Clarion
two hundred years ago. | want to know why hetried
tokill you."

"There's no need to go through thisagain,” Paul
said. For the second time, he pushed back his chair

and got to hisfeet. He glanced toward the door and
noticed that Frakes had not moved away fromiit.
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Hewondered if Sabre was desperate enough to
keep him and Dorland here by force. He touched

Doriand's shoulder. "Let'sgo.”
"We found Bekman's streamer," Sabre said,

barely glancing a Paul. He spoke earnestly to
Dorland. "It's a scoutcraft from that same sector
ship. He was after you, Mr. Avery, and I'm sorry,
but | just can't believe you don't know why. You're
our only lead. Y ou have an obligation to help us."
Dorland pushed back his chair and stood. " Can

we return to our hotel now?"
Sabre stared a him. "Surely you understand

what—"
"Dowe haveto cal our lawyer?' Paul asked.

"There's no need to—"
"Good, then let usgo.”

Sabre's face hardened without any noticesble

shift in muscles. He sat slently for amoment,
garing at Paul. Then he grunted and waved ahand
at Frakes. "Take them back."

Chapter Four
SILENCE DOMINATED THE FLIGHT BACK TO THE

hotel. Erick Frakes spoke only after the Aire Vega
had touched down on the roof.

"Sabre's upset. He'sbeen trying to get alead on
this place Clarion for three years. Now that he has
one, he doesn't want to let it get away."

Paul was ill angry and didn't try to hideit.
"Sabre'satypica UNSA bureaucrat, and Security
bureaucrats are the worst. He's shut up in his dark
little world, too paranoid to be honest with people
even* when he needstheir help. Asfar aslI'm
concerned, he can go to hell.”

"Yeah, well." Frakes rubbed the sde of hisnose
and turned to look out through the front screen.
"It'simportant. If you hear anything, you ought to
tell him. Otherwise things could get rough.”



Paul gave him acold are. "Isthat athreat?’

Frakes shrugged. "I don't make threats. Not my
syle" He pressed something on the roof console,
and the Aire Vegas doors swung up. "But other
people don't have that problem.”

Like Lon Bekman, Paul thought as he climbed
39
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out to stand on the roof. He remembered Ogram's
words: High Elder Brill hasten morelike him.

He turned back to Frakes. How much does he
really knowl " Sabre's got theidea Dorland came
from this place Clarion. That's what the question-
ingwasdl about.”

"Let's say hel's got a strong suspicion about it."

"He never did say why Clarion is so important.
I've never even heard of the place. It would help if
we knew what he redlly wants."

"That should be obvious. Hewantsto find
Clarion. Hethinks Mr. Avery knowsthe planet's

stream coordinates.”
"Hewantsto ... find it?"

Frakess eyesflicked to Dorland, then back to
Paul. " Sabre's not abad guy, but you're right about
onething. HE'stoo hung up on secrecy.” He got out
of theflyer and came around to Paul'sside. He
glanced around the parking area, then leaned back
againg the craft with hisarmsfolded across his
broad chest. "Clarion was |anded about two hun-
dred years ago. Beautiful place from what I've

heard—a clear ninety-nine."

"I'mgoingin," Dorland said abruptly, and
turned to walk toward the building's entrance.

Paul started to call after him, but Frakeswas



taking again.

"Five hundred colonists set out for the planet on

the sector ship Vanguard. That was back inthe
early years, when everyone was bailing out of Terra.
Clarion should have been agreat world. But it got

log."
"Log?"
"The planet. Vanguard, five hundred colonists—

thewhole bunch.”
A vague memory surfaced—a story Paul had

heard along time ago. The early years, Frakes had
cdled them, and Paul knew he meant the Expan-
son Era—thefirst century after the stream was
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discovered by Andrel Kohlmann. The k-stream
opened an infinite array of pathwaysto the stars,
and the cheagp and insgtantaneous travel had re-
sulted in explosive growth of colonies on dozens of
worlds. Many stories had come from that era.
Explorer ships had vanished with darming regular-
ity, and at least one sector ship had been lost inthe
void of the stream.

But an entire planet?

"How did it happen?"

"Somebody erased the planet's navigation coor-
dinates," Frakes answered. "Weve never figured
out how."

"[t was done on purpose?’

"Presumably.”

"Why?

"Good quegtion.”

Five hundred colonists. The concept was stagger-
ing: aplanet colonized, then cut off from therest of



humanspace.

"The colony—do you think it survived?' Then
he redized the answer was obvious. "Bekman . . ."

Frakesnodded. "Thisisnt thefirst timewe

found someone from Clarion. A couple of years ago
aguy by the name of Cdlifer tried to land one of
Vanguard's old scouts on Giant Forest.”

Giant Forest. Paul felt achill. Frakess eyeswere
on him, and it was clear he hadn't missed the
ggnificance

"Yeah. Anyway, hedidn't makeit. Cdlifer

wasn't much of apilot. He hit the ground too hard
and pushed astabilizer strut up through the stasis
engine housing. The engine blew. By thetimethey
dragged Cdllifer out hewas pretty crigpy, but still
dive. The Guard caled Security when they redlized
what they had. That's how me and Sabre got
involved. We managed to get afew answers out of
Cdlifer before he croaked. But not many."

Paul took a moment to absorb what Frakes had
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told him. "That man Cadlifer—you said hewas
flying one of Vanguard's scoutships?’

Frakes nodded. "Just like Bekman.”

"Then the people on Clarion know how to get
back to the occupied stream.”

"l know what you'rethinking," Frakessaid. "If

they know how to get out, they could tell us how to
get to Clarion. They haven't, which meansthey
don't want to be found. Cdlifer wouldn't give us
the Clarion coordinates even though he knew he

wasdying."

"Did he say why he had come out?"'

Frakes |ooked down at the pavement, scuffed at it
with the toe of his boot, then returned his eyesto
Paul. "He waslooking for somebody. At thetime
we didn't know who."

"Y ou think he waslooking for Dorland?*

"Doesn't take much to figure that out, not after

what happened today. We knew Mr. Avery spent a
few yearson Giant Forest. Cdlifer obvioudy knew
it, too."



Clarion. Cut off from civilization for two hun-

dred years. Except for two men who had come out
to look for Dorland Avery. Three, Paul redlized.
Sdmer Ogram, too. Dorland himself had come
from the planet, if Parke Sabre was right—and
Paul had afeding hewas.

"Two hundred years,” hesaid. "You can't help
but wonder what's been happening on Clarion dl
thet time.”

Frakes made anoncommittal sound.

"I'm sure SoSec would be interested in finding a
planet that's been isolated that long. But why is
Security so interested? Thislate in the game, there
wouldn't be anybody left to prosecute for kidnap-
ping. It's obvious the people who live there don't
want to be found. Why not leave them done?’

"Because they won't leave us aone. After dl, one
of them attacked Mr. Avery—"

"That won' fly, Captain. Doriand's sefety isa
concern to me and Jeffrey Hanes, but it'shardly a
Security matter. He's apsi-player, not apolitical
leader. Y ou and Sabre are interested in Clarion, not
in Dorland Avery."

"Y eah, well—" Frakes rubbed the sde of his
nose again, cleared histhroat. "I could get inalot
of troublefor telling you this."

Paul waited.

" Security has a couple of reasons for wanting to
find the place. For onething, it'saninety-nine.
People can breathe the air, drink the water. UNSA
pumped afew billion uditsinto it aready. They
don't want to give it up. Habitable worlds aren't
that easy to find."

"Ninety-ninesare still being landed—"
"Y eah, about once ayear.”

"Still, we aren't starved for space,” Paul inssted.
"I've seen colonized planets where the entire popu-
lation Hill livesin two or three towns. We have
plenty of room to expand. Why would UNSA goto
al thistrouble for another planet?'



Frakes pursed hislips. "l said there were a couple
of reasons. The other one's more complicated.”

Paul gave him time to make up hismind. Frakes
looked around, cleared histhroat again.

"The sector ship Vanguard carried the usua
research group. Even then, that was standard for
new-landed planets. The group included an archae-
ology team." He paused again to glance toward the
hotel entrance. "The arkies got areport out before
the stream channel went dead. Said they found
sgnsdfintdligents.”

It took Paul amoment to absorb the significance
of that. Alien remnants had been found on only
three of the hundreds of habitable worlds that had
been explored by UNSA.

"Everyone assumed the gents on Clarion were
dead," Frakes went on. "The arkies reported ruins,
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and they didn't mention seeing live gents. Their
report was very preiminary, but you'd think they
would have noticed gents running around.”

Paul suddenly had afeding he knew what Frakes
was leading up to.

"Before he died, this man Cdlifer started bab-
bling about somebody called Lord Tern," Frakes
sad. "Took usawhileto redize hewastaking
about agent. A Td Tahir, hesaid. Wethink that's
what they called the gents. ThisLord Tern—seems
they'd made himinto agod.”

Lord Tern. Smer Ogram had mentioned that
name.

"But you said the arkies didn't see any gents.”
Frakes shrugged. "That's what they said. But

according to Cdlifer, Lord Tern was very much
dive"



Then it came together, and after theinitia shock

of redlization had subsided, Paul felt likelaughing
with relief. Stranded on an isolated world, the
Clarion colony had built ardigion based on the
ancient ruins of theintelligents. Like Bekman, the
man named Callifer was probably an officid inthe
religious organization Ogram had called the Holy
Order. He must have been devout at that, because
to him, Lord Tern was as dive asthe god of any
monotheigtic rdigion was diveto atrue believer.
Cdlifer'sbelief came acrossto Parke Sabre asfact,
and that was why Sabre was under the mistaken
impression that the gents were still around.

Paul knew this smple explanation could solvea

lot of problems. But he also knew that it would
create more of its own. He couldn't put Frakes
sraight on theissue without reveding that hed
spoken to Seimer Ogram. And if Parke Sabre found
out about that, he would ingst on trying to find
Ogram. That would involve Dorland and Paul, and
the mess would become even more complicated.

Which meant he would have to keep hisrevela
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tion to himsdf. With that sorted out in hismind, he
redized that he sill didn't have the answer to the
question held originally asked.

"Finding amisplaced planet isajob for the
Explorers” he said to Frakes. "If you think there
may ill be gents, the Blue should becalledin. And
it seemsto methat the arkies would have an
interest in it either way. | still don't see where
Security fitsin."

"The Archaeology Section'sinterested, all

right," Frakes admitted. "They've been baitling
Sabrefor first dibs on Clarion ever snce Califer
decided to broil himsdlf in that old scout.” He
paused again, and Paul knew he was making up his
mind about something. "Califer was out of his

head when we got to him, like | said. But he kept
talking about Lord Tern, and about some kind of
machine Lord Tern had given to the people of
Clarion. He croaked before we could find out more
about it, but what he said made usthink the
machine was plenty powerful. He called it a chaw-
ka" He paused, cleared histhroat. "We think it



might be awegpon of somekind."
"A wegpon?'

Frakes must have detected the skepticismin

Paul's voice. " Sounds crazy to me, too. But—" He
stopped, pursed hislips. He looked at the hotel
entrance again, turned back to Paul. "Thetruthis,
we know Hans Maiar islooking for the planet.”

"Maar?" That only added more confusion.
Hans Maar was chairman of the Fringe Alliance.

"We caught one of his couriersafew months

ago," Frakeswent on. "Maiar doesn't use
commesets because he knows UNSA Security listens
inon al the stream channels. The courier weran
down had a coded message for Maiar. We unrav-
eled enough of it to know that it had something to

do with the Clarion stream coordinates. Not the
coordinates themsa ves—we weren't that lucky—
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but a message about somebody who was zeroing in
onthem."

"Why would Maiar beinterested in Clarion?"

Frakes shrugged. "An dien race. Maybe il
dive Think about it."

Paul was gripped by sudden understanding.
"'Sabre wants to make sure the gents don't sde up
withthe Fringe Alliance.”

Thelook on Frakess face was enough to tell Paull
hewasright. "We're following up on the courier's
message. We might be able to get something from
that, but I'm not holding my bresth. Sabre's afraid
the Alliance might get its hands on Clarion fird.
And if the chaw-karedly isawegpon—"

"Maiar might useit to attack UNSA planets?’
Paul said. "Sounds farfetched to me."

"Y eah, maybe youreright. But Maar'salittle
crazy. If he gets his hands on something exatic like
agent weapon, he might get himsalf pumped up
enough to attack, whether the weapon's that useful
or not."



That part wasn't so farfetched, Paul had to
admit. Based on what he'd heard, Hans Maiar was
looking for any excuseto start awar with UNSA.

Frakes glanced down at hiswristwatch. "I gotta
get back. If you change your mind, or if you or Mr.
Avery thinks of anything, givemeacdl.” He
looked out over the city. "L et's keep this chat
between us. My job isn't dl that greet, but I'd hate
toloseit." Hewinked and turned back to the Aire
Vegawithout waiting for areply. Hedid acrossto
the pilot's seat, and the gullwing doors lowered. A
moment |ater the stasis engine hummed and the
craft lifted away.

Paul's mind was ajumble as he walked across the
roof toward the hotdl's entrance. He was sure of
only onething: heand Dorland hadn't seen the last
of Parke Sabre—not if Sabre realy thought

CLARION 47

Dorland had information that could make a differ-
encein the struggle with the Alliance,

The Fringe Alliance was agroup of ninety planets
along agrip of the stream that reached from the far
sde of the Omega cluster to the inner loop of the
Kiros Spiral. The Alliance had started back when
that part of the stream was on the fringe of colo-
nized space. Humankind had long since spread
beyond that area, but the Alliance had held togeth-
er. Now it controlled an area of the stream that was
heavily traveled, and when Maiar had begun charg-
ing high navigation feesfor the use of the Fringe
breakout zones—feesfor the use of navigation
equipment that had been confiscated from UNSA
facilitiesin the Fringe—that wasthe last straw.
UNSA demanded concessons. The Alliancere-
fused, and began building afleet of warships.

By thetimethe UNSA triumvirate had gotten

past the knee-jerk reaction and redlized they had
underestimated the determination of Hans Maiar
and his Alliance command, it wastoo late. The
Alliance had put together severa dozen of the
planet-buster kiester warheads and was already
testing its Srength. Maiar began visting planetsin
adjoining sectors and poalitdy inviting them to drop
their UNSA affiliation and join the Alliance. Those



that declined were madeto regret it.

It wasall stupidity, Paul thought as he turned
down the corridor to Dorland's room. The same
kind of apdiketerritorialism that had killed untold
millions down through mankind's bloody history.

How much farther could we have progressed by
now if we had only been able to get dong with one
another?

War between UNSA and the Alliance would
mean daughter on a planetary scde. Everyone
agreed about that, but nobody had come up with a
way to cool the tension that hung between the two
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massive powers. Now, if what Frakes had told him
was true, that tension had centered on a planet that
had been isolated for the past two centuries. And
for reasons that were still not clear to Paul, Dorland
Avery was dso part of that focus.

Steph Hendrikson waited outside the door to
Doriand's suite. Insgde, Dorland sat on the low sofa
inthe front room, hisback unnaturdly straight,
arms at his sides. He looked up when Paul walked
in and without any preamble said: "I'll haveto go
back with Seimer Ogram to Clarion. Sabastian
needsme.”

Paul ressted theimpulseto react immediately

and instead crossed the room to thejo dispenser in
the comer. He took his time pouring himsdlf acup.
With Dorland you had to take careful steps and test
the Stuation before acting.

When he turned back, Doriand's eyes were on
him.

"What about the tour?' Paul asked. "You sad it
yourself: you have five more showsto do.”

"WEell haveto cancd them.”
Paul sipped hot jo. "Who's Sabastian?"
"My unde"

Ancther surprise. "So you redly arefrom this



place. Clarion?'

"I was born there, and lived there until six years
ago. Then| ... had to leave."

"Y ou told me you came from Giant Forest."

"I lived on Giant Forest for ayear before | met
yw.ll

Dorland had never offered much detail about his
past, and Paul hadn't pressed him. After Doriand's
fame asaps-player had spread along the stream,
news service reporters had tried to dredge up
information about him with no better luck. One
had even tried to bribe Paul for information about
Doriand's past.
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"Your parents till live on Clarion?"

"They're both dead.” Doriand's eyes moved
away from Paul to stare a the wall behind him.
"High Elder Brill ordered their desths.”

Paul sipped hisjo and allowed amoment to pass
before he asked the obvious question. "Why?"

"They were heretics" Dorland answered, his
eyesill fixed on the wadl behind Paul. "My father
disagreed with some of the High Elder's pro-
nouncements. Disagreement is heresy, and on Clar-
ion the pendty for heresy isdegath. But at |east they
weregiven atrid." Hiseyesmoved to Paul. "Diana
and Shari were not alowed even that.”

"Dianaand Shari?' Paul felt asudden, certain
knowledge of who they were.

"Dianawas my wife. Shari was my daughter. She
was sx years old when Elder Jacowicz cameto my
house with his deaconsand killed her."

"They murdered a six-year-old?'

"They were after me, but | wasn't there. Jacowicz
ettled his score with me by killing the two people

who were most important to me.”

"Because of your father?'



Dorland shook his head. "Because of me" A

wry, humorless smile crossed hislips. "l wasaso a
heretic."

"Now they'vefound you again.”

"It would appear s0."

Brill's got ten more like Deacon Bekman.

"Y ou're wanted for heresy. But you've been away
from Clarion for years. Why would they want you
badly enough to risk coming after you?"

Dorland took amoment to answer. "High Elder
Brill and Elder Jacowicz see me asathreat.”

IIWMI
"Because | know some of thelr secrets.”
"What kind of secrets?"

"How they maintain their grip over the people of
Clarion."
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Paul decided to let that rest for awhile. "We
should levd with Sabre. Tdl him what he wantsto
know so he can protect you."

"Nobody can protect me from the Holy Order."

Paul sipped again from the cup. "Do you have
the stream coordinates for Clarion?"

Dorland shook his head.

"Then how can we get there?'

"WEell gowith Sdmer."

"He'saready gone."

"Selmer wouldn't give up that easily. Hell be

back tonight. Tell Jeffrey to watch for himinthe
auditorium and let him know | want to talk to



him."
"WEell never see him again. He said you had just
one chance."

"Hell be back."
Chapter Five
PAUL FELT A BRIEF INSTANT OF VERTIGO WHEN

the scoutcraft broke out of the stream after the
find skip. The bank of vidscreens above the
control console flickered, and the screen in the
center cleared with aview of abrownish-green
planet.

Inthe pilot's chair beside him, Selmer Ogram
gavethedrive system afina command and leaned
back to look at the screen. "Home at last!" He
looked over his shoulder a& Dorland Avery inthe
rear passenger compartment. "Look familiar?”

Dorland offered no response. He was hunched in
one corner of the wide seat, staring up at the
vidscreen. Hisface was expressionless. He had
been immersed in his own thoughts during the
entiretrip.

Ogram turned back to the console. "Well, it [ooks
good to me."

Paul had fervently hoped they would never see
Sdmer Ogram again after his departure through
the window of Dorland's dressing room. But
Ogram had returned to the auditorium for the
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evening show just as Dorland had predicted. Fresh
clothing and a shaved face had changed his appear-
ance enough to get him past the guardsmen at the
door, but Jeffrey Hanes had found him easly inthe
ba cony.

Ogram hadn't seemed at al surprised by
Borland's change of heart. He wasn't happy at the
prospect of taking an extra passenger, but Paul
made himsdlf anuisance until Ogram gavein. Paul



had wanted Jeffrey Hanes to come, too, but Ogram
stood hisground in refusing that request.

Inred distance. Clarion was less than ahundred
light-years from the planet Fynnland, but the trip
had taken along and tiring six hours. For obvious
reasons, Ogram couldn't file the skip sequence with
NavSec, and had been forced to use mass-plus
planets and stellar objectsfor skip pointsinstead of
the UNSA sector stations that would have provided
ashorter route.

Which meant that Paul had had afull sx hoursto
wonder what awaited him and Dorland on Clarion.

We need your help. The Situation at home has
gone from bad to impossible. Sabastian wants you to
come back.

That had been Ogram's messageto Dorland in
Dorland's dressing room—that and afew vague
statements about the Holy Order and a man named
High Elder Brill and something cdled the Sons of
God. Paul had questioned him during the trip, but
Ogram had refused to elaborate.

"You'l find out when we get there,” he had said.

But he had fredly given Paul information about

the planet itself, and it was clear that Erich Frakes
was right about a least onething: Clarion wasa
ninety-nine. That was UNSA jargon for a planet
that had the atmosphere and water and other
ingredients necessary to support human life with-
out artificid—and expensve—hep. According to
Ogram, the climate was mild in the areawhere the
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colony had taken root. The animaswere small and
docile, dthough none had been domesticated. Edi-
ble, too—but Paul wasn't surprised to learn that
nearly everyone on Clarion was avegetarian. That
was typica on colonized worldswhere Terran-
descended livestock weren't bred. Humans had
away's been squeamish about esting dien flesh.

Ogram had mentioned one thing that struck Paul
asan oddity: the planet's entire popul ation il
livedinacity a the Ste of the origina colony. The
sector ship Vanguard had put them down two



hundred years ago, and they had never strayed in
al that time. Clarion had never been mapped or
explored.

Beep.

Paul looked over as Ogram pressed a combina
tion of keys on the console. Luminous lines of
figures built across the readout screen. After a
moment he pressed another console key. Beep. The
screen changed.

llwrmpslll

Ogram pressed another key and the screen
changed again, accompanied by another tone from
the console.

"Damn!" He leaned over to consult 'a sheet of
stiff white paper that was clipped to the console
beside him. Dark-lettered notes were scrawled
arossit.

"Trouble?" Paul asked. He realized suddenly
how isolated they were. If something went wrong
with the stasis drive or control system. . .

"Nothing | can't fix," Ogram muttered. He

searched the keypad and punched another key,
then grunted with satisfaction when the screen
lighted with anew message. He glanced at Paul and
shrugged his shoulders gpologetically. "Guess|
should've gotten more hands-on practice.”

Paul stared a him. "Y ou should have—
practiced? Don't you know how to fly thisthing?"
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Ogram gave him ahurt look. "Of course. | spent
aweek studying the manud.” Hewaved at the rows
of datathat till scrolled acrossthe screen. | may
have missed some of the details, though.”

Paul redized with asnking feding that Ogram

was serious. Theflight from the surface of

Fynnland to the skip zone had been rough, but Paul
hed attributed that to the condition of the aging
scoutship. Now he wasn't so sure. Skipping through
the stream was handled by the drive enginesand
navigation computers, but reaching the surface of



the planet below would require piloting kills. . .
"Y ou learned to fly from amanud?

"Sure." Ogram grinned. "We had to trandate

from old Espana. Some of the pageswere in pretty
bad shape, but | think we got most of it." He
searched the control panel, jabbed at something
with aforefinger. " See, you push this blue button
and wait for something cdled trandation.”

"Trangtion,” Paul corrected. He had sat in the
front with Dorland's pilot often enough to pick up
some of the jargon. During trangition, the stream
driver switched contral to the stasis system for

amospheric flight.

"Whatever." Ogram frowned a the console

when nothing happened. He leaned over to consult
the card beside the readout screen. "Oh yeah, this
light hasto be green. To make it green you push
these three switches up.” He demonstrated. "Now
we have to wait for the computer to beep, then well

be ready to go."

Paul turned around in his sest to look into the

rear compartment. Borland's head rested against
the back of the seat, and his eyes were closed.
Possibly adeep—Paul knew the last few hours had
taken alot out of him. Morelikely he was meditat-
ing. That was Dorland'sway of sorting out his
fedings. Paul had learned soon &fter they met that
Dorland was subject to wide mood swings. Now he
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was somber and uncommunicative, drawn deeply
into himsdif.

Beep.

Paul's thoughts were disturbed again by the

sound from the console. He turned around as
system lights winked from amber to green. Ogram
punched out an ingtruction on the keypad, then
nudged the drive control panel out of the way and
unfolded the flight whed. He consulted the manua
again, then touched one of the hand controls. The
stasis engines roared and the craft shot forward,
throwing Paul back into his seet.



"Take us an hour or so to get down,” Ogram said.

If welivethat long, Paul thought, rearranging
himsdf in the seat.

Ogram gestured at the vidscreens. "Beautiful,
int she?'

A huge mass of land stretched out on the central
screen, green and brown beneath scattered clouds.
Paul made agrudging sound of concurrence, and in
fact hewas grateful to fed thefirgt faint tug of
gravity. The old scoutcraft had no grav-field, and
the long period of weightlessness had made him
fed alittle queasy. Already the noise of passng air
was building up outsde the hull, whigtling through
the fore and aft drive webs.

Ogram activated another console screen that had
adark green background with a superimposed
imagein lighter green that looked to be the outline
of amap. Gridlineswere marked off acrossit, and a
ydlow light pulsed faintly in one comer. As Paul
watched, the map shifted dightly to anew postion.

"That's our beacon," Ogram replied when Paul
asked about it. He used afinger to tap at the pulsing
light. "The map and beacon were programmed by
the origind Vanguard Explorer crew. Very superfi-
cid, but it does the job. Without it wed never find
our way back."

The comment resurrected a question Paul had
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wondered about earlier. "Why hasn't the planet
been explored in more detail ?*

Ogram offered awry smile. "Not exactly progres-
gve, arewe? Not likeyou folks, flitting hither-
thither." He shook his head with open wonder. "All
those planets—it bogglesthe mind." He sighed.
"High Elder Brill won't even |et us go outside our
little valey. According to him, we have everything
we need in Fairhope and Chalcharuzzi."

Fairhope wasthe village at the Ste of the Van-
guard colony. Ogram had aready told him about



that. "What's Chd charuzzi?'

"TheTd Tahir city. Ruins, redly—mostly over-
grown."

Ta Tahir. Erich Frakes had used the name. "The
gents?'

Ogram gave him ablank look.

"Intelligents. The race of beingsthat used to live
on the planet.”

"Oh. Yeah, that'sthe Td Tahir."

Paul sensed that Ogram had |oosened up some-
what. Maybe thiswasthe timeto try to get more
information out of him. "Whao'sLord Tern?"

Ogram glanced up at the vidscreen. He seemed to
gain strength from the view of hishomeworld.
"According to the Holy Order, Lord Ternisthe
only Td Tahir ill living."

Ogram said it in such amatter-of-fact way that

Paul turned to look at him. Ogram obvioudy
opposed the Holy Order, but that didn't necessarily
mean that he didn't believein Lord Tern. "Ishe
redly dive?'

Ogram hesitated, then shook hishead. "Asfar as
I'm concerned. Lord Tern isHoly Order gobbledy-
gook. Nobody's ever seen him outside the Holy
Order'stemple. But there's something funny going
on ingdethetemple. That's what Sabastian wants
to find out about.”

Ogram had mentioned something earlier that
came back to Paul. "Y ou said aman went into the
temple..."

"Cleve Quinton. Hetried to kill High Elder Brill.
Y oull find out about him.”

"Brill ishead of the Holy Order?"

Ogram nodded. "He's dso High Elder of Clarion
and First Speaker of the Tal Tahir."

A chime sounded on the console. Ogram leaned
forward to study the readout screen. He thought for



amoment, then tentatively flicked aswitch onthe
panel. Lightswinked green across the bottom of the
screen. Ogram grunted with satisfaction and

twisted the drive whed to turn the streamer ina
wide arc to face the sun. The fore screen dimmed as
afilter snapped into place. The green lights on the
map formed vertica lines.

"Lord TernisHigh Elder Brill's persond god,”
Ogram went on. "He gives the orders and Brill
carriesthem out. Before he died, Cleve said he saw
Lord Tern. Of course, he was babbling by then.
Whatever he saw in the temple was too much for
him. Hewent crazy.”

Some of it was beginning to fit together. "Y ou
think Dorland can help determine what Quinton
redly saw in thetemple?'

Ogram frowned dightly asif hejust redized hed
stepped past aline of discretion. "I'll let Sabastian
tell you about that."

Paul 1ooked up at the screen asthey flew out over
ascruffy shoreline. Ogram eased the whed forward.
The pitch of the stasis engine changed dightly and
the craft picked up speed, then veered dightly in
another course correction. The pulsing light moved
noticeably closer to the center of the grid. Ogram
reached to the console and flipped a switch. The
grid screen went dark.

"I canfind my way from here,” he said.
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The shordline gave way to white beach. Paul tried
toimagine aline of resort hotels, and failed. "How

many peoplelivein Fairhope?!

Ogram considered. "Five or six thousand, proba-
bly. Far as| know, nobody's bothered to count.”

"That'sal?" After two hundred years, Paul had
expected a population of severa hundred thou-
sand. Colonies had atendency to grow quickly.

"The Holy Order controlsthe birth rate,” Ogram



sad. "High Elder Brill wantsto keep the popula
tionwhereitis”

"Sounds like hésgot histhumb into everything.”

"He ownsthe planet,” Ogram said flatly. "At
leadt, that's how he seesit.”

"How do the rest of the people seeit?’

Ogram shrugged. "Modtly, they go dong. Too
afraid to do anything else. Except Sabastian and me
and afew others.

"And Dorland's parents?'
Ogram looked at him. "He told you about that?"
"He said they were executed as heretics.”

Ogram nodded and turned back to the console.
"If you oppose High Elder Brill and Lord Tern,
that'sthe risk you run."

"Meaning Dorland will berisking it aswell.”

Ogram grinned crookedly. "Y ou, too, my friend.
But remember—you indgsted on coming.”

Another silence intervened. The craft swept up
over amountain peak that was covered with a
blanket of snow, then down over wooded, brush-
covered foothills. Paul glanced into the passenger
compartment. Dorland il sat Slently, eyes
closed.

"Thereitis" Ogram sad, pointing. "Chal-
charuzzi. TheHaly City."

A wide valey lay between the rugged range of
mountains below them and alower rangefifty
kilometers away. A river snaked through one cor-
ner, and even from here Paul could see the white
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froth of rapids. Much of the valley was overgrown
with vegetation, athough Paul could see scattered
patches of pae pink showing through. Natural
outcroppings of stone, he thought t first. Then he
looked closer and redlized they were Structures, but



he couldn't discern their size or shape.

"Only the deacons and elders are permitted to
livein Chacharuzzi," Ogram said. "We aren't
supposed to go there, but afew of us break the
rules. Karyn saysthe Ta Tahir abandoned the city
at leadt fifty thousand years ago.”

"Kayn?'

"Karyn DiMemmo. Y ou'll meet her. She'sreed
all the old Vanguard reports. She knows about that
quff."

A gridwork of gray lineswas prominent against
the green backdrop of the ruins. Paul thought they
were roads, then redlized they were suspended
abovethecity. They gleamed dully with reflected
sunlight. He asked Ogram about them.

"Tubeways," Ogram explained. "Karyn saysthe
Td Tahir used them for trangportation, with vehi-
clesthat ran insde them. They're big enough to
walk through—the onesthat are still standing,
anyway. We use them to get into the city.”

Asthey approached the ruins, Paul saw that long
sections of the tubeslay broken among the vegeta-
tion. Helifted his eyes higher on the vidscreen,
beyond the ruins, where he could see a scattering of
smadller buildingsthat stretched adong the bank of
theriver. "That's Fairhope?'

Ogram nodded. "Such that it is. Primitive, by
your standards.”

"I've seen worse." Between Fairhope and the

ruins of Chalcharuzzi were large areas of flat land
that were squared off in checkerboard patterns.
Each square was adifferent color. Obvioudly crops,
athough they weretoo far away to beidentified.
Then Paul redlized that the scoutcraft was
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headed in adirection that would take it away from
thevillage. "lan't that where were going?'



Ogram shook his head. "We have acamp inthe
mountains." Helooked alittle embarrassed. "Ac-
tudly, it'salarge cave. Yonder." He pointed to the
rolling hills beyond the ruins of the city.

"Youliveina... cave?'

"Five of us. We moved out there ayear ago, when
High Elder Brill had Sabagtian arrested as a heretic.
We broke him out, but we knew we couldn't go back
to Fairhope. Brill knowswere up there, but he

can't do anything about it.”

"Why not? If you only havefive people. . ."

"High Elder Brill won't |et the descons or the
Sons of God come up to the cave. Good thing for
us. They have better weapons than we have, and
they know how to use them. They could sneak up
before dawn, wipe us out and till get back to the
templein timefor morning prayers.

"Why won't helet them do it?"

Ogram shrugged. "He saysLord Terntold himiit
was forbidden. Lord Ternisbig on rules nobody
can understand. According to him, the Holy City
was put there for the elders. The deacons and the
Sonsof God livein dormitories around the temple,
but they can't leave the roadwaysthat go directly to
the temple from Fairhope. They can't crossthe
river and they can't go into the area of the Far
Peaks. They'd have to do one of those thingsto get
to our cave."

Beep, beep, beep.

Startled, Ogram looked up at the vidscreens.
"Uh-oh."

Paul followed his gaze and saw asmal dark point
hovering in the middle of the aft screen, just above
the horizon. "What's that?"

"Brill'sflyer." He shot asuspicious|ook at Paul.
"Unlessyou arranged to have one of your Guard
friendsfollow us™

Paul shook his head. "'l wanted to, but Dorland
wouldn't hear of it." Not even the staff knew where
they had gone. Asfar asthe staff was concerned,



Dorland had been caled awvay on a persona emer-
gency. Only Jeffrey Hanes knew the truth, and he
had promised not to interfere, athough it was clear
he hadn't liked it.

"They must've been waiting for us" Ogram said.
"How could they know we'd be coming?'

"Somebody must'vetipped 'em off. The Holy
Order haslots of spies.”

The speck grew rapidly into the ova frontal view
of aflying creft.

"Can we outrun them?' Paul asked.

"Not achance. That flyer'salot faster than this
old scout. But we might be able to outsmart them.
Brace yoursdlf. They're going to—"

The blast threw Paul’s head into the back of the
seat. The scoutcraft veered as though dapped by a
giant hand. Paul's ears roared. Ogram struggled
with the controls, swearing.

"That wastoo damn close!" he said after the
craft had steadied.

A quick glance at the readout screen told Paul
they had lot five hundred meters. He twisted
around to look into the passenger compartment.
Dorland st rigidly, his hands gripping the arms of
the chair. His eyes were open.

"Areyou okay?"' Paul asked.

Dorland kept silent, but hishead moved ina

dight, affirmative gesture. Paul bardly had timeto
make sure Doriand's safety straps were pulled tight
when the craft jerked sideways under the force of
another blast. Paul heard the whine of the stabilizer
engines as they fought to keep it on course. Ogram
pulled out the stream drive controlsand keyed ina
quick sequence. He muttered something, dapped a
bar to cancel the sequence command and started
over. On the aft screen, Paul could seetheflyer
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lining up for another shot. He braced himsalf again
aslight flared from the flyer's nose—

The scoutcraft lurched, leaving Paul's somach
somewhere behind. It took him amoment to
redlize that they hadn't been hit. The sceneonthe
vidscreen had changed. The other craft was gone.
Paul stared at the screen, puzzled as much as
relieved. "Did you hit them with something?'

"Naw." Ogram was grinning with undisguised

pride. He folded the stream controls away and
repostioned the flight whed in front of him. The
craft's nose turned down toward awooded area
below them. "We just skipped over to the far sde of
the Peaks where they can't see us. I'll take 'er down
low. We shouldn't have any moretrouble.”

Paul ill didn't gragp Ogram's meaning until
Dorland spoke up: "We made alocd skip."

"Yegh, right!" Ogram exclamed. " Something
they can't do in that flyer. My father usedto do it
dl thetime"

Paul stared at the vidscreen. There was no sign of
the ruins or the village of Fairhope.

Ogram leveled the craft at an dtitude that was
barely above the treetops. He glanced over at Paul.
"You look alittle pae. Feding okay?"

Paul shook his head wonderingly. "I've never
seen anyone skip that close to amass-plus before.”

"Mass-plus?’

"Clarion. The planet. The gravitational basisfor
the kip."

Ogram shrugged and turned back to the

vidscreen. Paul redized with growing horror that
Ogram didn't redlize how close he had cometo
killing dl of them. Even anavigation computer
needed afew seconds to compute the maneuvers
that were required to move acraft through the
kohlmann stream using aloca mass-plus. And with
the mass-plus less than a thousand feet below
them ...
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Sowly, Paul released the deathgrip he had taken
on thearms of the seat. Ogram was guiding the
Streamer adong the scar of an old riverbed, twisting
through the connected bases of low, rolling hills.
He reduced the craft's speed and I eft the riverbed to
fly up the gentle dope of ahill that was covered
with lush vegetation. His eyes searched the
vidscreens that were now set on wide-angle. When
the craft crested the hill, Paul could again seethe
valey, and scattered Sgns of the ruins of
Chdcharuzz.

"Ah, hereweare" Ogram swung the craft into a
gentle turn and climbed the dope afew hundred
meters. Then he brought the scoutship to astop
and hovered ungteadily above agrassy clearing that
was sheltered al around by high trees.

Asthe craft dropped closer to the ground, a
warning light winked amber on the console screen.
Paul waited for Ogram to lower thelanding struts
and realized with a sudden surge of panic that
Ogram hadn't even noticed the light. Hetried to
gpesk, but his mouth had gone suddenly dry.
Frakes had said something about that other man
from Clarion: He camedown too fast. . . Stasis
enginesblew. . . crispy by thetimethey got him
out. . .

"Thetruts” Paul yelled. "Lord—"

Ogram's head jerked around; then he reached
forward and hit the four banded switches an instant
before the streamer landed with a bone-jarring
thump.

"Sorry," Ogram said. "Guess| could use alittle
more work on that, too."

Paul rdleased a breath, drew another. His heart
hammered.

"Anyway, were here Ogram swiveled around
and pressed the bar to open the hatchcover. The
outside environment sensors went to work while
Ogram tapped hisfingersimpatiently on the arm of
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hischair. A moment later the hatchcover lifted

with apneumatic hiss. Two men waited outside
near the edge of the clearing. Ogram unsnapped his
harness, ducked out through the hatchway and
trotted down the short ramp. He stopped at the
bottom and turned back to Paul and Borland.

"Coming?

Paul looked at Dorland, waiting. Doriand stared
a him; then something in hisface softened alittle

and he offered aweary grin.

"Sorry about al this. Y ou shouldn't have come.”
Paul didn't know what to say. In truth, he was

beginning to fed the sameway.

Dorland fumbled with hisharness and got it

loose with Paul's help; then the two of them went
down the ramp to join Ogram. The ground under-
foot was spongy. The air was cool on Paul's sweaty
face and neck, and carried a pleasant outdoor

scent.
One of the men stepped forward and tilted his

head a Dorland. "Isthat him?"

The voice didn't match the appearance. Paul
looked closer and redlized that the person who had
spoken was a young woman with short hair. She
wore dark coverdlslike Ogram's. A belt pouch
hung from her waist, cinched with dark cord.

"Dorland Avery," Ogram said by way of intro-
duction. "Thisis Karyn DiMemmo. She—"

"l remember,” Dorland said. A brief smile
touched hislips, and he held hishand out at waist
level, pam down. "Y ou were thishigh when | saw
you last. How are your parents?

"They're both dead.”

Thesmilefaded. "I'msorry . . ."



Her dark eyesremained on him amoment lon-
ger; then she looked at Paul. "Whao's he?'

Ogram answered: "He works for Dorland—"
"Y ou were supposed to bring Dorland. Nobody
d"

"Dorland wouldn't come without him. Sabagtian
said not to bring him unless he agreed to come

willingly:"

Thegirl clearly wasn't pleased with Paul's pres-
ence. Beside her stood athin, fera-looking man
with amane of black hair shot with gray. Therewas
agenerdly unkempt, straggling look about him. He
wore bulky coverdlslike the others, but carried a
knapsack instead of abelt pouch. He grinned up at
Paul, showing teeth that were stained and broken.

"Let'sget thisover with," Paul said. "Dorland
and | want to get back home."

"Thisis Dorland'shome," the girl said.

"Sabagtian iswaliting." Sheturned to lead the way
into thetrees.

Chapter Six

OGRAM WATCHED THE GIRL STALK. AWAY."MY,
aren't wein asour mood today."

Thethin man spokefor thefirst time. "Elder

Jacowicz had three people strung up on the wall

today."

The humor went out of Ogram'sface. "L et'sgo,"
he muttered, and turned to follow the girl up the
wooded s ope.

Paul and Dorland fell into step behind him.
"What wall is hetaking about?' Paul asked.

"The God Wall," Ogram said tersely. Y oulll find
out about it soon enough.”



They dimbed for afew minutesin silence. Trees
with heavy gray bark towered above them, shading
them with large, blue-green leaves. Therewasno
path, but Karyn DiMemmo seemed to know her
way well enough. Paul moved carefully, watching |
his step. Heavy underbrush pulled at him.

"How far isit?' he asked.

"Half akil," Ogram answered. "Takeusafew
minutes”

The dope steepened. The forest thinned, and the
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ground became rocky with patches of vegetation
showing through. They climbed past severd large
outcroppings of pink-veined rock, and large boul-
dersthat looked asif they were on the verge of
tumbling down the dope. The boulders were oddly
uniform, with rounded comers. Then Paul realized
they were arranged in two curved rows that ran ten
meters or more across the dope of the hill. A
barrier—and when he looked closer he saw that it
was alethd one. Each boulder was held in place by
apair of wooden angle braces. Ropes attached to
each bracetrailed away up the dope.

They livein acave, and their defense congsts of
throwing big rocks, he thought wonderingly.

They picked their way carefully through the
barrier. Beyond it were afew scattered benches
made of roughly cut wood. A thin wisp of smoke
spiraled upward from a primitivefire pit. Beyond
the pit loomed the mouth of alarge cave. A big man
at the entrance sat on a sawed tree ssump and
worked at something he held in his hands. Wood
shavingslay on the ground a hisfeet. He wore
rough coverdls and a shaggy beard. He looked up
at the gpproaching group and pushed himsdf to his
feet.

"Hey, Dorland!"



Dorland stopped to take the man's hand. "Ol &f .
It's good to see you."

"Y ou, too, boy." The big man shook hishand.

Dorland introduced Paul, and the man named
Olaf shook his hand. Then his eyes went back to
Dorland. "Y ou shouldn't have come back. | told
Sabadtian to leave you aone." He seemed to run
out of breath. When he drew another, Paul heard
an unhedthy rattle. "Hewouldn't listen to me."

"Areyou dl right?' Dorland had a concerned
look on hisface.

"Aw, yeeh. A littlelungspot, that'sal." Olaf
paused for another rattling breath. "All they let me
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do around hereis cook, if you can believethat." He
laughed, then broke into afit of coughing. When it
was over, he hooked athumb toward the cave.

"Y ou better go see Sabagtian. I'll fix up abig pot of
stew for supper.”

"Thisway," Karyn said, obvioudy impatient.

Paul and Dorland followed her into the cave. Just
ingde the opening, an older man sat hunched over
arough wooden table. His attention was on some-
thing that had been disassembled and laid out
acrossthetable. A machine, but unrecognizableto
Paul—an odd assortment of springs and cylinders
and other small pieces. A few hand toolswere
arranged carefully on one side of thetable. A
woven basket on the ground beside the table held
more parts.

Theold man carefully fitted athumb-sized cylin-
der over the end of atube and tightened something
at the end of the cylinder with abladed tool. Then
he placed the tool on the table and leaned back in
the chair to regard Dorland.

"Do you know whét thisis?" he asked, holding
up the cylinder-and-tube assembly. Hisvoice was
dry and gravdly.

Dorland looked more closdly at the object. "It's
part of a power pack for alight globe.”



"That'sright. We had twelve of them when you
were here. Now we're down to three. When those
are gone, we will beforced to light wooden torches
at night." Nobody had bothered with introduc-
tions, but Paul had aready decided the old man
was Dorland's uncle, Sabastian Avery. He was
lanky, with aface composed of harsh angles and
graight lines. His skin was sun-darkened and wrin-
kled. The family resemblance was unmistakable; in
Sabadgtian's dark, brooding eyes, heavy brows and
thick black hair, Paul saw an older version of
Dorland.

Sabadtian's eyes moved to Paul, and asingle
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bushy eyebrow rose dightly. Semer Ogram cleared
histhroat and offered his brief explanation for
Paul's presence. Sabastian nodded his acceptance
and turned to select another cylinder from the
basket besde the table.

"Thank you for coming back," he said.

This brought no response from Doriand. Selmer
Ogram disgppeared into the cave and returned with
two folded chairs. He set them up near the table
and offered them to Paul and Doriand. He and
Karyn sat facing them on alog that had been placed
near thefire pit. Ogram clasped his hands between
his knees and looked through them at the ground.
Karyn's eyes were on Doriand.

"I'm sorry we had to ask you to come back,"
Sabagtian went on. He plugged one end of acable
into the cylinder, and the other end into asmdll
ingrument he had placed in front of him onthe
table. He frowned, unplugged the cable and began
removing the cap from the cylinder. "It wasn't an
easy decison. | had hoped you would find anew
lifeontheoutsde.”

"I did. Selmer said you need my help.”

Sabadtian looked up at Doriand, holding the
cylinder shell carefully between thumb and forefin-
ger. "Thereare only five of usleft. Schaefer and
Michelson are dead. And Cleve Quinton.”



"I know," Doriand said quietly. "Cleve wasfirst
witnesswhen Dianaand | were married. Selmer
said Cleve saw something come out of the chauka
during the semarch ceremony.”

The old man reached for the bladed tool again.
"Cleve wore afartalker, and Karyn and Jacque
were ligtening outsde the wall. Cleve relayed what
he saw until the deacons found him and killed

him." He twisted the tool and the end popped off
the cylinder, exposing aweb of tiny wires. "He may
have been halue nating. We know he was under
great stress.”

"This hgppened during ardigious ceremony?"
Paul asked.

Sabastian nodded. " Semarch—when the young
men areinitiated into the Sons of God."

"Then you're probably right,” Paul said. "About
Cleve Quinton halucinating, | mean. From what
I've heard, that's fairly common among some réli-
gions. People get worked up to the point they may

seeanything.”
n FB.hq)slll

Paul was more interested in something else
Sabastian had said. Erich Frakes had mentioned it
dso—aTd Tahir machine. "What's the chauka?'

"The chaukaisthe most sacred of Td Tahir
artifacts," Sabastian said. He went back to work on
the cylinder and made a ddlicate adjustment with
thetool. "It isinddethetemple of the Td Tahir,

and only the deacons and el ders of the Holy Order
are permitted to seeit. According to legend, itis
used to summon Lord Tern from beyond the Far
Peaks."

"Selmer told methe Ta Tahir aredl dead. As
you said, this man Quinton must have been haluci-
nating. Why isthe chauka so important to you?"

"The chaukaisasymbol of Lord Tern. If we
destroy it, the people of Fairhope will seethat the
Holy Order isnot invincible. We hope they will
learn to control their fear of the Holy Order and
turnagang it.”



"Why do you need Doriand?'

Sabastian connected the cylinder to the instru-
ment and frowned at the result. Once again he
began prying gently at the cap. "1 hope Doriand
will agreeto go into the sacred chamber and try to
discover what Cleve saw during the semarch cere-

Paul issued agrunt of surprise. "After what
happened to him? How can you expect—"

"Cleve saw something that he thought was Lord
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Tern," Sabagtian said in the same quiet tone. "We
want to find out what he saw. | have dways believed
that the ceremony was merely aritual. Now | am

not so sure.”

The statement confused Paul. "Are you saying
you think Lord Tern may redly exig?

"l am saying only that | want to leam what | can
about what Cleve saw ingde the sacred chamber."

"But if Lord Ternisafabrication of the Holy
Order—"

The old man turned to look at Paul. "1t may be
that what we have taken as myth and liesis actud
fact. It may bethat Lord Tern livesinsdethe
temple”

Paul shook hishead. Hefdt asif the conversa-
tion had drifted off somewhere and |&ft him be-
hind. Doriand sat sllently beside him.

"Send someone e seto thetemple,” Paul said at
last to Sabastian. He waved a hand toward the thin,
rough-looking man who had been waiting with
K-aryn when the streamer landed. The man squat-
ted near the fire pit talking to Olaf. He noticed
Paul's attention and grinned. "He seems more the
typeto try something like that.”

"Jacque Hakim is expert with wegpons,”



Sabagtian admitted. "But Doriand has been trained
in theways of the Holy Order and Lord Tern." He
paused to concentrate on the fine work of removing
the wiring from the cylinder. Paul wondered how

he could have the patience to keep at it so perss-
tently. Then he remembered what Sabastian had
said. When these are gone, we will be forced to light
wooden torches at night. "It is said that one must be
properly trained before an encounter with Lord
Tern. If not, his power will destroy your mind.”

"How can—" Then Paul stopped and shook his
head in confusion. "Y ou're saying something hap-
pened to Cleve Quinton because he wasn't properly
... trained?’

"We don't know what happened during the cere-
mony, but we know that he was subjected to a
mental trauma." Sabastian got up and moved to a
small wooden box that was set against the cave
wall. He opened thelid carefully and removed a
tool. When he came back, Paul redlized he waked
with aheavy limp. He remembered something
Ogram had said to Doriand: Helost aleg tothe
deacons. "l don't know what happened to Cleve.
Thereis much about the temple and the sacred
chamber that we do not understand—secrets that
are closdly guarded by the Holy Order. | am hoping
that Dorland'straining will help him understand
some of those secrets.”

"Y ou keep talking about Dorland's training.
What do you mean?"

Sabadtian's eyesflicked to Doriand, then back to
Paul. "The deacons and elders go through a pro-
gram of mentd training that is meant to prepare
them for communication with Lord Tern.”

"The deacons and elders? But—" Paul stopped,
his eyes going to Doriand. Doriand had pulled into
himsdf and was seemingly obliviousto the discus-
son.

"Doriand wasoncein linefor eldership inthe
Holy Order," Sabastian said.

Chapter Seven



PAUL SAT ON AN OUTCROPPING OF ROCK THAT

overlooked the valey. Clarion's butter-yellow sun
hung low over the horizon. The woods around him
were filled with the sounds of countlessinsects.

He'd been sitting there for an hour looking down
at the valey and the ruinsthat were stretched out
below him. He was only ashort distance from the
camp, but he felt amuch-needed solitude. Too
much had happened today. He had to put it in
somekind of order.

But histhoughts were continualy drawn to the

Td Tahir city bow him. Even after fifty thousand
years the vegetation had not succeeded in covering
it entirely. Farther back he could seethe village of
Fairhope, and beyond it the speckled white fields of
acrop caled cotton that had been brought with the
origina colonists on Vanguard. Selmer had told

him it was used to make most of their clothing.

The dinner he had eaten with the others at the
cavelay heavy and sour in his ssomach. Olaf
Blackburn's stew was made from something caled
poca—a vegetable root that grew in the forest
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below the cave. Olaf boiled the pocain abig pot,
adding other ingredientsthat did little to improve

the root's bitter flavor. According to Selmer Ogram,
pocawas often dried into cakes because it was easy
to pack and would keep for along time without
gpailing. Paul shuddered when he thought about

dry cakes of the foul-tasting plant.

In some ways the area that was spread out below
him reminded Paul of the woodlands that sur-
rounded his house on Farrady. He and Trishalived
in atwo-gory flydown that wasisolated from dl
but air traffic. The house waslarge and luxurious,
nicer by far than anything he'd ever expected to
own—one of the many benefits of being Doriand
Avery's business manager. He had bought it shortly
after he and Trisha had taken residence together.

Trisha Hed hardly had timeto think of her



during the past few hours, but now he felt apang

for home like he had never fdt during atour. Of all
the unpleasant chores he'd had to take care of to
make this unexpected trip, lying about it to Trisha
had been the worst. She and Paul had been together
for more than ayear, and Paul was proud of the fact
that he'd always been honest with her. It wasa
symbal to him that his hell-raisng days were over
—and he had felt increasingly comfortable with

that. Now and then he found himsdf thinking of
suggesting a permanent bond with Trisha. He had
even conddered the possibility of children.

Y ou're overreacting, hetold himsdf. You lied to
her, but it was for her own good.

Shewould only worry if she knew the truth, and

he couldn't discount the possibility that Parke
Sabre would question her about their whereabouts.
Trishawas aborn innocent—Paul knew that Sabre
would see through her if she knew the truth and
tried to withhold it.

But if he was oversenstive to the rdationship he

shared with Trisha, it was because he was so careful
to avoid the mistakes his parents had made. His
father came from awedthy family and had squan-
dered away every udit during alifetime of waste.
His mother was practica and ambitious, and the
result of their conflicting persondities was congtant
bickering. Both of them had eventudly sunk into

the oblivion existence of drugs.

Two wasted lives, and Paul was aware that he had
been traveling down the same road when he met
Doriand. Becoming Dorland's business manager
had been the first mgjor step toward getting Paul's
own life sraightened out. Then hed met Trisha,
and therest had falleninto place.

Paul heard a sound and turned his head to find
Sdmer Ogram standing beside him.

"Sabagtian wouldn't ask himto do it if hedidn't
haveto."

Paul turned back to face the city.

"He'sup againgt awal," Sdmer went on. "He
knows he hasto do something. High Elder Brill and



Elder Jacowicz have to be stopped.”

Paul kept thinking about what Doriand had said
when he had at last looked at Sabastian and agreed
to go into the temple. Paul had tried desperately to
talk him out of it, but Doriand had dready made
up hismind.

I've dways known | would go into the sacred
chamber and speak to Lord Tern. The certainty in
Dorland's voice sent anew chill down Paul's spine
now as he remembered the words.

"Who's Jacowicz?' Paul asked.

"He'sthe elder in charge of obedience. Brill's
right-hand man, and maybe even more dangerous.
He's the one who set up the Sons of God." Selmer
lowered himsdf carefully to another benchlike out-
cropping of rock. "Jacowicz is determined to get
each of uson hisGod Wall."
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"You need help," Paul said. "That's obvious. But
you should ask UNSA for it. | don't see how you
can expect Dorland to go into that temple alone.”

"Welve got it all worked out. There shouldn't be
any problem—"

"|stha what you thought when Cleve Quinton
went in?" Paul asked. "If Dorland hasto fight for
hislife, he won't have achance. Dorland hates
violence. Sabagtian should know that.”

"Hedoes" Sdmer said. "After dl, Dorland'shis
nephew. If everything goes as planned, there won't
be any violence."

"If everything goes as planned,” Paul said bitter-
ly. "All you're betting is Dorland's life."

"We're betting dl our lives" Semer hed out a
pair of binoculars. "Here, you can see better with
these"

"l can seedl | want to."



"I'd like to show you something.”

Paul grudgingly accepted the binoculars and
looked through them at the city. Light danted
acrossthe valey from the setting sun. Although
most of the ruins were hidden by vegetation, he
could seethat the patches of pale pink werethe
remains of domed structures. Some were still near-
ly whole, thrusting up through the vegetation like
the top halves of pink skulls. He lifted the binocu-
lars and focused them on the village of
Fairhope—arambling collection of smdl, square
buildings and narrow roads, canopied by ablue
haze of woodsmoke. The river snaked along one
gdeof it. Smal figures moved around. Narrow
roads led between the fields toward Chalcharuzzi.
He found the zoom control and expanded the
image of one of the buildings. A cabin, heredlized,
made of cut logs. A thin spird of smoke rosefrom
the chimney.

"Onthefar right you can seethetemple” Sdmer
sad. "That'sthe building with the white spire.”
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Paul searched until hefound it: a squet, reddish-
brown building dominated by a sngle white spire
that curved up fifty meters or moreto catch the last
raysof thesun. A few smdler buildingswere
scattered behind it. A wall surrounded the entire
complex.

"Look therein the back, where thewall has been
built up higher."

Paul found the place Selmer was talking abouit.
Thewall was uniformly low around most of the
temple complex, certainly no higher than aman's
shoulders. But on the far side was a section that was
raised above the rest. The heightened section ran
only ten meters or so, and from what Paul could see
there was no structural reason for it. He adjusted
the focus control of the glasses. There was some-
thing on the raised section of wall. A dark

smudge. ..

Then the smudge jumped into focus, and Paul's
blood ran cold. Three bodies hung side by sde on
thewall, severd feet above the ground. Their arms



were outstretched asif their wrists had been fast-
ened to thewadll, and their feet were bound togeth-
er. Thar headslolled.

"That'sthe God Wall," Ogram said.

Paul couldn't take his eyes from the limp bodies.
He saw no movement. "Arethey dead?’

"Probably. Karyn said they were strung up three
days ago. That means three days without food or
water, with Jacowicz coming out from timeto time
to question them." Ogram placed adight, bitter
emphasis on theword question. "I'm sure they're
dead by now."

"Who werethey?"

"We don't know. They were probably found
guilty of being heretics. Trandated, that meansthey
were accused of helping us."

"Werethey?'

"No. We have alot of friendsin Fairhope. Some
William Greenlesf
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of useven have family there. But we don't |et them
give usany hep. Too dangerousfor them.”

"Why would Brill put them on thewall?"

"To make apoint. He must have found out |
followed Deacon Bekman when he went after
Dorland. High Elder Brill didn't likethat, so he did
thisto make sure we understand.”

Paul lowered the binoculars and stared a Selmer
increduloudy. "He would do that to people who
aren't even connected with your group . . . just to

make apoint?

Sdmer nodded. "Thisisn't thefirst time. He
wantsto pressure usinto turning oursalvesin.”

Paul lifted the binoculars again and saw some-
thing aong the bottom of thewall that he at first
took to be light-colored vegetation. He focused the
binoculars and redlized they were piles of bones



that had fallen from thewall and collected on the
ground. He shuddered and turned the binoculars
back to thetemple. The areaaround it had been
cleared of rubble and vegetation, and landscaped
with aflat lawn, graceful trees and clumps of
flowering shrubs. That alone made the temple
grounds stand out, but even more conspicuous was
the white spire. Semer shrugged when Paul asked

him about it.
"It'sorigina. TheTa Tahir used the spirein alot

of thelr architecture.”
"A symbol ?*

Selmer shrugged again. "1 don't know. I've heard
that the Holy Order had the otherstorn down a
long time ago. They |&ft that one asalandmark for
their Godsday services."

The smdler buildings clustered behind the tem-

ple were of obvioudy human design. Compared
with the primitive look of Fairhope and the crum-
bled ruinsaround it, the temple complex had a
sound, well-maintained look. Wakways connected
the buildings to the temple and to one another.
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"The deacons live down there?' Paul asked.

"Y egh. High Elder Brill livesin that firgt building
just behind the temple. Hit the zoom—you may be
lucky enough to see him on the porch. Helikesto
gt out there and lord over hisflock.”

Paul touched the control and theimage ex-

panded until he could clearly seethe building

Selmer meant. It was sturdy, made of sawed planks,
from the look of it. In the front was awide, covered
porch bordered by hedges and flower beds. A paved
walkway led up toit. A white-robed sentry stood on
each side of the set of dark-stained doors.

As Paul watched, aman emerged from the door

and stopped to speak to one of the sentries. He, too,
wore awhite robe, but thisonewas trimmed in
scarlet. Paul described the man.

"That's Elder Jacowicz," Sdmer said. "He



gpendsalot of timewith the High Elder.”

Jacowicz was scarecrow-thin. His eyeswere lost
in the shadow cast by the porch'sroof, but the rest
of hisface was clear—Iong, thin nose, high cheek-
bones, sraight dash of amouth.

He stepped down from the porch, then made his
way dowly aong the wakway to another building
farther back. After he had goneinside, Paul turned
the binocularsto the temple again. Beyond it wasa
large area where the vegetation was thinner, and
Paul could see more of the domed structures. He
sudied severd of them. The Td Tahir obvioudy
hadn't gonein for e aborate architecture. What he
could see of the city was boringly monotonous.

Then he redized he was seeing something he
hadn't noticed before. He took the binoculars away
for an overdl view.

"It'slaid out in apattern,” he said.

"What?' Sdmer's thoughts had been elsawhere.
"Oh—you mean the circles”

The basisfor the city's design seemed to be the
tubeways. Many had falen, but enough remained
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for Paul to see that they had been laid out in
graight linesto form agrid acrossthe city. He
counted seven tubes running in each direction,
spaced about two kilometers apart. Each square
formed by the intersecting tubeswas divided into
quarter sections. A circular pattern of domed struc-
tures occupied each quadrant, and in the center of
each circle was alarge space given over to vegeta
tion.

Presumably, the domed structures had been the
primary dwelling buildings of the Td Tahir. By
moving the binoculars across the areas that were
relatively free of vegetation, Paul made arough
count of about a hundred domesin each outer
circle, and that many morein thetwo inner circles.
He calculated therest in his head: say two hundred
domes per quadrant, making eight hundred in a
square, timesthirty-six squares cameto ... close
to twenty-nine thousand domesin thecity. A lot



more than he would have guessed.

"Do you know how many of the Td Tahir lived
down there?"

Sdmer pursed hislips. "About two hundred
thousand, | think. Karyn saysthat'swhat the
Vanguard archaeol ogists came up with."

Paul made another rough caculation. If the
arkieswereright, that meant each dome housed
about seven individuas. Big families.

Then Paul moved the binoculars over the temple
again and redized something e se. Thetemple was
Stuated in the center of one of the quadrants. "Are
you surethetemplewasaTa Tahir building?’

"That'swhat Karyn says."

Paul looked more closely at the adjoining
squares. None of the other clusters had a building
with the white spire. That seemed odd: the Ta
Tahir had obvioudy placed alot of emphasison
symmetry when they built their city. Why would
only one of the quadrant sections have abuilding
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like the temple? Then he remembered something
Selmer had said earlier.

"There used to be other buildingswith thewhite
oires?’

"A long time ago. Before Sabastian was bom.
Karyn saysthe Holy Order tore them down."

"Any ideawhy?'

Sdmer shrugged. "I've never given it much
thought. Why al theinterest?It'sjust an old city.

Hardly anything left.”

"Thisisthe first nonhuman city I've ever seen.”

"Redly?' He seemed genuindly surprised. "'l had
theimpresson you'vetraveled dl over."



Paul redized Selmer would have no way of
knowing how rare were Sgns of intelligents. When
he explained that, S&mer shrugged.

"Guesswerejust usedtoit." A thin black insect
with broad wings circled Selmer's head once and
settled in hishair. He pulled it out carefully and
released it, then reached into a pocket of his
coverdlsand brought out asmall flask. He offered
it to Paul. Paul hesitated. The container was clear,
and the liquid was dark. He sniffed tentetively,
then tipped the flask and let the warm, fumy liquor
run into his mouth. He swallowed, grimaced, swa-
lowed again. Theflavor wasfaintly familiar. He
handed the flask back to Selmer. "What isit?"

"Home brew," Selmer answered with agrin.
"Can't you guesswhat'sinit?'

Paul thought about thet faintly familiar flavor.
Then he groaned. "Poca."

Sdmer laughed. "And afew other things. It isn't
too strong, but it dulls the pain. Sabastian puts up
with it aslong aswe don't overdo it. Of course,
drinking spiritsisacapita offense asfar asthe
Holy Order is concerned.”

They both took another drink; then Selmer put
the flask away. They sat for awhilelistening to the
varied sounds of insectsdl around them.
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A rebel camp, Paul thought. Therewasacertain
dramatic ring to it: Five Brave Souls Againg an
Alien God and his Human Servants.

Five bravesouls. . .

"Why isKaryn here?" he asked. " She'stoo
young to beinvolved in something like this™

"Her brother wasinitiated into the Sons a couple

of yearsago," Selmer answered. "Hewaskilled a
few months|ater by one of the deacons when he
broke arule. She cameto us and said she wanted to
do whatever she could to help.”

"Hewaskilled for bregking arule?'



"That's part of being in the Sons of God,"
Selmer said. "Obedience, and Elder Jacowicz
wiedsaheavy hand.”

Chapter Eight
THEY SPENT THE NIGHT FARBACK IN THE CAVE.

Paul dept fitfully on amet of blankets, with another
oneo.ver him.

The next morning was clear and cold. They made
their plansfor the trip to the temple over abreak-
fast of baked pocaand several other unmemorable
vegetables. Karyn seemed to be theinformal leader
when it cameto strategy, and it was clear that she
was mogt familiar with the Ta Tahir city. Sabagtian
spoke little, offering only a suggestion now and
then. He and Olaf Blackburn would remain at the
camp.

Jacque Hakim selected and checked over the
handmade knives and the single burp gun they
would take. Paul reluctantly strapped a sheathed
knife around hiswaig, fervently hoping he would
never face the prospect of using it. Dorland refused

to carry aweapon.

Karyn impressed on them that timing wasim-
portant. They would have to reach the temple

after nightfdl in order to get Dorland inside under
cover of darkness, so they wouldn't leave the camp
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until late afternoon.

In order to keep in touch with Sabastian

and Olaf, Karyn carried asmdll device cdled
afartalker in her belt pouch. Curious, Paul had
asked to see the palm-sized box before they |eft
the camp, and found that it was an ancient but
recognizable verson of an intraship communi-
cator. According to Selmer, severa hundred of the
devices had been salvaged from VVanguard. Ener-
gy charges had diminished to the point that

the fartalker range was only about seven kilo-
meters, but that would be enough to stretch the
distance between the temple and the mountain
camp.



Theair was il crigp when they |eft. They al

wore dark coverdls, and jackets made of heavy,
durable cloth. The going was rough asthey made
their way down the dope with Karyn and Jacque
leading. Doriand and Paul followed, and Selmer
Ogram brought up the rear. Severd timesthey had
to clamber over outcroppings of splintered rock.
Paul noticed that Karyn always kept her eyeson the
areaahead, and paused severd timesto survey the
dope below them.

"What's she looking for?' Paul asked Selmer at
one such halt.

"Deacons,”" Selmer answered. "Or Sons of God.
She doesn't want to cross paths with them.”

"| thought you said they aren't dlowed up this
way."

"They aren't. But | dso said Lord Tern changes
therulesfromtimetotime.”

They continued down the dope toward the valley
inthe face of achill wind. At last the ground leveled
and the rocks gave way to spongy soil and waist-
high plantswith flat leaves that were blue and

shiny. Theareawas il heavily wooded, but the
treeswere not,astall or asthickly foliaged asthose
of the higher dopes.
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They paused again at the edge of the forest. Fifty
meters away alarge, slver-gray tube crossed high
above the vegetation. Under it Paul could seethe
crumbled remains of pink domes.

"That's Number Onetube," Karyn said. "Well
turn left and follow it."

"| thought wed be traveling ingde the tube,"
Paul said.

"We haveto find an access point. First one well
cometoisat theintersection with David's Tube."

Paul drew ablank on that. "David's Tube?' But
she had aready turned away to look in the direc-
tion they would trave.



"That's Tube D," Sdmer explained. He pointed

off to theright. "It's part of our system. We gart in
the corner closest to our camp. Tube Oneisthefirst
tube that runsright to the left dong the edge of the
city. Thenext oneis Tube Two, and so on. Tube A is
thefirgt tube that runsthe other way, straight out
acrossto thefar sde of the city. That's Alyx. Then
Tube B—Barth—and so on."

Paul could see how the ordering of the tubes
could make sense. But one aspect of the system
puzzled him. "Why give namesto them?"

"Our power cellsare old and weak," Selmer
explained. "We get alot of gatic over the fartalker.
Names are easier to understand than letters.”

"Will the David tube take us to the temple?’
Paul tried to remember the layout he had seen from
the dope the day before.

"Not quite." Selmer squatted down and brushed
away some leaves, then began to draw adiagram
with hisfinger in the soft ground. "The temple's
farther east, over here by Cassi€'s Tube." He made
adepressoninthedirt. "But Casse hasfdlen
down between here and the temple." He rubbed
out part of theline hed drawn to represent the C
tube. "We can take David to Tube Four—that's the
closest exit. But abig section of Tube Four has
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falen down, too, so well haveto travel on foot
from there"

"Let'sgo," Karyn called back to them.

They picked their way through the vegetation

and crumbled remains of domed structures, follow-
ing acourse that was pardld to Tube One. Thetube
was about five meters off the ground, held up by
dender pylonsthat seemed to be spaced too far
gpart to give enough support. Signs of deterioration
were visible on the outer surface of the curved
wall—dark splotches here and there and afew
ripples where the metal had begun to sag. If Selmer
was right about the age of the ruins, the tube had
hung here above the ground for at least fifty thou-
sand years. Paul gavethe Tal Tahir engineersa
mental nod for that. The domed Structures had not



fared aswell; most of them in thisareahad
collgpsed, and thousands of years of exposure to
the elements had caused the pinkish construction
materid to crumbleinto smal pebblesthat
crunched underfoot. Here and there a section of
curved wall had held together and jutted up
through the vegetation.

Karyn cdled ahdt a an intersection where
another tube led off at aright angle from Tube One.

"David's Tube," Seimer said to Paul. He pointed

at another, much narrower tube that came out of
the side of the intersecting tubes and spiraled to the
ground. "That's the access port.”

Karyn and Jacque had stopped at the bottom of
the smdller tube. It flared out asit neared the
ground, presumably to form an entryway. The
ground was lighter in color around it, and Paul
realized there had once been pavement at the
entrance. Now vegetation crowded the opening.
Fragments of something that might have been a
door clung to the edges.

Karyn and Jacque went through first, then Paul

and Dorland. There were stepsinside the tube,
gritty but free of debris. Narrow, though—Paull
had to keep atight grip on therailing that curved
up adong thetube at hip leve. The steps seemed
Sturdy enough, athough Paul fdlt the entire struc-
ture shift dightly a one point. He could climb
without ducking his head, but just barely. By the
timethelight had faded with thefirst turn of the
spird, hewasfighting agrowing feding of claustro-
phobia. Hefdt better when he emerged into the
relaive openness of the main tube.

"Careful here" Karyn warned.

The tube was about four metersin diameter, and
unexpectedly bright from sunlight that poured
through oval ports spaced every few meters on the
upper curve. Paul redized that the access port had
delivered them to anarrow platform about two
meters above the curved floor.

"Karyn saysthey used to have vehicles that ran
thetubes,"” Semer said. "Wethink thisiswhere
they boarded.”



Along each sde, about a meter above thefloor,
wererailsthe thickness of aman'sarm. The floor
itself was cut with two parald grooves, now mostly
filled with thick dust.

Karyn retrieved the fartalker from her belt pouch
and flipped it open. The call sgnalsweren't eabo-
rate. When the device beeped, Karyn said,
"Sabadtian?'

A moment passed. Then: "Here."

Karyn gave him aprogress report in afew brief
sentences, then closed the fartalker and returned it
to her pouch.

"Let'smove." Shejumped nimbly down to the
floor. Paul landed awkwardly on the curved sur-
face. He turned to help Dorland, but found
Dorland dready besde him.

They walked down the tube for twenty minutes
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before they reached another intersection with an
access port. Karyn went through without pausing.
Paul dropped back to walk next to Selmer.

"How long will we stay in thistube?' he asked.
"About an hour."

Paul's eyes went to Dorland, who lagged afew
paces behind Karyn. "Tell me about the Sons of
God. Sabadtian said they'd be guarding the temple.
But if they're young boys—"

"Y oung, but dangerous,” Sdmer said. "They're
initiated when they'refifteen. But only if they're
good enough. The brightest, the best in physical
shape—those are the onesthey take.”

"How many are there?'

" About twenty-five. Only twenty have been
trained for combat, though. Elder Jacowicz trains



them himsdlf. Firdt they leam how to fight with
dart gunsand knives."

"Sounds primitive."

"Maybe so, but the boys are good. And the darts
have poisoned tips. If one of them touches you—"
He sngpped hisfingers and grinned. "But we have a
few surprises of our own." Helifted hisarm and
pulled back the deeve of hisshirt to reved a
long-bladed knife strapped between wrist and d-
bow.

"Y ou'd use that on ayoung boy?"

Selmer pulled the deeve back down. "I don't

know. But if | did, I'd be doing him afavor. High
Elder Brill hastold them how wonderful their
existence will be beyond the Far Pesksif they lose
their livesfighting for Lord Tern. Supposedly it was
Lord Tern'sideato train them and organize them."

"For what reason?"

"To patrol Fairhope and make sure everyone
says pious. If they can track usdown inthe
meantime, SO much the better.”

They walked for awhilein slence. Then Paull
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asked: "The ceremony that initiates them into the
Sons of God—that's semarch?’

"Y eah, but it's more complicated than just an
initiation. It's based on something the Td Tahir did
with their young. We don't understand al of it, but
we know it's supposed to bring about achangein
the boysthemsdves."

"A change?

"That'sthetheory. Asfar as| can see, dl it does
isturn nice young boysinto murdering scum. But
Karyn saysthe Td Tahir ceremony wasatrangtion
for the young. According to her, it was quiteabig
ded. The young were specid to the Td Tahir."

"Trangtion to adulthood,” Paul suggested. Hed
heard of similar concepts that had carried over



from primitive Terran cultures.
"Maybe" Sdmer said.

Slencefél over them again. Ahead of them, the
otherswaked steadily, footsteps ringing hollowly
indde thetube.

"Brill and Jacowicz are brainwashing the boys,"
Sdmer said at last. "We haven't found away to
counter it. Boysareturning in their own familiesas
hereticsand praying to Lord Tern while their
parents die on the God Wall." Selmer paused to
take a deep breath. "The next generation will be
mongters, even if the edership changes. That'swhy
we haveto get rid of the Holy Order now, and get
the Td Tahir completely out of our lives. That'sthe
only way Clarionwill survive"

"Five of you will savethe planet?’

Selmer offered him acrooked grin. "Maybe not,
but well dietrying.”

Probably, Paul thought. "I've seen the God Wall,
and you told me about the Sons of God and the
punishment for disagreeing with the Holy Order.
Why don't more people turn against the Holy
Order? Y ou said there are only ten deacons and ten
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elders, and about twenty Sons of God. Why don't
the people of Fairhope throw them out?

Salmer nodded. " Seems smple enough. But it
isn't. Welvetried to get peopleto help us. They're
afraid, of course. But that isn't what keepsthem
back. High Elder Brill holdsaspdl over them.”

"A gl ?!

"You'll seewhat | mean if you ever attend one of

his Godsday services. Colored banners, music from
thoseinfernd priams—and High Elder Brill stand-
ing up therein his great robes and hisarmsthrust
out—" He shook his head. "It's quite a show, and
heusssittolay aspdl. I'veeven fdtit—ingde, you
know? He starts chanting Lord Tern's latest revela-
tion, and it dll s;emsto grow in your mind.

Like—" He broke off, and his eyes focused on Paul.



"Likeit'sthe .truth. Y ou want to bdievein the
power of Lord Tern."

Paul thought of Dorland on the stage, weaving
his lights and music over the audience. He shook
off asudden chill.

"Lord Tern, the protector,” Selmer went on.

" Sabadtian has atheory. He thinks High Elder Brill
keepsal our lives so miserable and uncertain that
we need a security symbol to cling to—and Lord

Ternisthat symbol.”

They walked in sllence for along moment. Then
Paul said: "Y ou mentioned Lord Tern'srevelaions.
What are they, exactly?'

"Words of wisdom. High Elder Brill interprets
them and passes them aong to hisflock during
Godsday service. Usually, the revelations aren't
much—information about someone with family
trouble, or maybe an emotiond criss. And Lord
Tern's suggestions about how to ded with it."

"He hel ps people solve their persona prob-
lems?’ That didn't fit with other aspects of the
Holy Order.

Salmer nodded. "Lord Tern giveshim therevela-
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tionsin advance of the service through the chauka.
At leadt, that'swhat Brill says—the name of the
person, the problem he's having and how to solve
it

"Doeshegetit right?'

"Asfar as| know, he'sadways right about the
problems. The solutions are a bit shaky, but
everyone's o impressed with thefirst part they
don't seem to notice that the second part doesn't
alwayswork out. That's another reason he can
control people. He comes across as dl-seeing.”
Sdmer issued agrunt of laughter. "Heisnt, of
course. His spiesin Fairhope give him the informa:
tion he usesin the service. They snesk around the
village and find out who's having problems at
home, who's Sck with the pox—things like that.
High Elder Brill brings these matters up during the



service, and makeslike Lord Tern told him about
the problem and how to solveit. Then onceina
while he comes up with abigger issue, likethe
proclamations that established the Sons of God
and the God Wall. He mixesthat in with a dose of
nonsense about Lord Tern's strength and the magi-
ca power of Chalcharuzzi, and he sdlisit dl asone
bundle”

Ahead of them, Karyn had stopped at one of the
intersections.

"Well get out here," she said. "WEell be closeto
the temple, S0 keep your eyes open.”

Jacque reached into his pouch and withdrew an
odd-looking bundle. When he unrolled it, Paul saw
that it was arope ladder with sturdy metal hooks
fastened to one end. With practiced ease, Jacque
flipped the hooks upward at the access port open-
ing. They caught on the protruding lip of the
narrow platform, and Jacque climbed quickly up
the curved wall to the platform. When Paul started
to follow, Karyn stopped him.

"Let him look around firg."
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Above them, Jacque stepped past the platform
and disappeared into the access tube. A moment
later he called the dl clear, and the othersfollowed
him up the ladder and down through the access
tube to the ground. Jacque retrieved hisladder,
rolled it up and returned it to his pack.

Paul saw that they werein an areaof thin
vegetation. The dome structures were in better
condition here; severa were il standing and
looked to be mostly intact. In the distance Paul
could see the high white spire of the temple.

Karyn shielded her eyes and looked toward

where the sun hung above the distant peaks. "Well
have to wait here for awhile. Otherwise well reach
the temple before dark.” She looked around, then
indicated one of the dome structures that appeared
to be in reasonably good condition. "In there."

The dome's entrance was an archway with
eroded edges. When he ducked through, Paul found



himsdf in alarge room that was at |east ten meters
across. Smooth walls curved upward to arounded
caling far above him. Sit windowsin the high
curve admitted shafts of light that splashed brightly
acrossthe floor. There were no furnishings.

"It'sjust ashdl withafew walls," Paul said.

"The Holy Order had everything taken out of the
domesalong time ago," Sdmer said. "Nobody
knowswhy. It's probably al been destroyed by

Thefloor waslittered with afew chunks of stone
that had fdlen from the celling and walls, but
otherwise was clear of debris. Severa open door-
ways were spaced around the curved walls. Paul
looked through one of them and found 'that it
opened into another, smaller room, also bare. Each
of the other doorways opened into similar rooms.
He didn't have to spend much time exploring
before he had the design figured out—alarge main
room with the smdler rooms opening directly off it
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al around. It was easy enough to imaginethismain
room asthe family gathering place, and the other
rooms asthe Tal Tahir equivalent of bedrooms. He
had no doubt that each dome was designed exactly
the same way. There was something oddly familiar
about the design—and in amoment Paul realized
what it was. Thefloor plan of the domewasa
miniature replica of each of the city's quadrants
he'd seen the day before. The redlization supported
his conclusion that the Ta Tahir had been fanatics
for symmetry: each quadrant had acentral area
surrounded by circular rows of domes, and each
dome had a central room surrounded by acircular
row of smaller rooms.

He returned to the main room feding somewhat
depressed. There was no way of knowing what
furniturethe Ta Tahir had, what they used for
books, for entertainment. So much of their lives
had been wiped clean from this place.

The others had aready taken off their packs and
found placesto squat or sit on the floor.

"Let'sgo over theplan again,” Karyn said. "We



don't want any problems.” She got down on her
knees so she could use her finger to draw arough
sketchinthethick dugt. "Thisisthewal around
thetemple, and thetemplebuilding itsdf.” She
glanced up to make sure she had Dorland's atten-
tion. "The sacred chamber isjust through the
entrance, here." Her finger traced aline. "Remem-
ber, you're only going in to look around. After
you've finished in the chamber, come back out
through the front. Well be watching for the sentries
from across the road. Jacque will make hispigrim
cal—" Shelooked up at Dorland. ™Y ou remember
what that'slike?'

He nodded.

"Good. Jacque will makethe call after the sen-
tries have passed by out of sght. Wait until you
hear it, then come right over thewall.” She paused,

96 William Greenleaf CLARION 97

watching him. "If you can't come through the front
for any reason—"

"Why wouldn't he be able to come through the
front?' Paul asked sharply.

"Hewill," Karyn answered. "But if somebody
spots him going in, or if the sentries come back
earlier than we expect, there's another way out.”
Sheturned back to Dorland. "If you haveto, you
can take the stairway to the roof. It's here on the
right.” Her finger sketched a series of horizontal
linesto represent stairsteps. "There's adoor lead-
ing out onto the roof. Y ou can go along the roof to
the back wall, then down over thewadl inthis
corner." Shejabbed afinger. "If you don't come
through the front, well wait for you around there,
then go back to the intersection of David and
Fourth. Either way, we should be able to get back to
camp before dawn." Shelooked up a him. "Can
you do that?"

He nodded.
Karyn studied hisface amoment longer, then
turned to look through the tangled vines & the

dome's entrance. "It's getting dark. Let'sgo.”

Outside, they walked carefully in singlefileto-



ward the spire, which gleamed dully in the moon-
light. Paul noticed that Karyn and Jacque had their
knives unsheathed and within easy reach.

The sky was a deep cobdlt blue by the time they
stepped between the crumbled ruins of two domes
and saw the temple less than ahundred meters

avay.

"Well wait herefor the sentriesto go past,”
Karyn whispered.

They huddled againgt arounded pink wall for
severd minutes. Then Paul heard low voicesand
saw two dark shapes pass by along the wall. Paul's
heart began to thump uneasily insde his chest.

"Okay," Kapyn whispered after the sentrieswere
out of sght. "We have only afew minutes.

Keeping low, Karyn and Jacque moved across
the roadway, then Dorland. Paul hung back, reluc-
tant to leave the shelter of thewall. Vegetation
would give them at least athin cover once they'd
reached the wall. Paul started to cross the roadway
when alow hooting sound from the darkness made
him jump. Behind him, Selmer laughed quietly.

"That'sarea/pigrim. Bird about the sze of your
finger. Not dangerous.” He laughed again and
touched Paul's shoulder. "Better get moving.”

When they were dl together at thewall, Karyn
spokein alow voiceto Dorland.

"Once you're over, go directly across the court-
yard and through the archway. Then you'l be
inddethetemple.”

Dorland nodded.

"The sentrieswill be back in afew minutes”

Karyn said, her eyes on Dorland. Paul was sudden-
ly struck by the redlization that she wasn't happy
with this plan ether. "Y ou can dill change your
mind. Nobody would blame you."

Dorland didn't say anything. Karyn'seyesre-
mained on him amoment longer; then she signaded
to the others, crossed the roadway at a crouching
run and melted into the shadows. Paul hesitated as



Selmer and Jacque followed her. He peered over
thewall at the temple. Then he heard nearby
voices, and his heart began to hammer insde his
chest. The voices were those of young men, but
Paul knew they couldn't be the sentries back this
early. From their direction, it was clear that the
boys were coming down the other side of thewall
toward the corner. When they reached the cover,
the boys would surely see him and Dorland
crouched there against the wall.

For afrozen moment they hesitated; then

Dorland grasped the wall and pulled himself over.
Paul turned for aquick, panicky glance toward the
black shadows across the roadway "where he knew
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Karyn and the others waited. Then the voices came
closer and he knew he didn't have achoice. He
followed Dorland over the wadl, landed off baance
on ahard surface and nearly fell. Dorland's hands
were on hisarm, steadying him. They waited,
panting, staring at each other.

A voice camefrom just on the other side of the
wadl: "We can't go in through the gate. They'll

know we didn't get here in time. We were supposed
to be here ahdf hour before the ceremony. Let'sgo
over here”

Chapter Nine
PAUL AND DORLAND MADE THEIRWAY CAREFULLY

across the courtyard, hugging the shadows, balanc-
ing the need to get away from the boyswho would
be climbing over thewall behind them againgt the
need to avoid falling over abench or potted plant.

Paul followed Dorland up the shdlow stepsand
through the lighted archway, expecting a any mo-
ment to feel the sting of a dart between his shoulder
blades.

The poison takes about thirty seconds, Selmer had



told him. But | ssw aman diefromitand | cantdl
you that it'salong thirty seconds.

Insde the building, they moved quickly away
from the entrance and stood il listening. Silence.

We were supposed to be here a half hour before the
ceremony.

Paul hadn't stopped to think about the signifi-

cance of the boy's statement, but now it was
chillingly clear. A ceremony of some kind would be
garting here before long. Which meant that he and
Dorland would have to figure out away to get out of
herefast!

9
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Helooked around, taking stock of the room. The
inner walls and the floor were covered with dark,
highly polished wood. Only the ceiling and outer

wall appeared to be of the pink-veined stone of
which the domes were made. Paul looked closer at
thewall. It was featurel ess. Hed expected to seethe
lines of stone blocks, but there was no hint of how
the building was constructed.

The layout fitted Karyn's description. To the left
was alow, wide archway that led into another
room. The light came from there. On theright Sde
of the entry was a heavy wooden door that stood
open. Through it Paul could see a short passageway
that led to agentle curve of gairs.

Paul touched Dorland's shoulder and turned
toward that door. He had no way of knowing
exactly what kind of ceremony would take place,
but, based on what Selmer and Karyn had told him,
chances were good it would be held insde the
sacred chamber. That was a solid enough reason to
avoid goinginthere.



Then he stopped when he redlized that Dorland
hadn't moved. He stood stiffly with hisarms down
a hissdes, garing into the lighted room.

"Let'sgo!" Paul hissed. Then he heard the boy's
voice again just outsde the arched entrance:

"—sure | saw someone come across here—"

Paul pushed down the surge of panic and redized
that he and Dorland had only two choices; they
could follow the planned escape route by turning
right and going up the sairs, or they could turn |eft
into the sacred chamber. Taking the stairs would
make them visible for severa secondsto anyone
who glanced through the entrance—and a perfect
target.

Too risky. He urged Dorland through the arch-
way into the sacred chamber. It was alarge room,
and he wasn't surprised to seethat it wascircular.

Like the outer chamber, the walls and floors were of
varying shades of gleaming wood. Globeson thefar
wall provided feeblelight. Set againgt thewall

under the globes were severd large wooden cabi-
nets.

The two men stood listening to the unnatura
sound of their own bresthing.

Cleve described strange pedestal s before he died,
Sabagtian had said. And the chauka. Paul took it all
in—the pedestal s scattered around the room, the
large dish of the chauka dominating the center.

"The sacred chamber,” Dorland said softly.
"Wherelivethe Td Tahir."

Despite hisanxiety, Paul felt something closeto
awe. Hetold himsdf: Thiswas congtructed by dien
beings. Then: For what purpose7 He pulled his
jacket moretightly across his chest. But the chill he
fet didn't have anything to do with the tempera:
ture of the room. He had never visited the two
planets where the remnants of other intelligents

had been found, yet he was sure that nothing was as
well preserved asthis.

"Elder Jamistaught usthat the Td Tahir cometo
provideingght,” Dorland said softly. "It isthrough



them that al things come to pass on our world. Itis
through them that al thingswill eventudly cometo
pass everywhere." His head moved dowly, hiseyes
dark and unreadable as he looked around the
chamber. "'l have never cometo this place, but |
have seen the pedestals.”

"Yeah, well." Now that he'd had achanceto

survey the room, Paul was becoming aware again
that the immediate danger lay not in the strange
pedestals or the device called the chauka, but in the
young boys outside the building and in the deacons
and eders who would be coming before long for the
ceremony.

The only door to the chamber was the one they
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had come through. Paul moved closer to it and
heard the murmur of voicesin the courtyard. He
turned back to Dorland. "We have to get out of

here."
Dorland gave him adistracted look. "Yes. The

Cleve Quintan saw something that made him lose
hismind. . ..

But there wasn't away out. The boyswere just
outside the door. If Sabastian wasright, they
weren't dlowed to comeingde thetemple. Y oung
boys don't dways do asthey'retold, Paul thought. If
the boys thought they'd seen somebody comein
here, they were probably watching through the

door. Which meant Paul and Dorland couldn't risk
making arun for the stairway.

Cleve Quinton saw something . . .
Paul shook his head. His eyeswent to the cabi-

netsthat lined the back wall. There were sx of
them, and each looked asif it had been madefrom



thick planks of green-tinged wood. Fine carvings—
symbols and figures that made no sense to Paul—
had been cut in vertica stripsthat ran the length of
the double doors on three of the cabinets. The other
three had strips of glass or something Smilar set
into the doors. The cabinets were huge—there
should be more than enough room inside for Paull

and Dorland.
Paul shook away the dark fedling of dread that

had settled over him and crossed the room to the
cabinet in the comer, farthest from the chauka.
Round meta knobs served as handles. The doors
swung open with afaint ragping sound. Inside, Paul
found deep wooden shelves that were covered with

tiny figurines

"Td Tahir artifacts" Dorland said, beside him.
"I knew they were kept in the temple, but I've never

seenthem.” ,
Paul picked up one of the figurines and found it

to be surprisingly heavy. Metd of some kind—its
surface gleamed adull slver. Hisfirst impression
was of an insect—along, sticklike torso with four
oindly limbs. But if it was an insect, it was one that
walked on two legs. The details of the head and face
weretoo fine to be discerned. The other figurines
appeared to be of the same creature, but in different
pOses.

"IsthisLord Tern?' he asked. When Dorland
didn't answer, Paul glanced a him and found him
daring at the creature. "Areyou al right?'

Dorland's eyes moved dowly to Paul. "'l think
%0," hesad.

Paul wasn't sure which question Dorland had
answered. He replaced the figurine and closed the
door. The next cabinet had a glass strip in the door,
but inthe dim light Paul couldn't seethroughit.
Inside hefound shallow shelvesthat held long,
dender tubes. He examined one briefly and de-
cided it might beamusicd instrument. Here-
placed it and opened the door wide to step into the
cabinet. It would be atrifle crowded, but he
thought there was enough space for both of them to



sgueeze in between the front edge of the shelves
and the doors.

He stepped back out, closed the door again and
looked critically at the glasstrip. Inthedim light
from the globes he was sure he and Dorland
wouldn't be visble inside the cabinet.

"What do you think?" he asked.
Dorland looked at him. "About what?"

"About hiding in here. We can't go out that

way." Paul jerked athumb toward the door. "We
have to get out of sight before the ceremony
gats"

Dorland looked at the cabinet. "' Seems okay," he
said smply, and without aword he stepped inside.
Paul fitted himself in beside him and pulled the
door closed.

104

William Greenleaf CLARION 105

Cleve Quintan saw something that made him go
med.

He swallowed. /'// keep my eyes closed, hetold
himsalf. When the ceremony starts, | won't [ook.
That way | can't see anything that might...

He decided he didn't want to think any more
about that.

The globes provided enough light for ardatively
good view of the chamber. Paul moved asfar back
from the door as he could. What if somebody
decidesto get something out of this cabinefl He
touched the handle of the knife and made sureiit
was within easy reach inits sheath. Not that it
would do much good if they were caught—

"Diana"



Paul jumped alittle, even though the sound had
come from Dorland in asoft whisper. "What?"

"l canfed her," Dorland said. "Thefear has
been bred into me. Itsbreathismine, but | can
overcomeit because it has no flesh and bone."

"Wheat are you talking about?'

"Dianaand Shari were flesh and bone. They

are ... cdloseinthisplace." Dorland's voice was
flat, but Paul could sense adeep, underlying emo-
tion. "How long hasit been since I've thought of
them? How long since I've dlowed their flesh and
blood and love to comeinto my mind? Our life
together, our too-short life—"

The words choked off. Paul shifted nervoudy.
"Dorland, thisisn't thetimeto—"

"Little Shari. Ah. . ."

Then Paul heard muted voices and the sounds of
feet on the wooden floor of the outer chamber.
Dorland fel slent. Through the glass Paul saw
several men in robes enter the chamber and begin
arranging themselves around the room. The robes
were white, which meant the men were deacons, if
Ogram knew what he was talking about. Sow

footsteps moved past the cabinet and a hazy shad-
ow blocked the light, then moved on. Paul redized
the deacons had taken positions againgt thewall, al
around the cabinets. For awhile there was only
dlence. Paul eased himself forward for a better
view.

Another line of men came through the door and
moved up close to the chauka. These werethe
elders, with white robes trimmed in scarlet. After
they had gathered around the chauka, an old man
in ascarlet robe came dowly into the room, leaning
on agtaff. Thishad to be High Elder Brill. The staff
was curved dightly in away that reminded Paul of
the spire above the temple. A young boy waked
beside Brill. The boy wastall and bone-skinny, a
birdlike face with long nose, pointed chin, narrow
mouth. The eyes made quick, darting movements
as hefollowed ahaf step behind Brill. Paul felt
tenson grip him. A young boy—that meant a
semarch ceremony. A new recruit would beiniti-



ated into the Sons of God.

Brill's stepstook him directly to the gray dish of
the chauka. Using the staff as support, he lowered
himsdlf to hiskneesin front of it. Hisrobe flared
out around him. The boy waited, shifting nervoudy
from onefoot to the other.

Stff fabric rustled as the deacons withdrew
something from the folds of their garments. Paull
redlized they were dender tubeslike those on the
shelves behind him. The deacons lifted the tubesto
their mouths, and asingle tonefilled the room. It
dtarted low and shifted upward to a higher pitch.
Then the eerie sounds merged as some of the men
played low tones while others played high tones.
Theintertwined highs and lows were strangdly
familiar, even though Paul was sure he had never
heard anything like it before.

The music ended abruptly, and High Elder Birill
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immediately began spesking. Hiswordsrang out in
choppy, high-pitched syllables that made no sense
to Paul. Then he switched to Basic:

"Oh Great One, who comforts us,

King of dl holy places,

Lord Ternthe Almighty,

Come, we ask you, hear our prayers.”

The elders repeated the chant in dow, somber
tones. Then Brill spoke again:

"Hear this our song to thee,

Monarch of monarchsin whose name
Our enemiesaredain.

We praisethee!”



Thiswent on for afew more minutes, and it

didn't take long for Paul to redize that the main
thrust of the chants was the Holy Order's hope that
if they werefaithful to Lord Tern, hewould strike
their enemies dead. Lord Tern and the Holy Order
did not hold peace and lovein high regard.

High Elder Brill reached to histhroat, fumbled

for amoment with aclasp and removed something
that had been hanging around his neck. Paul'seye
caught adull, round gleam. A coin? Brill fondled it
amog lovingly, then held it in front of arod that
protruded dightly from the Sde of the chauka He
leaned back, still on hisknees, and lifted his hands
to hold them out toward the dish of the chauka—
another motion that was somehow familiar to Paul.
Brill began to chant again, and the elders behind

himjoinedin:

"Holy One, Holy One, Holy One—"

Paul turned to look at Dorland, but ahint of

motion above the chauka made him snap his head
back. The air above the chauka began to take on a
soft glow. Paul stared &t it, and his blood went cold.

Heinvoluntarily moved back and bumped into
Dorland. Something on the shelf beside him went
clunk! and he froze. In the chamber. High Elder
Brill and the other elders continued to chant. Paull
released pent-up breath and again peered out
through the crack between the wooden doors. The
rhythm of the chant soaked into him. Hismuscles
felt soft and duggish. The glow hovered likeamist
above the chauka.

High Elder Brill moved his hands above the dish
in aweaving paitern asif hewereamagician
conjuring up something out of thinair. Then—

Paul blinked. The glow above the chauka sepa
rated into two digtinct forms, then four. Ribbonlike
streamers of color swirled together asif obeying the
command of Brill'smoving hands. Paul wished
suddenly that he were anyplace but here. The
swirling shapes darkened into a shadow, formless
and full of motion. Paul fought down the urgent
desire to push the door open and dash out of this
room to the freedom of the night outside. He felt
Borland's hand on his shoulder, areassuring
squeeze. The shadow spun and flickered. Paul



stared at it. He began to fed disoriented, cut off
fromredity . ..

Something touched hismind.

He recoiled, and bumped into Dorland. The

touch came again, like probing fingers. Hefelt a
bubbling panic. It came again, deeper thistime. He
could amogt catch athought that was certainly not
his own. Something wasinsde him, probing
through the depths of his brain, uncovering dark
memories, gaining form and substancein hismind
as the shadow danced above the chauka. A clear
thought emerged ...

Hisfather: defeated and tired, aways dreaming of
something better but never quite ableto find it. His
mother—she spent haf her time degping and the
other haf taking drugs. By the time Paul had |eft
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home, her brain had been squeezed dry by ydlow
pillscaledlollipops.

He thought: What have | accomplished with my
life? Washed out of the Guard after two years of
pushing papers and punching computer keyson a
hellhole planet in upstream Omega. Two more
years wandering through the planets of the stream
looking for God-knows-what, with the specter of
his parentshauntinghim . . .

Paul made an effort to concentrate on what was
happening in the chamber. Brill's chantsgrew in
intengity. The eders repeated each chant in dron-
ing voices. The shadows above the chauka moved
faster and faster—

The chanting stopped with unnerving abrupt-

ness, and something began to emerge above the
chauka—a more solid substance writhing from the
haze. A long, tubdlike torso took shape. Spindly
arms emerged like the limbs of adead tree. An
elongated head formed, and the cresture was nearly
complete. It was horribly inhuman, its sharp-edged
face more reptilian than anything ese. The eyes
were black, multifaceted, bulging from under a



bony shelf of brow.

High Elder Brill began to chant again, softly this
time. The creature gained substance until it stood
asasolid horror in the dish of the chauka Paul
dtared, aware of apainful condriction across his
chest and of the shadows till huddled inside his
mind.

Brill spoke again in the strange, wavering lan-
guage. The creature answered in high-pitched
squeds. It moved congtantly above the chauka,
gesturing with its spindly arms, its head swaying
back and forth.

Paul's hands came up to press on each side of his
head in an effort to contain the growing pressure.
The sense of loathing was an overpowering stench
insde him. He opened his eyes, gasping, and forced
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himsdlf to look at the creature. Something like a
vest covered the creature's upper body; agray
breechclout hung below itswaist. The bulbous head
came around in short, jerky movements, and the
glittering eyes fastened on the cabinet. Paul had
time for a panicky thought: It knowswerein here\

He pressed his knuckles against the rough wood

of the cabinet wall and tried to keep redity from
dipping away. He was aware of Dorland's shallow
bresthing behind him, and of the hand that Htill
gripped his shoulder. The creature was motionless
above the chauka now, and its eyes were still turned
toward the cabinet. From its mouth came the
strange sounds.

It knowswerein here! It come—
Easy, came asoothing voiceingde him.

Brill spoke to the cresture, and Paul expected at
any moment that the deacons would rush to the
cabinet and drag out him and Dorland. But the
minutes wore on and nothing like that happened.
The cresature ill looked from time to time toward
the cabinet, and each time Paul felt the pressure
building insde hishead. But the creature showed
no inclination to leave the chauka.



Then hefelt something dse dirring in hismind.

Shari wasonly six yearsold. Shewasagentle
child who would not think of hurting anyone. What
did she do to deserve such a bloody death7

Rage and nausea boiled up, and the sour taste of
terror. The terror was primitive, from that deep,
reptile part of his brain that was untouched by
higher logic centersthat fought to control it.

Daddy, Daddy...

Paul opened his eyes again and saw the cresture's
head sway toward him, the black eyes gleaming. He
fdtitagaininhismind, and anew wave of panic
crept over him. Thewalls of the cabinet were too
close. Hefdt Dorland's hand on his shoulder.

Steady.
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He pushed againgt the dien presence and felt
Dorland pushing with him. The cresture above the
chauka continued to Stare at the cabinet while Brill
and the e ders chanted. The presence inside Paull
grew. It was dien, unlike anything he had ever felt.
The only thing familiar about it was the hatred, and
that emotion was stronger than Paul would have
believed possible. It was afocus of his existence.

Together he and Dorland created afragile barri-
er. A young girl appeared in hismind—golden
curlsframing an ange face. Shari . . .

Hefdt aslent prayer emerge from the darkness:

Shari, give me the courage and wisdom to fight this
horror.

Sudden warmth washed through him, bringing a
sensation of strength and confidence. Hefdt small,
grong arms around him, comforting.

The people of Clarion may have their god, but |
have mine aswell. The strength of the child.



A soft hue took shape inside him, and a sound
built up like atwo-toned hum. Its meaning was
vague and unreachable, but he grasped the comfort
it offered and pulled it close. He turned his head.
Was that a soft strain of music he heard? He
listened, brought it back and moved it around and
into the glow of color. Hefdt Dorland with him
and knew that nothing could touch them with that
shield in place. Hefdt the power of Shari, her
youth—agodlike qudity . . .

Then something Seimer had said came back to
him

The young were specid tothe Td Tahir.
Chapter Ten

TIME CREPT IMMEASURABLY PAST.

The pressure eased inside Paul's head. Redlity
returned dowly. He redlized that the chamber was
dlent. He became aware of acrampin hisleg, and
his hand pressed against the wood of the cabinet
wadl.

Slence

He opened his eyes. High Elder Brill and the
others had |eft the chamber. Mercifully, the crea
ture above the chauka aso had gone. Paul stared at
the chauka and forced himself to remain ill for a
few minutes longer. Behind him he could hear
Dorland's bresthing. Another moment passed.

"Areyou dl right?' Dorland asked quietly.

Paul dowly straightened the cramp out of hisleg.
"| think so. We haveto get out of here."

"YS,"

He was there, too, Paul thought. We were con-
nected—

Dorland reached past him to push open the
wooden door. Paul stepped out of the cabinet,
feding rubbery inthelegs.
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Daddy, Daddy . . .

He ssumbled dightly over the doorframe and felt
Borland's hand on his shoulder.

"We're out of it," Dorland said.

Cleve saw something that made him lose his
mind.

Paul felt again the doubts and insecurities, the
dark memories of his past—and the sensation of
warmth and reassurance that had washed them
away. Hefdt thedien cold flushing through his
veins, and Doriand's reassuring touch. We are
hopeful that Doriand'straining will protect him.

A battle had been silently waged insde that
chamber, but High Elder Brill and the other elders
and deacons had been completely unaware of it.

Dianaand Shari—

But that didn't make sense, either. Diana and
Shari were dead, and whatever e se Dorland and
Lord Tern had done, Paul was sure they had not
contacted the dead.

He shook his head. Later, he could analyze what
had happened. For now, he wanted only to get out
of thisplace.

Keeping his eyes averted from the chauka, Paul
followed Dorland past the odd pedestals and out
through the wide doorway. There they stopped to
ligen.

Paul signaled Dorland to stay where he was, then
moved cautioudly to the open archway. Hedrew in
abreath of cool air to steady his nerves. Therewas
no sound except the bleating of insects from the
darkened courtyard. He moved close enough to the
archway to give himself aview outsde. Asfar ashe
could see, the courtyard was empty.



He dipped outside to the blessed cover of dark-
ness. A moment later Dorland stood beside him.
Crouching low, they made their way to the low
wall. Paul lifted his head just far enough to see over
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it. There was no sign of the sentries. He motioned
to Dorland, and they slently climbed over thewall
and started across the roadway .

The sentry must have been standing in the deep
shadows down by the comer. Paul was unaware of
his presence until he heard the shout. Then he and
Dorland were running across the roadway. Shad-
owy figuresloomed suddenly in front of them. Paull
fumbled for hisknife, and ahand grasped hisarm.

"Thisway!" Karyn hissed.

Severd hundred meters down David's Tube they
stopped to rest. They had lost the pursuersin the
maze of roadways before they went up the access
port to the tube.

"Areyou okay?' Semer asked.

Dorland kept silent. Paul nodded, but he didn't

fed okay, and he was sure it showed. Hefdt asif he
had been . . . raped. Something dimy had entered
hismind. It had pulled open his private thoughts

and memories and pawed through them. He wasn't
sure hewould ever fed totaly safe again.

Karyn and Semer were full of questions, but
Dorland was withdrawn and uncommunicative. In
afew halting sentences Paul described the ceremo-
ny he and Dorland had witnessed. Without even
considering why he did so, he kept silent about the
other experiences—the shadows that had reached
out to hismind, thevigit from Shari. That part was
private between him and Dorland.

"You actualy saw Lord Ternin there?' Karyn
asked when he had finished.

"We saw something. It came out of the chauka."
"High Elder Brill. . . caled it?'

Paul hestated. Somehow it was hard to remem-



ber exactly how that had happened. "1 think so. He
was chanting and making motionswith his hands.
Thenit came.”
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"Came from where?' Semer asked, making no

effort to hide his skepticiam. "Y ou said the chauka
was shaped like a shallow bowl. That's the same
way Cleve described it. You also said Lord Tern was
amogt as big asaman. How could he come out of a
shdlow bowl?"

"Wadll. . ." Paul thought back to what had hap-
pened when High Elder Brill waved his hands over
the chauka, and the appearance of the creature
above the chaukalike aspindly insect. "We saw
something.'1'1 But Selmer wasright. Therewasno
way Lord Tern's body could have been concealed
indde that shallow dish. And there was something
dse—

He looked up at Dorland. "But I'm beginning to
wonder if what we saw wasredly Lord Tern."

"High Elder Brill cdled him," Dorland sad. "He
came. How can you doubt it was Lord Tern? We saw
him."

"l know." It was clear that Dorland's statement
carried adeeper meaning. Wefdt hisblack heart.
That was the bothersome part. "But he didn't
look . . . solid. I could see through him."

K-aryn'sbrow pulled down. "Lord Ternwas. . .
trangparent?’

Paul shook his head. "Not exactly transparent.
But he didn't look completely solid. He moved
around alot. A couple of times, when heturned at
theright angle, | could see thelight globes shining
through hisbody."

Karyn waswatching him with interest. "1 don't
understand.”

"I'm not sure | do, either. | guess—" Wefdt Lord



Tern in the room with us. He could come up with
theories about Lord Tern's appearance, but how
could he explain what he and Dorland had felt
ingdethat room?"Maybethe Ta Tahir tranamit-
ted theimage from somewheredse.”

"Tranamitted?' Salmer asked.

"Likefartalk, but with picturesaswell as

words." That would explain why Lord Tern hadn't
left the chauka, even though Paul was surethe
creature had sensed their presencein the cabinet. If
he was only aprojected image. . .

But if hewas only animage, how could he detect
our presence

Karyn shook her head. "I don't get it."

"Paul's suggesting that the picture of Lord Tern
was sent from someplace e, Selmer said. His
eyesreturned to Paul. "There would haveto bea
receiver." He hesitated. "The chaukaT"

Paul shrugged. "Could be."

Karyn's brow furrowed. "If the picture was
transmitted, where did it come from?"

That was the obvious question. "There's no way
to know," Paul admitted. "If the tranamitter's
powerful enough, it could send theimage from
anywhere on the planet. Mogt of Clarion hasn't
even been charted. Theremight beaTa Tahir city
that hasn't been found yet. Or the Td Tahir may
not even be on Clarion anymore. The chauka may
be capable of communicating over along dis-
tance.”

"Wl . .. maybe" she said doubtfully. "But

that would mean they've been communicating with
elders of the Holy Order for two hundred years.
Why wouldn't they come here?"

Paul shrugged. "There arealot of questions. We
may never know dl the answers.”

"Weknow onething for sure," shesaid. "The
chaukaisthelink between High Elder Brill and

Lord Tern. There's no doubt of that. That meanswe
have to get back to the temple and destroy it."



"No."
Everyone turned to look at Dorland.

"We can't do that," he said. His eyeswere clear
now, and filled with acertainty of purpose that
Paul had never seen before. "The chaukais our
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only way to contact Lord Tern. We haveto keep it
open.”

Paul issued aharsh bark of laughter. Y ou can
talk to Lord Tern if you want to. | never want to see
himagan.”

"Wehaveto."

"No, we don't. Maybe arkies will someday, but
not us. Besides, you're forgetting something. We
can't reach Lord Tern or anyone ese with the
chauka because we don't know how to operate it."

"Let'sgo back and break it," said Selmer.

"Nobody wantsto do that more than me," Paull
said. "But | don't think we'll be able to get back
into the temple so easily. There were more sentries
than you expected tonight. Brill has obvioudy
pumped up security around the temple. Now that
he knowswe got insde, he'slikely to take stepsto
make sure it doesn't happen again.”

"They haven't had timeto get organized,” Karyn
argued. "They won't expect usto hit them again so
soon."

"| think there's someplace €l se we should go,”
Dorland sad.

Karyn opened her mouth, then looked at
Dorland and kept silent.

"The pedestal s we saw insde the chamber—I've
seen them before.”



"Where?' Karyn asked.

"A place my father took meto," Dorland said.

"We were exploring. My father was Second Speak-
er. He could move fregly through Chacharuzzi. We
had gone to the other side of the city, closeto the
river, when we came across a building that caught
my father'sinterest.” Helooked up asif suddenly
remembering that the others were there with him.
"Therewaslittle damage.”

"Why was your father so interested init?* Karyn
asked.

"The building was not adome. It had asquare

shape, like that of thetemple. And it had aspire.
Part of one, anyway—most of it had falen into the
river."

"A spire?' Karyn repested. "'Like the one above
the temple?’

Dorland nodded. "Vines had nearly covered the
building, but we searched until we found away
insde. That'swhere | saw the pedestals. Father
went ingde, but | was afraid. | only looked through
the doorway. When my father came out, he was
even more excited. I'm sure heintended to go back,
but he waskilled not long after.”

A brief sillence was broken by Karyn. "Do you
think it was another temple building?'

"l don't know," Dorland said. "If so, it had not
beenusadinalongtime.”

"Evenif we can find the building,” Sdmer sad,
"how could it help us?'

"l didn't goingde" Dorland said, “and my

father did not say what he saw in there. But | know
hewas very excited. | think he may have seen
another chauka"

"A chaukaF

"Possbly."

"Wl .. ." Sdmer fdl dlent.



"Could you find the building again?' Karyn
asked.

Dorland hesitated. "It happened along time ago.
| remember only that it was closeto theriver.”

Paul's mind had gone to something Selmer

Ogram had said the day before asthey sat watching
the sun set over thevaley. The Td Tahir used the
spireinalot of thelr architecture. And: The Holy
Order had the others torn down. He thought about
the symmetry of design that had been preferred by
the Tal Tahir, and remembered his confusion about
the position of the temple and the lack of smilar
buildingsin the same area of other quadrants.

"There were hundreds of them," he said.
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The otherslooked at him, and he redlized they
werewaiting for him to go on. Helicked hislips,
thinking it through.

"The tubeways may have been the main source of
transportation for the Td Tahir," he said. "But

they served another purpose. They effectively broke
the city up into small sections. | noticed the pattern
yesterday."

"Pattern?' Karyn asked.

"The city's divided into squares by the tubeways.
Each square dso has a pattern, and I'm willing to
bet that each square was afunctioning unit onits
own. In each section the domes are arranged in
concentric circlesthat radiate out from an open
areainthemiddle”

"TheTd Tahir livedin thedomes" Karyn said.
She il didn't see what he was getting at. "Maybe
they |eft the open areas as parks, or communal
mesting places”

"Think about the templée's location. It's set back
about two hundred meters from the intersection of
two of the tubes."



"David's Tube and Tube Four," Sdmer said.

"Right. The Holy Order has cleared the area
around it. But there are enough roadways and
domes|eft so that the templ€e'slocation would put
it just about in the same position as the open areas
inthe other sections.”

Karyn thought about that. "Y oureright.”

"Have you seen any of the origind arkie photos
of thecity?"

She shook her head. "The Holy Order destroyed
them along time ago.”

"| think I know why," Paul said. "The Holy

Order saysthe Td Tahir built thetempleasa
gpecid building for them. The edersdidn’t want
anyone to know there used to be many buildings
just likeit. They had them dl destroyed, except the

onethey usefor their temple. But they missed the
one Dorland and hisfather found."

"| still don't seewhat that doesfor us," Karyn
sad. "How can it help useven if we find another
temple building?"

"It might give usaclue about what the Td Tahir
used the building for," Paul said. "And if there's
another chaukain there—"

"We can poke around it without worrying about
the Holy Order busting in onus!" Selmer ex-
cdamed. "Let'sgo!"

Karyn was dready opening her fartalker. "First
well find out what Sabastian thinks.”

Chapter Eleven



THE WEAPONS HANGING FROM JONNY IRONFIST'S

belt bumped againgt hislegs as he strode down the
pathway toward the large square building that was
home to High Elder Alban Brill. Jonny held hiscap
in hisleft hand so hisknife hand wasfreg evenin
this holy place histraining shaped his behavior.
Strapped to his belt were adart gun, aheavy
wooden battle club and along-bladed knife. The
wegpons gave him asense of self-confidence he
had never felt before he became amember of the
Sons of God. He was especidly proud of the knife,
which had been formed out of sted from Van-
guard stock—dating it back to High Elder Anson
himsdlf.

The stern-faced deacon who had come for Jonny
at the dormitory behind the temple wouldn't tell
him why he had been asked to come here. But
Jonny had heard that the heretics had once again
entered the sacred chamber, and escaped under
cover of darkness. He couldn't help but wonder if
the summons to the High Elder's office was some-
how related to that. Rumors were flying among the
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brothersthat Lord Tern had issued anew proclama-
tion that could help them find and destroy the

heretic band.

Jonny stopped for amoment on the pathway to
take adeep breath of the cool morning air. Hefdt a
high exhilaration burgting through him, amost the
samefeding held had when hefirst learned that he
had been chosen to become a Son of God. His
fingers unconscioudy went to his cheek, touching
the deep scar that danted across hisface—are-
minder of an admonition from Elder Jacowicz

when Jonny had failed to carry out an order
precisely as Elder Jacowicz had givenit.

But that had happened along time ago. Jonny

had been one of Lord Tern's Sonsfor three years,
and hefdt certain that Lord Tern was pleased with
hiswork. He had earned the name Ironfist only



three months ago, after he had been persondly
respongble for bringing four hereticsto justice.
Elder Jacowicz had hinted that before long Jonny
would be promoted to squad leader. He knew that
all the brotherslooked up to him.

Standing there on the pathway with the sun on
hisface and awondrous singing in hisblood, Jonny
found himsdf thinking about hisfriendsin

Fairhope, and how dull hislifewould beif he had
not been sdlected for the Sons. Hisfriendswould
grow up working in thefields or sewing clothes or

repairing mechinery.

Not that there was anything wrong with that.

After dl, Fairhope had been established by the Td
Tahir godsto support the Holy Order initsworship
of them. That was the only reason the town was
there, and its people. But Jonny felt drawnto a
much higher misson. Anybody could work the
fidlds or sew cloth, but it required aspecid kind of
person to protect the fundamental precepts of the
Holy Order. Fewer than onein fifty were selected
for the honor; only those who displayed the specid

qualities sought by the Holy Order and Lord Tern
were selected.

Now hewas only afew meters away from the
stepsthat led to the front porch of High Elder
Brill's house. Jonny had never before been dlowed
to come here. Asfar as he knew, none of the
brothers had ever been invited to this place.

"It must be something redlly big" Wayne Light-
foot had said when Jonny |eft the dormitory.

Redly big, Jonny agreed silently as hewent up

the walkway to the wide steps. The porch was
bordered by trimmed hedges and blooming flowers
—délicate blue and yellow jewd tips. His mother
had planted jewe tips around the front door of the
little housein Fairhope....

Jonny felt adight pang and immediately pushed
it away. Thiswashislife now.

A robed deacon stood at each side of the door.
Jonny recognized both of them—Deacon Francks
and Deacon Bray—but somehow he knew that in
this place he could not be so familiar asto cal them



by name. He went up the steps and strode across
the porch to the large wooden door. Keeping his
voice grong, hesaid, "I'm Jonny Ironfigt.”

"Thisway," said Deacon Bray, mationing Jonny

to follow. He stepped off the porch onto awalkway
that led down the side of the building. He stopped
at aside entrance, tapped twice, then opened the
door and gestured Jonny inside.

Jonny found himself in alarge reception room

with couches and chairsthat he recognized as
Vanguard furnishings. A few highly polished sculp-
tures were made from native wood. Jonny had
never before been in the presence of such opulence.
A pair of large double doorsled into another room.
Deacon Bray motioned Jonny through with a hint

of impatience.

Jonny stopped just insde the room. The doors
closed softly behind him. He turned and saw that
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Deacon Bray had gone. He turned back with his
heart pounding. The room was vast and Smple,
with polished wood furniture—adesk, alow table,
afew findy carved chars. Dim light camefrom
ancient globesthat hung from the calling.

High Elder Brill was sitting behind the desk,
studying a punch-tube that he held ddlicatdly be-
tween theforefingers of each hand. Jonny was
disappointed to see that the High Elder wore only
common clothing—adrably dark shirt and dark
trousers. Jonny had seen the High Elder only
during the Godsday services, when heworethe
bright flaring robe and the high, eaborately deco-
rated crown.

The High Elder seemed not to have noticed
Jonny'sarivd. Hislips moved silently ashero-
tated the tube between hisfingers and squinted at
markingsthat Jonny could see only faintly. Hiseyes
were paegray, not too different from hisskin.



Jonny drew abreath in an attempt to calm his
thumping heart and advanced as bravely ashe
could to the desk. The High Elder looked up, and
the stem set of hisfeatures softened ingtantly into a
friendly smile. Herose quickly and held out both
hands. Overcome with awe, Jonny took themin his

own.
"The ancient wisdom of the Td Tahir," sad

High Elder Brill.

The High Elder's hands were soft and warm. For
amoment Jonny was so overwhelmed he forgot the
prescribed reply. Then, sumbling dightly over the
words. "Isgiven to the faithful through the great

Lord Tern."

"Jonny, my son. I'm glad you could cometo see
me." The High Elder's parchment face crinkled as
his smile broadened. "It makes my old heart swell
with pride to see my Sonsin their uniforms.”

Jonny felt the hot blood of pleasurerushto his
face. High Elder Brill released hishands and sat

down, then waved Jonny to achair. Helifted a
gnarled hand to the shiny meta disk that hung
around his neck. Jonny's eyesfollowed. The
Godstone. . .

"Wewere ddivered herelong ago,” said High

Elder Brill. "It was no accident that High Elder
Anson brought usto our beloved Clarion. The gods
cdled us here from the great starship Vanguard to
be with them, and we must carry out their wishes."
Hisfingerstouched the Godstone, setting it in
gentle motion. ™Y ou know that, don't you, Jonny?"

It took Jonny amoment to redlize an answer was
expected. Somehow he found hisvoice. "Of course,
High Elder Brill. | know of Lord Tern's purpose.”

"We are only human, wesak and frail. But we

must not disappoint Lord Tern." High Elder Brill
looked directly at Jonny. Jonny heard the rush of
blood in hisears. "Lord Tern and | have been
watching you for sometime, Jonny. We have recog-
nized your spirit and salfless dedication. Elder
Jacowicz tdls methat you have anatura ability



with the wegpons Lord Tern has given usfor battle
againg the heretics, and that even a your young
age you have agood understanding of human
nature. He has asked permission to promote you to
therank of squadron leader. | have gladly ap-
proved.”

Il wastrue\
"Thank you. High Elder—"

"But that isn't the only reason | called you here.
Weadl haveamission. You and | and Lord Tern.
Clarioniswaiting for usto fulfill our destiny. The
great Lord Tern has seected you for aspecial task,
Jonny. Y ou have earned the privilege to serve him."

Jonny felt the pressure of the High Elder'seyes
on him, but he couldn't take his own eyes off the
Godstone. Jonny had never been thiscloseto it
before, and hefelt its power enfolding him. There
was something on the face of it—an engraved
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picture he couldn't make out. The Godstone swvung
fredly, aided now and then by alight touch from the

High Elder'sfingertips.

"This specia task will be dangerous,” the High
Elder went on. "But the rewards will be great. We
must cleanse our great Clarion, and purge those
who abominate Lord Tern. Lord Tern has ordered
it." The High Elder paused, and when he spoke
agan hisvoicewas deadly cam. "Theintruders,
Jonny—the ones who came from the purgatory
beyond the Far Pesks. They have defiled the tem-
ple. Lord Tern has given specia permission for my
Sonsto search for the hereticsin the Holy City, and
even to enter the tubes if necessary.”

Jonny fdt anicy chill run through him.

"Y ou are not to fear the Holy City, Jonny. Lord

Ternwill protect you."



"Y es, High Elder,” Jonny said.

"The heretics have taken refuge in a cave beyond
the outer edge of the Holy City. They livetherelike
the vermin they are. | want you to take agroup of
your brothers and go after them, Jonny. Before our
sun risesthrice more, | want to see dl of the
heretics from the cave lined up on the God Wall.
Do you understand?

"Yes, High Elder.”

High Elder Brill dbruptly released the Godstone.
"Y ou will report to Elder Jacowicz. Hewill help
you form your squad to go after the heretics.” The
High Elder waved afrail white hand. "Lord Tern's
blessng on you, Jonny. Now go."

Chapter Twelve

"WE STUDIED THE TAL TAHIRIN SCHOOL," THE
girl said. "But nobody there remembersthem the
way you do. What werethey redly like?"

"They were alot different from us," the old man

sad. "In the sciences, they werewell beyond usin
many ways. But they didn't put as much emphasis

on technology aswe did. They knew alot about
medicine, for example, and they had nuclear fisson
for energy. But they didn 't have stream drive, or even
space drive, from what we could see. No air transpor-
tation at dl, for that matter."

"Maybethey didn't want to leave their planet.”

The old man nodded. "I think you'reright. They

didn ‘tfed the same urge as humansto extend their
reach so far. Everything they needed was on Clar-
ion."

Thefartaker rattled with Satic. The discussion
between Karyn and Sabastian was brief. Shetold
him what Paul and Dorland had seen insde the
temple, and of Dorland's recollection of the build-
ing near theriver. Sabadtian agreed immediately
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that they should dter their plansto search for that
building.

After putting away thefartalker, Karyn led them
back the way they had come to the intersection of
David and Tube Four. Karyn admitted that she had
never gone out thet far, but shewasfairly certain
Tube Four wasintact nearly dl theway to theriver.
They traveled adong the tube for an hour before
they reached the access port at the intersection of
Tube Four and Fara's Tube.

"Thisisascloseaswell get," Karyn said. "Let's
gpend the night here. Well start looking for the
building a dawn.”

They hadn't brought deeping mats, so they were
forced to clear away an area on the tube floor and
usetheir packs as pillows. Paul knew he wouldn't
be able to deep right away, so he volunteered for
the first watch. He sationed himsdf fifty meters
from where the others had bedded down and got as
comfortable as he could. From there he could see
far down the tubein both directions. If unwanted
visitors came up through an access port, he should
be ableto seetheir lightsin plenty of timeto get out
awarning to the others.

He needed timeto think, and he was grateful for
the sllence. Somehow, he and Dorland had been
linked into a single consciousnessing de the cham-
ber. Paul had tried without successto convince
himsdf that hed imagined it dl. Dianaand Shari

had been there in the chamber, too, and that made
even less sense. Whatever had happened, Paul was
convinced that the creature High Elder Brill caled
forth asLord Tern was responsible.

His eyes went to the others, who lay deeping on
thefloor of the tube, and he thought about the
larger group that made up the population of this
strange planet; To Paul, it was anameless and
facel ess group congsting of those who were with

him now and afew figures hedd seen through
Sadmer Ogram's binoculars. Selmer had told him
the people of Fairhope feared the Holy Order—
and Paul could understand that well enough. But
Salmer had aso said they were enchanted by High



Elder Brill and the power he shared with Lord Tern.
Whether that power wasred or imagined wasa
guestion that remained to be answered—»but it had
held this planet inits grip for two hundred years.
There were other problemsto be faced aswell.
How will Clarion ever fitinto UNSA7

With both Parke Sabre and Hans Maiar of the
Fringe Alliance looking for the planet, Paul knew
thisissue would have to be dealt with sooner or
later. Besides the Holy Order and the Sons of God
and the other obstacles that would interfere with
outside relationships, the fact wasthat Clarion was
even more backward than Giant Forest. It had no
modem industria basefor trade, and the people of
Clarion would not have the dightest notion of how
to function within the UNSA environment.

And if HansMaiar found the planet firdt. . .

Paul didn't even want to think about that.

The questionswere still whirling around in his

brain when Karyn cameto relieve him two hours
later.

"You'd better get some deep,” she suggested.
"WEéll have abig day tomorrow."

He garted to push himsdlf to hisfeet, then
changed his mind and sat back down on the hard
meta floor. Maybe she could help him sort out
some of the questions he had about the Ta Tahir.

"Selmer spoke of Lord Tern asthe High Elder's
persond god," he said. "'l assumed Lord Tern was
theonly Ta Tahir god.”

She settled down beside him and ung her pouch

at her feet. "Therésonly one a atime, but each
High Elder chooses hisown god. Lord Tern was
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Brill's choice when he accepted the position of
High Elder.”



"His. . . choice?'

She nodded. "When aHigh Elder dies, his

persona god dieswith him—something about the
Td Tahir god and the human merging as one being
in desth. Then the other elderselect anew High
Elder. They have abig ceremony in the temple, and
that's when the new High Elder selectshisgod.”

Something about that didn't fit basic logic. "High
Elder Brill chose Lord Tern, but Lord Ternisthe
onewho knows dl and seesdl. Doesn't that strike
you as self-contradictory?'

She shrugged. "Debate it with High Elder Brill.
I'm just telling you how it works."

Paul remembered something Semer had said
ealier. "Therulesyou live under change each time
you get anew High Elder and anew Td Tahir god.”

"Y es, and never for the better. The Tal Tahir god
setstherules, and the High Elder bringsthem to the
people—and that setsthe tone for the way of life
for everyone on Clarion." She moved the pack and
stretched out her legs. "Based on what I've read,
things weren't so bad for a hundred years or so after
Captain Anson died. The Holy Order tried to offer
the people some hope and security. But it's clear
that over time the Holy Order changed. The High
Elders became dictators, and the deacons turned
into executioners and assassns. Alban Brill was
€elected ten years ago, and he chose Lord Tern to be
theruling Ta Tahir god. None of the otherswere as

bad as those two."

It was agrim concept: Alban Brill and the High
Eldersthat had come before him pioudy carrying
out the orders of aien godswhilether peoplelived
in fear and the ancient city dowly crumbled into

dust around, them.
"Now it'syour turn," Karyn said.

Helooked up in surprise.
"Sdlmer told me about Dorland's show," she

said. "Has he been aps-player ever since he left
Claion?'



Paul shook his head. "He was astoryteller out on
the Fringewhen | met him."

"A doryteler?'

"There aren't many around anymore. A story-
teller islikeaplayer inalot of ways, but he doesn't
uselightsand music. Insteed, he smply tellsa
dory."

"People pay to hear someonetdl astory?’

"Wadl . . .it'salittle more complicated than

that." He settled into amore comfortable position
and pulled hisjacket around him. "The storyteller
darts out with agenera idea—maybe alove story,
or astory about somebody overcoming obstaclesto
win apersond victory. He creates afew characters
and sartstelling his story around them. Then he
beginsto blend in people from the audience.”

"He—" She stopped, thought about it. "How
does he blend them in?"

"Il giveyou an example. If therésamaninthe
audience who's having money problems, the story-
teller might give the same problem to one of the
charactersin hisstory. That may not bethe main
point of the sory—usudly isnt, in fact. But the
problem will be part of the story, and the story will
unfold and reach aconclusion in away that helps
the man in the audience see how to solve hisown
problem.”

"Thiswould be someone the storyteller has
never met before?!

"Modt likdy."
"How can hetell a story about somebody he
doesn't even know?" Then she looked thoughtful.

"Actudly, it soundsamogt like High Elder Brill's
Godsday service."
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The same thing had occurred to Paul.
"Doesthe soryteller have spieswho get the

information for him?' she asked.

"Maybe some of them do," Paul answered. "But
Dorland didn't. Thefact is, in any audience larger
than twenty people, there are ways afew who
have gotten themselvesinto financid trouble, or a
few who are having problemswith their marriages
or their job. Asagoryteller, Dorland watched for
reactions from peoplein the audience as he started
out. Usualy he could spot two or three who were
taking apersond interest in what he was saying.
While he added more details, he would keep hiseye
on those two or three people. He could see from the
responses who he was hitting, and eventudly the
visible reactions would be narrowed down to one
person. To that person, it seemed that Dorland's
story had been told about him. In fact, the story
had been molded around him." He paused. "At
least that's how Dorland described the process.”
"Y ou sound skeptical. Don't you believe him?”
Paul hesitated. Hed wrestled with questions like
that ever snce held met Dorland. "1'm convinced
that's how Dorland thinkshedid it. But | find it
remarkable that a person can read enough clues
from the expression on a person's face to carry off

something likethat."
She nodded thoughtfully. "How isaps-player

different from agtorytdler?"

"A player communicates with his body, ampli-

fied by lights and music. He doesn't tdll astory—at
least not in words. Instead, he creates a mood, and
the people in the audience fit themsavesinto it.”

He paused, trying to think of a better way to get his
explanation across. It was hard to describe apsi-
play to someone who'd never experienced one.
"Dorland hasaway of viewing an audienceasa
single entity rather than as many individuds. He
says that whenever you get agroup of people

together—especidly if they've come together to
focusthair attention on something specific, likean



entertainer—therés dways a potential mood lying
under the surface."

"A potentia mood?"

He nodded. It had taken him along timeto
understand exactly what Dorland meant by that.
"Certain people have always been able to take
advantage of that potential. Religious leaders, for
example. You'velived here on Clarion dl your life,
S0 you don't know about the wide variety of
religious beliefs out there aong the occupied
stream. Mogt of them began with asingleindividu-
a who had certain characterigtics people wanted to
believein. The most successful religiousleaders are
very charismatic. They have apower of persondlity,
and they use ared show-business hypeto strength-
en their popularity and steer their followers. People
come to see them because they want to believe, and
the preacher or evangdigt or faith healer or whatev-
er he happensto be bringsthem all together ina
believing group. Political leaders can do the same

thing."

"You're saying that'swhat Dorland doesasa
ps-player?

"Not the same, but the principleisthere.” He
paused, thinking. "A few weeks ago Dorland gave a
performancein abig city on Lisdand. Lisdand has
apseudodemocratic government, which means offi-
cialsare elected. | decided to take astroll around
the area of our hotel and came acrossapolitical
rdly."

"What'sthat?"

"That's where aman running for office getsabig
crowd together and tells them why they should vote
for him. The man | saw was named Sykes. | forget
what he was running for, but he was amagter at
working the crowd."

" Working the crowd?'
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Paul nodded. "I saw it for what it was because of



my experience with storytellers. Sykes started talk-
ing, and he watched the reactions of the crowd. He
knew what the crowd wanted to believe, and he
knew what he wanted them to believe. He worked
up alot of distractions—waving arms, booming
voice, dramatic facid expressons—and hegot his
message across in such a powerful way that he
made the people want to believe what he wastelling
them.”

Karyn nodded dowly. "They want to believe
because. . ." Her voicetrailed off.

"Therés security in believing what a powerful
mantelsyou istruth,” Paul said. "And there's
security in believing what the group believes. Sykes
was taking advantage of the group potential.”

"But you said Dorland doesn't speak during his

"That's right. But Dorland can read an audience
asagroup. He can see the underlying potentia and
bring it out with lights and music and poses and
facid expressons. These are only digtractions.
They make the audience believe Dorland is pow-
erful, and they want to fed securein his power.
Whilethey'rein that mood of persuasion, he uses
the patterns of lights and music to make them

fed theway he wantsthem to fed. They follow
hislead willingly because that's whet they've
come for—to grasp abit of security and hold on
tight."

Shewas quiet for along time after he had
finished spesking. He had no way of knowing if she
understood any of it.

"How did you meet him?' she asked at last.

Paul had never told the full story to anyone but
Trisha Somehow, with the pale moonlight filtering
through the high ova ports and the breeze sighing
againg thetubes metd skin, hefdt liketaking
about it.

"It happened five years ago,” he said. "l was
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busi ness manager for severd storytellers. None of



them were big time, but | was getting enough from
feesto see methrough. | was on a booking trip—"

"Booking trip?"

"l wastrying to line up performance engage-
ments for aclient who was sinking fast. | had
stopped at alittle club on agodforsaken planet in
the Fringe to talk to the manager about my client.
Unfortunately, he adready had atop-notch story-
teler.”

"Dorland?’

Paul nodded. "1'd never heard of him. | decided
to vigt the bar on my way out."

"To see Dorland?"

Paul grinned wryly. "To drown my sorrows.
Dorland was on stage, and before | knew what was

happening, | got wrapped up in hisstory.”

His mind went back to that night as hetold

Karyn about it, and he wondered suddenly how
different hislife might have been if he hadn't
decided to stop for adrink in that dingy club. The
timing was right; he'd just been dropped by agirl
who meant alot to him, and he was at the lowest
emotiond point he could ever remember. It hadn't
been so much that she'd broken off the relation-
ship, but how casudly she'd doneit. Paul sat alone
at asmal table downing one drink after another,
annoyed that hisreflection on misery was being
interrupted by the storyteller. He turned his back
to the stage and kept drinking. The soft voice of the
sorytdler droned on behind him. After awhile
parts of the story began to filter through the haze of
sdf-pity—and Paul redlized that the story was
about himsdlf.

He turned around then and got hisfirst good ook
a Dorland Avery—and felt his scalp prickling.
Dorland looked directly at him as hetold a story of
aman who was driving himsdf down into adeep
pit of despair, aman riddled by self-doubts who
was sure that he had been bom to fail and was
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doing everything he could to live out that self-



ordained degtiny.

Paul couldn't remember the details of the Sory,
but he had recognized himself clearly enough. As
the character in the story began to see hisown
self-worth and overcame his doubts and insecuri-
ties, Paul felt himsdf gradualy accepting some
hope that he might be successful after dl, bothin
love and in hiswork. He had never been quitethe
samesince.

And he had known without a doubt that he had
run into something more than a Fringe storytel ler
inthat litdeclub.

Karyn hadn't interrupted him, but she had a
puzzled look on her face when hefinished. "Y ou
said your back wasto the stage when Dorland
began the story?"

Paul nodded. She hadn't missed it.

"Then how could Dorland read the visud clues
from your face?'

"Good question. | asked him the same thing and
| never got adirect answer.”

She leaned back against the curved wal and was
slent for amoment. Then her eyes came back to
him and she said, "What happened next?'

"I knew Dorland could be the greatest player the
stream had ever seen. And | wanted to be his
manager worse than I'd ever wanted anythingin

my life. At first he ressted the idea of expanding his
show, but | kept a him." Ironicdly, it wasthe new
sdf-confidence ingtilled by Dorland himsdif that

had made Paul approach him and had given Paul
the drive to see that Dorland became the most
famous psi-player in the Omega Sector.

"Why ishe so good?"

"Therearealot of reasons," Paul said. News
service reporters often asked the same question.
"Naturd taient, for one. Histiming and crestive
technique with the lights and music are perfect.

Therés never adigracting glitch. And he hasared
sense of dramain hisfacial expressons and body



movements. Dorland's show is like a symphony of
sght and sound, and dl the time he's measuring
responses, watching for reactions, molding his per-
formance around what he can seein the audience.
He can bring them to whatever mood he wants.
He—" Paul stopped suddenly as something struck
him: theimage of High Elder Brill in the sacred
chamber, moving hisarms and swaying ashe caled
Lord Tern, and in the background the odd music of
the deacons tubelike insruments. Theimage had
seemed familiar to Paul & the time, but he hadn't
fitted it together. Now heredized that in caling
Lord Tern, High Elder Brill had gone through much
the same sequence of actionsthat Dorland used
during his performance.

Coincidence?

Salmer Ogram had said something, too: It'stoo

bad High Elder Brill couldn 't see your show. Actud-
ly, it's not too different from his own Godsday
service.

Paul fdt adight chill, looked up and found
Karyn'seyes on him. He cleared histhroat and
went on. "Anyway, I'm convinced Dorland didn't
believe that he would become so popular; otherwise
he wouldn't have gone dong with me. I've had to
talk him out of quitting more than once."

"Maybe you should have let him."

Hedidn't reply to that because it struck too close
to doubts that had surfaced in hisown mind.
Dorland was vulnerable to the needs of othersand
would do dmost anything to avoid hurting some-
one. Paul often suspected that Dorland had agreed
to become apsi-player only because he knew Paul
needed it so badly.

"Do you think hell stay here when thisis over?'
Karyn asked.

Paul looked at her in surprise. He hadn't even
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considered the possibility. "Why should he? He has
alifeoutsde now."

"Isit alife hewants?'

"You'l haveto ask him about that." Paul pushed
himself to hisfeet, suddenly weary of the conversa-
tion. "GuessI'll try to get some deep now."

The next morning they ate abreakfast of dried
poca and water, then bundled the gear back into

their packs.

Thetube till held the chill of the night, and Paull
fastened the jacket tight around him. Hefdt dis-
tanced from his surroundings. Karyn's question

kept surfacing in hismind: Do you think helll stay
herewhen thisis over? He had dept little. When he
did fall adeep hed had bad dreams. Some were
about Lord Tern. Others were like bittersveet mem-
ories of awoman and ayoung girl hed never met.

They walked the short distance to the access port
where Tube Four intersected with Fara's Tube.
Jacque got out hisrope ladder and they pulled
themselves up, one by one, to the platform. When
they descended the spira tube, they found them-
selvesin an area of vegetation that was o heavy it
al but obliterated the ruins. The sound of rushing
water was close. Theair was crisp.

Dorland stood beside Paul, looking around.

"See anything familiar?' Paul asked.

Dorland shook his head. "It wasalong time

"Let'smove down closer to theriver," Karyn

suggested.

They spent afew minutes looking for an opening

in the dense growth, and it took them another half
hour to hack their way through to theriver. The
water ran fast enough to form little frosted crests as
it rushed over hidden boulders. Paul looked closer
and redlized that not al the obstructions under the
water were boulders—he could see alarge curved



section of pink wall, and piles of pink rubble. The
river had changed its course after the city was
abandoned, and had driven a channd through an
areathat had once been populated.

"The edge of the city isdown that way," Karyn
sad, pointing to the left. "It'sin pretty bad shape.”

"Therewere quite afew domes till gandingin
theareamy father and | explored," Dorland said.
"We had goneinto severd of them before we found
the square building."

"Well go thisway, then,” Karyn said, inclining
her head to theright. "Well run into it eventudly.”

Luck wason their side. They had worked their
way dong the riverbank for barely haf an hour
when Dorland stopped so abruptly Paul amost
bumped into him.

"Thereitis," he sad, pointing.

Paul could barely discern the building through
tangled vines and underbrush. The spire had top-
pled into theriver, and twenty metersof it lay
underwater. Even though heavy vines covered the
sructure, its shape was outlined clearly enough to
reved that it was not adome. It was alarge square
building likethetemple.

Karyn led the way down the mossy bank and
stopped severd metersfrom the building.

"Let'slook around," she said. "No need to rush
into this"

She sounded edgy, and Paul couldn't blame her.
Hefdt thetension, too.

Asfar as Paul could see, the building was de-
signed and congtructed exactly likethetemple. It
looked to bein remarkably good shape except for
the sde near theriver, where the crumbling bank
had undermined the building's foundation. The
resultant settling had opened agaping crack in one
wall, and the roof sagged. A walking path or narrow
roadway had once come up to the building but was
now al but obliterated by trees and underbrush
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that had grown up through the broken surface.
Vines covered the open archway, obstructing their

view indde.

"Isit safeto goin?" Paul asked.

Beside him, Jacque was dready using hisknifeto
cut away the heavy, clinging vines. He grinned at
Paul and said, "Guesswell find out."

They hacked their way through and stepped
cautioudy into aroom that smelled of damp stone
and fungus. Rubble from afallen section of the
ceiling was strewn across thefloor. Vines had crept
in through the archway and the crack in the far wall
to spread across the floor and up thewalls, clinging
to broken stones and chunks of debris. Oneinterior
wall had collgpsed, and the high ceiling sagged.

"In here," Karyn said. She had goneto alow
archway and was|ooking into another room.
Jacque remained in the outer corridor as a sentry
while Paul and the othersfollowed Karyn through
thearchway. If theinterior layout of thisbuilding
was the same as that of the Holy Order's temple—
and Paul knew it would be—then thisroom would
be equivalent to the sacred chamber in the temple.

Inside, they found the same pattern of clustered
pedestalsthat Paul and Dorland had seen inthe
sacred chamber. Vines had crept over them to
creste eerie hummocks of vegetation. Light filtered
through ajagged crack inthewall.

Paul turned to say something to Dorland, then
realized that Borland's attention had gone to some-
thing in the center of the room. Following his gaze,
Paul saw an outline of something that was nearly
buried under crumbled debris, clinging vinesand

centuries of accumulated dust.
"It's another chauka' Dorland said in astrained

voice.
The generd shape wasright, and the object's



position ‘would put it in the same place asthe
chaukasin the sacred chamber.
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Paul began clearing away the vines and debris.
Selmer and Karyn cameto help, and it took them
only afew minutesto get enough cleared away to be
sure Dorland was right. The object was another
chauka

Salmer stepped back and used the deeve of his
coveralsto wipethe dust and sweat out of hiseyes.
"Lookslikeit'sin fairly good shape."

In fact, when the surface of the dish itsdf became
visible, Paul could see no damage at al. Heused his
pack to brush out the last of the thick dust and dead
leaves. Then he saw something gleaming faintly

near one edge of the dish.

"What'sthat?' Selmer reached past him and

picked up around disk. He brought it up closer to
catch aray of light coming through the door. Then
he took in aquick, sharp breath. Paul looked closer.
The face of the disk in Selmer's hand was engraved
with animage of Lord Tern.

Chapter Thirteen
SABASTIAN SQUINTED AT THE RAGGED LINE OF

figuresthat was making itsway up the rocky dope.
Therewasllittle doubt that he and Olaf Blackburn
had been spotted where they crouched behind the
rock barrier. The boyswere coming directly toward
the barrier, their heads down asthey picked their
way through the vegetation and loose stones. They
wore the gold-and-scarlet uniforms of the Sons of
God, and even at this distance Sabastian could see
the dart guns and other weapons that hung from
their belts.

There was little Sabastian and Olaf could do but
walit. Sabagtian with hiswooden leg and Olaf with
his lung ailment could not possibly hope to escape



over the mountain. The boyswould run them down
before they'd gone a hundred meters. Retreating
into the cave would only trap them, and delay the
inevitable

The line of boys disappeared into aravine that
blocked Sabastian's view. He touched the thick
strand of braided ropesthat lay coiled besde him
on the ground. When the boys reached the rocky
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ledge twenty meters downd ope, hewould pull the
ropes and release the first row of boulders. Another
et of ropeslay on hisleft Sde. That would release
the second rock barrier.

Sabadtian shifted, trying to find a more comfort-
able pogition. The stump of hisleg had begun to
throb, and now and then blades of pain stabbed up
from the knee, where the peg was attached. He
didn't have to look to know that his knee was red
and swollen.

Three of the boys appeared suddenly on the ledge
below the barrier. One of them raised adender
tube and released a dart that fell short by a half-
dozen meters. The boy ducked out of sight, then
showed himself again as he moved forward to the
cover offered by another large boulder. Sabastian
felt for the knotted ropes and waited. More boys
appeared briefly at thelip of the ledge and moved
forward to take cover. Most of the ledge was hidden
from the barrier; it offered a perfect opportunity
for the Sonsto regroup just before their assault
directly up the dope.

But Sabastian and Jacque had been careful in
their design of therock barrier. When the ropes
were pulled and the wooden braces collapsed, the
formation of the dope above the ledge would
funnel the boulders directly down over the boys
who were crouched there. In hismind Sabastian
could picture the boulders rumbling downhill,
crashing together asthey tumbled onto the ledge
and the boysin their gold-and-scarlet uniforms.
Some of the boyswould probably survive, and



hopefully they would retreat down the mountain. If
not, there was the second set of ropes, and the
second barrier of boulders. . .

If only we could have had afew more days,
Sabastian thought bitterly. Maybe Borland could
have helped us sort this out.

For amoment he felt hatred well up in him so
srong that it nearly paradyzed him—nhatred for
Brill, for Jacowicz, for the Holy Order that had
turned this planet into a battleground with young
boysassoldiers.

His attention snapped back to the ledge as anoth-
er dender figure rose up into view with hisdart gun.
For an instant Sabastian stared directly at the boy's
face. A deep scar danted acrossit from just below
the boy's chin to above hisleft eyebrow. The boy
looked to be about sixteen.

Then he lifted the tube quickly and Sabagtian
saw atiny object coming at him. He ducked, and
the feathered dart diced through the air inches
above his head to rattle againgt the rocks behind
him.

Hewas sure that al the boys had taken cover on
the ledge by now. They would rush the barrier at
any moment. He gripped the ropes and looked over
at Olaf. Hisfriend offered a shrug and ableak
amile

Sabasgtian shook his head and |et the ropesfal to
the ground. Weve been waiting for yearsto fight
Brill and Jacowicz and the devil god. And when the
fighting comes, they send young boysto attack us.
We cannot kill young boys.

Sabadtian heard asigh from besde him. He

looked over and saw Olaf pull afeathered dart from
hisarm. A thin trickle of blood ran from it. Olaf
looked up and met Sabastian's eyes and gave a
dight, weary amile. He opened his mouth to say
something, but hisstrength left him and hefell
heavily.

Sabadtian sarted toward hisold friend, then
heard a shout and spun back around. Something
ingde hisknee pulled loose, and the pain wasa
bright hot flare that brought ametallic taste to his



mouth. He swam back through ared mist of
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consciousness in time to see agroup of boys come
around thefirst barrier of sones and run toward
him.

Chapter Fourteen

"THE GODSTONE," SELMER SAID IN A HOARSE

whisper.

Paul couldn't take his eyes off the metd disk in
Sadmer's hand and the engraved image of the
insectoid cresture.

"There must be dozens of 'em," Selmer said
wonderingly. He reached out toward the other
disks that were scattered dong the edge of the
chauka, then drew his hand back without touching
them.

"They're Td Tahir artifacts” Karyn said dowly.
Paul knew she was trying hard to keep her voice
deady. "That'sdl they are—just artifacts.”

"Not quite," Sdmer said. "Paul said High Elder
Brill used the Godstone to activate the chauka.™

"Leavethem wherethey are,” Karynsaid. "Let's
seewhat else we can find.”

Salmer placed the disk back on the chauka.
"Check theroof," Karyn said to Jacque. He
nodded and turned to go through the narrow
doorway that led to the airs.

While the others were poking through the vegeta-
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tion that covered the floor and exploring the outer
corridor, Paul decided to take acloser look at the
chauka Thelarge dish wasn't exactly flat, hered-
ized. It rose dightly at the outer edgesto form a
shallow bowl about two meters across, and was
attached to asolid base that was flared at each end
to giveit adight hourglass shape. He walked dowly
around it. Tiny ova designswere spaced closdly
together around the perimeter. Protruding from
under the lip on one side was a dender rod.

Paul stared at the rod, his mind going back to the
sacred chamber. High Elder Brill had touched the
end of the rod with the Godstone ...

Heturned at the sound of boots clumping down
the stairs. Jacque appeared in the archway.

"Theroof isin pretty good shape," he sad.
"Givesaview dl theway to thetemple. Thereésa
road out there." He waved a hand through the
archway. "Comesto within about twenty meters.
Broke up in places, but passable.”

"Canweget toit?' Karyn asked.

"Sure. Brush ain't too thick on that sde. Any-
way, it'd be easer than going back aong theriver."

"Well go out that way, then," she said. "Go back
to theroof for now and keep an eye out."

"Sure." Jacque turned and went aong the corri-
dor to the Stairway.

"Lookslikethe placeisempty,” Karyn said.
Then her eyes went to the chauka. "Except for

thet."

Dorland had returned to the chaukato pick up
one of the metal disks. Now he spoke for thefirst
time since they had entered the building. The
words were soft, barely audible:



"Wewere dwaystold that only one Godstone
exiged.”

"Obvioudy not true,” Karyn said. "That isnt
thefirst timethe Holy Order liedto us.”

"High Elder Brill used his Godstone to summon
Lord Tern."

Shelooked thoughtfully at the disk in Dorland's
hand; then her eyes returned to the chauka. "Y ou
think we should try it?'

Paul's head jerked around to her. "Try what?'

Karyn nodded toward the chauka. "We have
that, and we have some Godstones. Maybe we
could usethemto call Lord Tern." She must have
read the expression on Paul's face, because she
went on quickly. "We came hereto find out as
much as we could about the Td Tahir."

Paul found hisvoice at last. He forced himself to
speak camly and reasonably, and tried to ease the
rapid besting of hisheart. " ou can't leam any-
thing from Lord Tern. He doesn't even speak Basic.
Therewouldn't be any way to communicate with
him."

"Look at this," Selmer said. He had gathered up
severd of the slver disks. Now he held out afew for
the othersto see. "They're dl different.”

Paul took one of the disks and looked more
closdly at it, then a the others Selmer held. He
reglized Selmer wasright. Although the diskswere
all the same size and faded silvery color, eech had a
different image engraved on itsface. Theimageon
the one Paul held was smilar to that of Lord
Tern—an insectoid creature with aface that be-
longed in anightmare. But another one depicted a
cone-shaped object. Only when he saw thefacia
features grouped in the upper tapered end did Paull
redizethiswasaliving creature. Smal appendages
that might have been asams hung at the Sdes. The
creature was positioned so that it seemed to be
looking directly out & the viewer.

"Maybe we should try that one," Karyn said. "It



doesn't look anything like Lord Tern.”

That sounded better to Paul, but he sill had
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reservations. "For al we know, that one might be
worse than Lord Tern. It'stoo risky—"

"We're accustomed to taking risks.”

"Besides, we don't know how the chauka

works—"
"Surewe do," Sdmer said. Hetook one of the

disks over to the protruding rod. ™Y ou saw High
Elder Brill doit. Y ou touch the Godstone to the end
of therod likethis, and—"

Snap\
Selmer jerked back, looking at thedisk in his

hand, then at the rod.
"Areyou dl right?' Karyn asked.

"Yeah," Selmer said. He sounded shaken.
"Didn't expect that, isall.”

Paul's eyes had gone to the dish of the chauka. He
redlized he was holding his bresth and released i,
then drew another. Nothing was happening.

"This one doesn't work," Karyn said. "Or maybe
there'smoreto it than the Godstone." She looked
up a Paul. ™Y ou said High Elder Brill chanted and
waved hisarms. Do you think he realy accom-
plished anything with thet?*

"| doubt it," Paul answered without taking his

eyes off the chauka. Brill's actions had held more
than a hint of ceremony, and probably were meant
to impress the deacons and the other elderswith his
power. Logic said that the Slver disk wasthe key.

"But | didnt—"



Then his breath caught in histhroat. A glow was
beginning to form above the chauka. A sharp intake
of ar came from someone behind him. Shadowy
forms gathered amid the haze and digtortion. Paull
felt something touch himindde.

Suddenly the shadows above the chauka came
together and a creature emerged. Paul watched,
unable to move. The creature swayed gently back
and forth- above the chauka. It wasn't at dl like
Lord Tern, but instead had the appearance of the
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conethat was engraved on the silver disk. An
appendage on the bottom resembled a giant, flat-
tened starfish. The entire body was covered with
light brown fur.

Then something in the room changed. Paul took
an involuntary step backward. Pressure was build-
ingingdehim.

Daddy ..

The pressure heightened and became a strong
sensation of awarenessinsde his head. He covered
his earswith his hands, but the voice penetrated

deep into him.
Daddy . ..

Through the darkness he fdt acalming touch. He
reached out to pull it close.

The drength of the child.

Time passed. Shadowsflitted through him, and
he was aware of exterior sounds and movement,
but he couldn't bring the presencein. He didn't
want to bring it in.

Redity lurched.

He became aware of light filtering through his
closed eydids, of cool air on hisface and of
something solid behind his back.

He drew in ashuddering breath and opened his
eyes. At first nothing made sense: the circular room
littered with rubble, thick vines creeping acrossthe



floor and up the broken walls, the oddly shaped
pedestals. Then hiseyesfound Selmer and Karyn
where they stood againg thewall, blinking around
asif roused from a deep deep. Seeing them brought
back asense of redlity.

With afeding of dread, Paul forced himsdf to
ook toward the middle of the room. The air above
the chaukawas ill.

"She'sgone," Doriand said quietly.

Paul tried to speak, and instead coughed to clear
the drying raspness of histhroat. "She?' Hewas
having trouble concentrating on Dorland's words.
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"Femde, yes," Dorland said. " She gave me her
name, but | couldn't get it right. Shewas hereonly a
few minutes, then she. . . faded away. | don't

know why. Shetalked to me. | couldn't understand
much of what she said, but there's no doubt she's

Td Tahir."

Paul tried again to get histhoughtsin order. She's
Td Tahir. That made no sense. Lord Tern certainly
did not resemble aman, but &t least he had two legs
and two functioning arms and a head that looked
somewhat humanoid. The cresture that had stood
swaying above the chauka had none of those things.

One part of what Dorland had said somehow
struck him as even more implausible than the ret.

"Y ou talked to her?'

Dorland nodded.

"l didn't—"

"Y ou and the others blacked out. Shetried to
communicate, but it was too strong for you. She
knew something was wrong, and wastrying to

overcomeit. | think she had determined away to
lessen the effect of her presence on you before she



went away."
"Butyou..."

"My training helped, somehow. The technique
Elder Jamis taught me—I was able to close off
those parts of my mind that were affected by her
communication. I've never doneit before, but it

seemed naturd "

"How long were we out?' Karyn asked.
"About ten minutes" Dorland's eyes moved

restlesdy around the room, returned to the chauka.

"That's how long she stayed.”
Paul focused his eyes on Dorland. "How do you

know shewas Td Tahir?"

"Shetold me”
"But—" Paul drew asteadying breath. "If she's

Td Tahir, then Lord Tern—"
"That'saproblem." Dorland didn't seem too

concerned. He looked down at his hand, and Paul
redized he held the Godstone. The silver disk had
been the key after dl. // 'slike apublic commset: you
put in your udit card and make your cdll.

"WEell haveto ask her about Lord Tern,”
Dorland went on. "'I'm sure she can help usfind a
way to stiop High Elder Brill and Lord Tern.”

"She'lsgone,” Paul pointed out.

"We can bring her back with the Godstone,”
Dorland said. He hdd up the disk in hishand. "Her
Godstone."

Paul stared at him. "How can you be so sure she
can help us after aten-minute chat?"

"It'sjust a... feding | got." Dorland turned

back to the chauka. "Sheisn't dangerous. She
doesn't want to hurt anybody. Surely you could fed
thet."

The creature hadn't looked dangerous, Paul had



to admit. While Lord Tern's appearance suggested
that he was built for speed and strength, this
cresture looked amost planted in place. Those
thin, dangling upper limbs and the cone-shaped
body madeit look anything but aggressive. And
thiscreaturehad . . . fdlt differentinsgde. Thedien
sensation that had crawled through Paul from Lord
Tern had beenicy cold. Thistime the fedling had
not been exactly comfortable, but neither had it
been terribly unplessant.

"You redly think she can help us?* Karyn asked.
"I'msureof it."

Karyn's eyeswent again to the chauka "Then |
think we should call her back if we can.”

"Me, too," Selmer agreed.
Paul knew it would be pointlessto argue. "Well
let Dorland do it donethistime. It doesn't bother

him. Therest of us can wait outsde."

"| think you should stay," Dorland said. "She
wants to spesk to you, too."

"After what happened?| don't—"
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" She understands now that you're vulnerable.

Shell be more careful.”
Paul laughed harshly. "I suppose shetold you

that, too."

"V es"

Paul gave up. He braced himsdlf againgt thewall
and said, "Go ahead.”

Dorland eagerly turned back to the chauka and
touched the disk to the rod. The snap\ came again,



and the haze formed above the dish. Shadows
twisted. Then the creature began to take shape, and
amoment later good facing them. Paul redlized

that the conelike body had depressions and bulges
all over it, and cavities he didn't want to ook at too
closaly. Therewas no clothing that he could dis-
cern, nor ornamentation of any kind.

Hewinced ashefdt atentativetinglein his
mind, then adrawing away.

She'sbeing careful thistime, he thought.

A flap near the top of the cone drew open.
Something came out of it on two flexible tendons

and wavered toward Paul.
"Shewants you to step closer,” Dorland said

quigtly.

Thetingle was back, but thistime Paul felt an
odd sensation with it. A sense of beckoning. He
ressted, and felt awarm rush of ... affection?

Hedid not fed danger. He drew a steadying

bresth and forced himsdlf to step forward until his
shinswere touching the edge of the dish. He saw
now that the cresture's extended tendons flared
dightly at theendsinto smal round nubs of tissue.
He stood rigid while the two nubs hovered around
hisface. They passed by his eyes, then withdrew to
perch together under the closed flap.

The pressure began to grow again in hismind. He
flinched, and the feding ingtantly withdrew to
hover at the, edge of awarenesslike abarely heard
sound. It was dien, but nothing like the caged

hatred hed fdt from Lord Tern. Thiswas camer,
amogt soothing.

"She'strying to communicate,” Dorland said.
"She's. . . aking—" He shook his head and
looked up at the cresture. "1 logt it."

Paul thought: We've rubbed the magic lantern,
and we have our genie. Now if we could only talk to
it. ..

Something touched hismind again. Hefdt an



unmistakable sense of gender. There was nothing
about the creature's physical appearance to suggest
that Dorland wasright, but somehow Paul knew he
was. The creature wasfemde.

Hefdt another wavering impression:

* (’))*

Then something €l se came—amost a sound, but
very vague. He cocked his head, listening.

*Kraith*

It was asound, but it registered in Paul's mind

even though he knew his ears had not picked it up.
The single word was accompanied by afeding of—
Paul frowned. Acceptance? He glanced at Dorland,
and could see that Dorland had fdlt it, too. Some-
thing familiar, like meeting aclosefriend after a

long separation.

*Krdith (?)*

Dorland and Paul looked at each other.
"Her name?" Paul suggested.

"I'm not sure" Dorland said. "'l think she's
asking aquestion.”

Paul redlized heéd fdlt it, too. A query. "Maybe
she wants to know who we are."

*Kralith (7)*

"I don't think s0," Karyn said, speaking for the
first time. Her voice was steady but strained. She
did not step closer to the chauka. "It fedls. . .
different from a question about aname.”

"| wonder—" Dorland began. Then something
else came through:
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*Eh-hli-seph-eh*
A feding of belonging came with that.
"eThat's her name," Karyn said.

Paul knew indinctively that she wasright. How
did | /enow? Animpression, but solid enough to
make him certain. He redlized then that what came
to his mind was more than sounds.

*Eh-hli-seph-eh*

Paul tried to repeat the word aoud but found
that he couldn't get his human tongue around it.

"Blli," Dorland said.

The creature's sensor nubs moved back and
forth. Dorland pointed at the creature. "Elli."

"eEh-hli*

"Close enough,” Dorland said. He hitched him-
self up onto one of the pedestals. "L et's get to
work."

Chapter Fifteen
THE PROCESS OF COMMUNICATION WASN'T EASY.

At firg Elli'sthoughts camein fragments thet

didn't dwaysfit together. Sorting the fragments
mentally and fitting them back together sometimes
led to arough understanding of what she wastrying
to get across. For Paul, the experience was amost
like adream that skipped randomly from sceneto
scene, and the reward for findly getting it right was
adwaysthe same: an immediate rush of warmth and
affection.

After an hour of trid and error, Elli'sthoughts
began to come through more clearly, asif she had
learned how to focus them more effectively on the
humans. By that time she was adding Basic words
and phrases to the concepts. Paul wasn't sure
whether she had actudly learned the language that
quickly from speaking with them, or if instead his
own mind was somehow dealing with her thought
projections by doing its own trandation. The min-
gling of Basic and conceptua thought made under-



gtanding come more easily, but it was not entirely
comfortable. It was asif the words reached one part
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of Paul's brain and the projected concepts reached
another. Pulling the two together required an effort
that made his nerves stand on end. In addition to
that, the concepts still were not away's sequenced
or ordered in away that made sense in human

terms.

During that first hour they discovered two funda-
menta principles of Elli's communicative process.
Fird, they learned that she could understand them
only if they spoke doud. They could not pro-

ject their thoughts directly to her as she project-
ed to them. Second, they found that Elli's com-
munication reached exactly to the outer ring

of pedestals. One step beyond that point and her
thoughts were abruptly cut off. Therewasno
way for them to know if that was by design or coinci-
dence.

But even though Paul and Dorland learned how
to communicate more effectivey with Elli, they
hadn't made any real progressin getting useful
information from her, and after three hours, Paul
was beginning to fed thetingle of anxiety.

Now Dorland had come back to a subject they
had touched on severd times. The question he
asked was smple enough:

"Whereareyou?'

Elli'sreply wasavariation of the one shed given
each time he asked the question:

*En-hli (negative)——(?*

Asfar as Dorland and Paul had been ableto
determine, shewas Smply saying that shedidn't



understand the question. Paul wasn't even sureif
the question was important. They had tested his
observation about Lord Tern by placing one of the
light globes behind Elli. Paul wasn't surprised to
find that the globe wasfaintly visble through her
body. That reinforced his belief that her image was
being tranamitted from someplace e e, but it

didn't answer the question of where.
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Dorland asked the question again and got the
same vague response. Then he gave up and tried
another mgjor question they had tossed back and
forth severd times:

"Tdl uswhat you know about Lord Tern."
"Recognition) (Nontouch/nonyouth) Eh-hli (un-
pleasantness)*

Again, avariation of the response she had given
each time Lord Tern's name was mentioned. It was
clear that Elli knew of him, or of otherslike
him—but she didn't want to talk about him.

"Thisisimportant,” Paul said, leaning forward
closer to Elli. "We have to know about Lord
Ten—"

The sensation of an enormous sigh swept out
from Elli and over Paull.

*|t can——Eh-hli struggleswith the limitation
of your (speak/think) emotional breath— (Confu-
son)*

"Y ou can say that again,” Paul muttered.

*Y ou know (share) many——in the group
(home)——. Eh-hli (?) young (group/touch)*

"Group/touch,” Dorland repeated thoughtfully.
She had used the term often, but never in away that
madeit clear what she meant.

*"(Group/touch) kralith (Y outh) Eh-hli (?)*
Kraith. It came through as a sound that was
clearly the Td Tahir word for what she wastrying
to get across. It cameto Paul as an unmistakable



feding of warmth and acceptance from agroup of
friends. More than acceptance—jprotection, much
the way a secure child would fedl toward anurtur-
ing parent. Paul felt the entire sensation in the
gpace of an ingtant, fitted in among the other
concepts that were just as clear and as brief.

"Elli iskraithT Dorland asked.

*(Confusion) kralith (group/touch)*
Suddenly Elli blurred and disappeared, and from
the chauka came a crackling sound like the dis-
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charge of dectricity. Dorland dipped the disk out
of his pocket and touched it to the end of therod.
The device snapped, then began the process of
resurrecting Elli. They had gone through this proce-
dure severa times before it occurred to Paul to
timethelength of her stay. Theinterval wasadways
the same—just over twelve minutes before she
would disappear. But the silver disk aways brought
her back, and she and Dorland continued with
their conversation asif there had been no interrup-
tion.

Paul found himsdf wondering: Why isshe 0
willing to come every time Dorland cals heri
Motives—first Lord Tern'sand now Elli's. What
were they getting out of thisrdationship with

humans?

He turned and walked among the pedestalsto the
doorway for some fresh air. The sounds of voices
from the roof filtered down the stairway behind
him. Karyn had gone up to the roof to join Jacque
two hours ago. Paul was sure that she would be
pressing to return to the cave before long. She had
lost contact with Sabastian and wasn't sureif they
had gone outside the range of the fartalker or if
something had happened at the camp.

He turned back to the chamber.
*(Youth) Kralith*

Paul caught afleeting impression other meaning.



Dorland had fdt it, too.
"Y ou want to know about our . . . children?' he

asked.
*(1) (Acceptance) (Group/touch)*

"They aren't here," Dorland answered, watching
her intently. He waved a hand out toward the
village of Fairhope. "There are children out there.

None here."

*(?) Kraith (Y outh, group/touch) (Acceptance)*
"What istheimportance of the children?"
Dorland asked.
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That didn't get through; the fedling of confusion
came back, tickling Paul'smind.

"The youth you speak of," Dorland said patient-
ly. "The children—who are they?"

* (Y outh) kralith (Group/touch) Eh-hli (confu-
son)*

Paul shook hishead. "We aren't getting any-
where"

"Wehaveto keep trying,” Dorland said. "The
key ishere. Theyoung are specia to the Td Tahir.
She keeps coming back to that."

"We aready knew the young were important.
Even the arkies had |earned that much. But how
can we use that against Lord Tern and High Elder
Brill?"

"] don't know," Dorland admitted.

*Eh-hli (query) why (Dorland/Paul) not fed
kralith (group) home*

Dorland/Paul. That was another concept Elli had
garted using, and it wasthe strangest for Paul. The
feding camethrough asa brief menta image that
clearly encompassed both men. Paul wasn't sureif



she was confused about their individudity or if she
somehow grouped them together as she became
more familiar with them. He was reminded un-
comfortably of theway he and Dorland had been
joined inthetemple.

"We got trouble.”

Paul turned around to find Jacque standing in the
doorway.

[ "Something's happening over by thetemple” he
| said. "Looks like they've brought somebody to the
wadl."

Paul followed him out the door and up the

narrow stairway. Selmer and Karyn crouched at the
edge of the crumbling roof. Karyn stared through
the binoculars, her mouth set in ahard line. She
handed the binoculars to Paul.

"They've got Sabadtian,” she said tersdly.
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"They're putting him on thewall. Lookslike
they're getting ready for a public execution.”

Paul could see people streaming adong the road-
ways toward the temple. He focused the binoculars
on theraised section of wall behind thetemple. The
bodies from the day before had been removed. Two
white-robed deacons held aman up against the wall
while another bound hiswriststo protruding pegs.

"Areyou sureit's Sabagtian?"

"Y es. Well have to go after him." She had
aready begun cinching up her pouch.

"That's exactly what High Elder Brill wantsusto

do."
"Then well give himwhat hewants" Karyn sad

savagdly.



Ten minutes | ater they weremoving a afast jog
through the tubeway. Jacque and Karyn were in the
lead, and Paul and Selmer struggled to keep up.
Paul had convinced Dorland to stay in the building
at theriver and continue his effortsto get useful
information from Elli.

Karyn was adamant that they reach Sabastian as
quickly as possible, and they hadn't taken the time
to work out a plan. According to her, the execution
would probably take place at sunset, barely an hour
away. They would have to assess the situation and
figure out what to do after they reached the temple.

Karyn caled ahat at one of the tubeway inter-
sections.

"Thisisas close aswe can get to the temple,” she
sad. "Once we're on the ground, well follow
what'sleft of Tube Threetill it runsinto one of the
roads from Fairhope. | have an idea of how to work
it." Shetilted her head toward Jacque. "You and |
will mingle with the crowd and get asclose aswe
can to Sabagtian." Sheturned to Selmer. "Y ou and
Paul stay back by one of the gates so you can get out
fast. When werein postion, cregste adiversion.

Jacque and | will cut Sabastian down and take him
over thewdl behind thetemple.”

"What kind of diverson?'

Shewaved ahand. "Think of something. WEell
only need afew minutes”

"Will that be enough?' Paul asked. "The dea-
conswill bewaiting for usto try something like
that."

"Of coursethey will. Soyou'l haveto createa

very good diverson." Her eyes went back to Selmer.
"Thereésabig crowd out there and only afew
deacons and Sons. Therest must bein aprayer
meeting or something. Try to keep your eyeson
them, and put as much distance as you can between
yoursdf and them when you make your move.

Leave yoursdf enough timeto get away. Whenit's
over, head back to theriver. Don't try to find us,

just get back whatever way seems best."



Selmer nodded, but Karyn was dready on her
way up the rope ladder to the platform.

They descended from the spiral tube into an area
of rubble and heavy vegetation. Off to theright
Paul could see the curved spire of the temple.

Within afew minutesthey had worked their way
through the vegetation under the tube until they
reached aroadway that was crowded with people.
They crouched in the brush, then, one by one,
merged into the crowd.

Paul wasthe last to leave the cover of vegetation,
and as he stepped up onto the roadway he suddenly
became aware of aweight in his pocket. He checked
with his hand and felt around disk. A Godstone?

He remembered the disk he had taken from Selmer
when they'd first found them in the building by the
river. At some point he must have unconscioudy
dropped it into his pocket.

If they catch me and find that disk. . .

He refused to let that thought go any farther.
Trying to keep hisjangling nerves under control, he
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followed Sdmer when Jacque and Karyn angled of f
toward the God Wall.

Paul and Selmer worked their way dong the
perimeter of the courtyard. The people from
Fairhope were strangdly quiet—Paul could hear
only afew low murmurs among the sounds of
shuffling feet. None of them |looked particularly
happy to be here. Paul caught a glimpse of ayoung
boy in agold-and-scarlet uniform afew meters
away. He averted hisface and hurried past.

He realized Sdmer was edging over toward an



open gate. Past the gate Paul could see anarrow
roadway and crumbled ruins. With luck, heand
Selmer should be able to carry out their task, then
lose themsdlvesin the ruinslong enough to reach
the access port to David's Tube.

He stopped beside alow stone bench and turned
to look toward the wall. After amoment he spotted
Jacque and Karyn in the crowd near the place
where Sabastian hung in the straps.

Paul felt something touch hisarm and jerked

around.
"Easy," Sdmer said softly. "Do you have anidea

for adiverson?"

Paul stared at him. "Don't you?"
The blank look on Selmer's face was answer

enough.

Paul looked again at the God Wall. They had
rushed into this, and now hisworst fears were
redized. They had to do something, but they didn't
have aplan. He knew they didn't have muchtime; a
row of deaconswas aready beginning to formin

front of thetemple.

Asheturned back to Selmer, he bumped into a
woman in agray shawl. He murmured an apology.
She gave him awary look, then another. She was
tall and thin, with a beaked nose punctuating a
suspicious-looking face.

Then Paul suddenly redlized how he could creste
adiverson. A very good diversion, Karyn had said.

He touched Selmer's elbow and whispered,
"Back meup."

Salmer nodded. Paul thrugt his hand into his
pocket and pulled out the round disk. The woman
in the gray shawl stood only a short distance away,
dill eyeing him warily. He opened his hand to show
her the disk.

The reaction wasimmediate. Her eyes widened
and her mouth dropped open. The blood drained



from her face. She took a stumbling step backward,
her lipsworking soundlesdy. Then she got her
breath and released a piercing scream.

A surprised murmur broke out around them.

"It's the GodstoneF- aman yelled. It took Paul a
moment to realize the voice belonged to Selmer
Ogram. Hethrust the silver disk high up for others
to see. A space widened around him. Another man
shouted. Paul glanced back at the God Wall and
saw that Karyn and Jacque had moved into posi-
tion in front of Sabastian. Severa boysin gold and
scarlet were close to them, craning their necks
toward the commotion at the gate.

But Paul could seethat he would have to buy

Karyn and Jacque more time. The low stone bench
beside the path gave him what he needed. Whilethe
woman in the gray shawl was il trying to collect
her breath, Paul stepped up on the bench and held
up the disk.

"People of Clarion!" He had to shout to be heard
above the increasing murmurs of the crowd.
"Therésanew way coming. A new way\" He
conscioudy tried to put power and authority into
his voice, speaking thefirst wordsthat cameto his
mind. More heads turned. Severd of the uniformed
boys near the wall began pushing their way through
the crowd. Just afew more minutes. "Lord Tern
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cameto melast night! He gave methe holy
Godstone, and a message to pass along to his
children!" He turned the disk back and forth so the
dlver face would catch and reflect the sun. The
murmurs died away as the people around him
sared at the disk. The uniformed boyswere closer.
Heknew he couldn't et them get within dart-gun

range.



"The message means freedom from tyranny and
fear! Thefreedomisfor you!" He cast another
frantic glance toward the wall. Jacque and Karyn
were working at the straps that held Sabadtian's
ankles. The deaconsin front of thetemplere-
mained where they were, but their eyeswere on
Paul. He thrust the disk out toward them.

"Lord Tern told me the old ways are gone\ He
wants anew erato begin! An eraof peaceF The
ankle straps were free now. Jacque supported
Sabadtian while Karyn cut at the wrist straps.
"Lord Tern wantsdl his children to know that High
Elder Brill hastwisted the sacred revelationsto his
own advantage—" A dart sang past hisright ear.
Sdmer yanked on hisarm and he hdf fdll from the
bench.

"The gate\"' Semer hissed.

Paul risked afina glance toward the God Wall.
Sabastian was on the ground now, hisarm around
Jacque's shoulders. The three of them were pushing
their way toward the back wall.

Then Paul became aware of anew commotion
surfacing above the genera confusion. Shouts,
screams—and above those human sounds he heard
the roar of apowerful engine. Slmer was beside
him, pulling desperately at hisarm.

"It'safloater!™

A large vehicle swept around the corner of the
temple, carried on acushion of air with itsfans
roaring. Paul stared at it for amoment before he
redlized it was an ancient Guard combat car. The

crowd scattered as the car bore down on Karyn and
Jacque. Paul redlized in aflash that thiswas what
High Elder Brill had planned dl dong. Brill knew
they would try to free Sabastian, so he'd purposaly
kept his deacons and Sons out of the way long
enough for them to get into the courtyard. He had
kept the car concealed until he knew they were
trapped. Thiswould be his triumph. He could get

rid of the heretics with such a show of power that
the people of Fairhope would see the futility of ever

going againg him.

Asthe car neared thewall, it began firing streams



of pelletsfrom gunsjust above the skirts. Even
from this distance Paul could see a spray of blood
as several men and women screamed and went
down. The car careened wildly as people scattered.
Karyn and Jacque huddled againgt the wall with
Sabadtian between them. Paul watched helplesdy.

Then another sound broke through the screams
and the roar of the car'sfans. Paul's head jerked up
asthe high-pitched whine intensfied, and adeek
black craft swept over the temple. Paul caught a
glimpse of fore and aft drive webs. A streamship\
Before he had time to absorb the significance of
that, another flash followed from the distant moun-
tain peaks. It resolved quickly into another stream-
er that was silver, and smdler than thefirst. It
looped back to follow the black craft with green
lightning snapping from itsnose. Acrossitsfusdage
was a crosshatch design in bold blue—the emblem
of the Fringe Alliance.

The combat car ground to a stop, and activity on
the ground ceased as the two streamers flitted about
intheair likelethd butterflies. They screamed
upward inavertica climb with the gun till blazing
from the nose of the Alliance streamship. The black
craft had been dodging the energy bolts with uncan-
ny precison. Now it suddenly flipped wing-for-
wing and dropped toward the ground. The Alliance
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craft shot padt it with stasisjets screaming in
protest. The pilot must have redized his mistake
instantly. He began a desperate loop to the left, but
by that time the black craft was directly behind
him. A single bolt of energy snapped from its nose
cannon, and the slver craft exploded in awhite
flash. Debris began to settle down into thefar sde
of the city.

It had all happened in the space of aminute. The
people around Paul stared upward, stunned into
slence.

The black craft looped back and dropped toward
thetemple. It hovered erraticdly, its tassengines
duttering. Then Paul saw something thet gave him



another jolt: thefive-circle UNSA logo was embla
zoned behind its subby wings.

"It must have taken ahit," Sdmer said.

Suddenly the combat car churned back into
motion and roared down the side of the temple
building. The big gun on thetop lifted. Something
streaked toward the black streamship. Part of a
stubby wing sheared free, and the craft's stasis
enginesroared. A narrow beam lanced down into
the cockpit of the combat car. The front of the car
lifted momentarily; then it crashed to the ground
and the engine roar died.

The streamship did sideways and dropped an-
other few meters. Someone in the crowd yelled, and
anew panic set in as people pushed back to clear a
placefor the craft. It came down onits strutswith a
hard thump, bringing up apdl of dust. The canopy
swung open and aman in black fatigues jumped to
the ground, followed by afaint wisp of smoke. He
barely had time to regain his balance before one of
the deacons near thewall fired a dart that narrowly
missed him. The man stopped and stared at the
white-robed deacon, then had to duck astwo more
darts flew toward him. He dived for cover behind
oneof biscraft'slanding struts.

Paul craned his neck to look over the crowd and
saw Jacque and Karyn gtill huddled againgt the
back wall with Sabastian.

"Let'sget out of herel"” Sdmer hissed in hisear,
tugging a hisarm.

"Wait." Paul looked toward the grounded
streamship. The deacons and severd uniformed
boys were converging on the man behind the land-
ing srut.

"Cmon," Paul said, and began pushing hisway
through the crowd.

"eWait!" Sdmer caught up with him. "Whéat are
you doing?"

"He saved our lives. We can't leave him there"

He and Selmer had nearly passed the grounded
combat car when one of the deacons saw them. He



yelled, and severd of them began running toward
Paul and Semer. Paul pulled Selmer around be-
hind the combat car. Theidling engine rumbled
fantly.

"Now what?' Samer yelled. "Lord, we've had
i—"

With the deacons attention on Paul and Selmer,
the man behind the landing strut broke from cover
and zigzagged across the courtyard toward them.
The deacons and Sons were having trouble pushing
their way through the panicky crowd, and Paull
knew they would reach the car afew paces behind
the man in the black fatigues.

The man was yelling something as he ap-
proached, and when he got closer, Paul recognized
him. Erich Frakes.

"Getin!" Frakesyeled, dready pulling himsdf

up over the car'sfan skirts. Paul followed and fell
into the cockpit beside Frakes. The driver wasa
husk of carbon. Frakes grasped the charred body
and threw it over the Sde, then did into the driver's
seet. Paul managed to pull himsdlf into the seat
beside him, gagging at the stink of blood and hot
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metal. Semer crowded onto the narrow rear bench,
cursng loudly.

Frakes worked the hand controls and the fans
roared. The car vibrated, then lifted with ajerk. A
comer touched down with ashrill grinding and
rocks flew out from under the skirts. Frakes gunned
the engine and the fansroared again. The car
shuddered, then dammed unexpectedly sideways
into the temple, ripping off acorner of the building.

"Back there!" Paul ydled, pointing. "Thethree

people a the wdl—"



The car's vidscreens were out. Frakes half lifted
himsdf to see through the hatchway. Fighting the
controls, he brought the car around and headed it
toward the back wall. He dammed through the
corner of adormitory, then grounded the car
beside thewall. Jacque climbed up over the skirts,
half carrying Sabagtian. Paul stood and reached out
to take Sabastian'sarms and helped him into the
back. Jacque climbed insde, and Karynfdl into
the seat besde him, breathing hard, eyesflaring.
"Get usout of herel” she rasped.

The fans screamed again asthe car lifted and
swung around. It plowed into thewall and wal-
lowed briefly as Frakes fed more power to the
forward fans, lifting the front of the car up over the
debris. Then the car was careening wildly acrossthe
wide expanse of lawn behind the temple.

Chapter Sixteen
"WATCH OUT!" PAUL YELLED.

Frakes jammed afoot on the fan control ped-

als. The car snapped off atree asthick asaman's
wast, then rammed sidewaysinto ahaf-falen
domed structure. Pink debris rained through the
open hatchway as the car tore through, fans scream-

ing.

"] can't seel" Frakes roared. " Get the damned
creenson!™

"I'mtrying!" Paul yeled back, punching franti-

caly at the console's vidscreen controls. Frakes
couldn't control the car at the sametime hewas
trying to see through the hatchway. Besidesthe
vidscreens, the only other view to the outsde was
through asingle narrow dit that was positioned in
front of Paul's seat. It was obvioudy meant to give a
view around the skirtsfor the antipersonnd gun-

ner, but was of no use when it cameto steering the
massvevehicle

"Totheleft!" Paul yelled. Frakes ssomped on the

peda and the car veered ponderoudy, skidding
Sdeways through a pile of brownish-red rubble.
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The fans shrieked as they chewed through stone,
and Paul was nearly thrown from his seat. He had
spotted aroadway over there. If they could reach

that-
Then he hit upon the right combination of keys,
and the central screen flickered into life.

"Ah," Frakessaid with relief.

"Over there." Paul pointed to the starboard
screen. 'l sav—"

"| got it spotted,” Frakes said. They crashed
through heavy vegetation, then shot acrossthe
roadway and plowed into agrove of dender trees.
Frakes muttered under his breath, then got the fans
swiveled around and the car turned back to the
road. He brought the car to a stop and hovered,
garing at the vidscreens. "Which way?"

"Left," Paul said.

The car jerked forward, shuddering over the low
ridge that bordered the road. The fans churned
rocks and dust. Then the car swung around and
headed down the road, weaving unsteadily from

ddeto sde.

Paul got the rest of the vidscreenson at last so the
bank above the weapons board gave afull three-
sxty view. Asfar as he could see, therewas no
pursuit. But the semview screen gave evidence of
the cloud of dust boiling up behind them. That
would be more than enough to give the deacons and
Sons at thetempletheir generd direction.

"What wasthat al about?' Frakes asked, jerking
athumb back toward the temple. "Quite afree-for-
al”

"Well talk about it later,” Paul said. Frakeshad a
few answersto give, too. But for now Paul wanted
to concentrate on reaching the building at theriver.



They did over the roadway, blasting through the
rubble from collgpsed domes and vegetation that
grew up through the pavement. Twice Frakes had to

steer the car off the road and pick hisway around
sections of tube that blocked it.

Theroad began doping downhill afew minutes
before they saw the glimmer of water on the
forward screen. The car passed over asmall stream
that had branched off from the river. Theroad
ended abruptly at asolid wall of treesand brush,
and the car shuddered to a stop.

"Turnright,” Karyn cdled from the back. " Stay
ascloseto theriver asyou can."

Frakes turned the car and began easing it through
the heavy growth of trees and underbrush. Paul
watched the vidscreens, and within afew minutes
he saw the broken spire thrusting up above the
trees. He pointed it out, and Frakes guided the car
toward the building. The fans got bogged downin
heavy growth when they were dtill fifty meters

away.

"Close enough,” Paul yelled above the roaring
engine. "Shut it off."

Frakes experimented briefly with the controls;

then the engine wound down abruptly and the car
crashed to the ground.

"Oy!" Jacque muttered from the back.

Paul |et out his breath and turned around in his
Sedt. "Everyone okay?'

Karyn and Sabastian had been thrown together
into one corner of the back seat. Sabagtian's face
was gray, but his eyeswere open and clear.

"Where's Olaf?" Karyn asked.
"Dead," Sabagtian answered.
She drew aquick breath and started to say

something, then changed her mind. Her eyes went
to Erich Frakes. "Is he with the Fringe Alliance?’



Paul shook hishead. "UNSA."
"Doesthat mean we can trust him?'
"| doubt it."

Frakes began to make a sound of protest, but
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Karynignored him. "Then well keep an eyeon
him. Let'sgetindde.”

Jacque was picking himsdlf up off thefloor.
"Look what | found!" He held up along-barreled
carbine in one hand. "More goodies down here,
too. Let'sget 'em out, Selmer.”

By the time Paul and Erich Frakes had helped
Sabastian out of the car, Selmer and Jacque each
had armfuls of weaponsthey'd found in the car's
rear storage compartment.

"Sothereredly isacity,” Frakes said with atrace
of awe.

"Let'sget indde," Paul said. Hewaited for
Frakesto go firgt, then ducked through the arched
entrance. The scenein theinner chamber was
exactly asthey had left it: Dorland sat on the
pedestal, and Elli stood above the chauka.
Sabastian and Karyn had stopped just beyond the
door.

Dorland heard them and looked around.

"What the hdll?' said Erich Frakes. Hewas
daing a Elli.

"Td Tahir," Paul supplied. While Karynfilled
Dorland in on what had-happened at the temple,



Paul pulled Frakes back through the archway. Now
that he knew Dorland was safe, he wanted to get
some answers from Frakes. "How did you find us?'

"I followed him here." Frakes couldn't take his
eyesoff thefigure of Elli swaying above the chauka
If she noticed that others had comeinto the room,
shegavenosgnof it.

"Followed who here?' Paul prompted.
"Oneof Maiar's agents.”

Paul fet achill dong hisspine. Wasthe Fringe
Alliancethat closeto finding Clarion?"Comeon,
Frakes, tell me what happened.”

Frakes|ooked a him, then cleared his throat.
"Yeah, | guess| should. | got word about that
Fringe agent.” Paul recalled their discussion on the

hotel's rooftop parking pad on Fynnland—
something about a courier's message. "Wefindly

got the message decoded. It wasn't as useful aswe'd
hoped, but it gave us the name of one of Maiar's
agentswho | knew had to be involved. I've been
following him the last couple of days. When he took
his streamer out and skipped, | had to track him. |
couldn't risk caling for hep—that would've given
meavay."

"Heled you here?"

Frakes nodded. "He had the coordinates, no

doubt of that. He must have spotted me on his
scope when | broke out of the stream behind him.
Wetook potshots at each other all the way down. It
was clear he wasfollowing abeacon. It brought him
draight to this place.

" Sabre doesn't know where you are?’

Frakes shook hishead. "Likel said, | didn't get a
chanceto call back."

"Damn!” That meant they couldn't expect help
from UNSA. And if Hans Maiar had the coordi-
nates, it wouldn't be long before he sent someone
elseto Clarion.

Through the archway Paul could see that



Dorland had returned to the chauka and was again
talking to Elli. He stepped past Frakes and picked
hisway through the pedestals. As he neared
Dorland, hefdt the buzz in hismind and heard Elli

Spesking:

*Kralith (group/touch) Dorland can see——best
youth kralith*

"We haveto get out of here," Paul said to
Dorland. "The deacons and Sonswill be hereina
few minutes

Dorland's eyes|eft Elli with avisble effort and
focused on Paul. "We can't leave the chauka. |f
High Elder Brill findsit, hell destroy it."

"We don't have any choice," Paul said. "Were
running out of time—"
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"Weadready have" said Karyn, behind him.

Paul turned around. Karyn and Jacque stood in
the doorway. "They're coming. Jacque saw them
about hafway from the temple. They'd spot us
before we ever reached the tubes.”

*Tem kralith (unpleasant)}——(?)*
Dorland turned back to Elli. "Y es, unpleasant.
What do you know about the Tern kraithT

*Tem kralith (group/touch) nevermore——dark

edge*
"Let'smoveback," Paul said. He couldn't think

with the congtant intrusion of Elli'sthoughts.
"Wastha—7?" Frakes rubbed his head. "It

seemed like. . "
"She'stdepathic,” Paul said. "Or closetoit.” He

turned to Karyn. "If we can't reach the tubes, well
have to find another way out of here."



"Thereisn't another way out,” Karyn said.
"Anyway, we have abigger problem.”

"They're bringing another floater,” Jacque said.
"It get herefirgt. With that big gun, it'll pound
thisold building to pieces.”

"And knives and asingle burp gun won't sopit,"
Karyn pointed out.

"What's afloater?' Frakes wanted to know.
"Combat car," Paul answered.
"Like the one we commandeered?'

Paul nodded.

"l was afraid of that." Frakes chewed hislower
lip. Then: "Maybe another combat car can stop it.”
Paul knew immediately what he was suggesting.

"Canyou doit?'

"l cangiveitatry," Frakessaid. "But therésno
way I'll be able to drive and shoot at the same
time"

It took Frakes afew minutesto get the combat
car's engines sarted, then afew more to maneuver
it a hundred meters down the narrow road to the
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intersection of the broader roadway that led from
the temple. From the building's roof they had
verified that thiswas the most likely route the other
car would take.

Paul gripped the arms of his seat asthe car

bucked and roared. Frakeswas positioningitina
way that would alow him to turn quickly if he hed
to and head down the other roadway on aparalldl
course with theriver. He was hoping to get thefirst
strike and disable the other car before they were
spotted, but if that didn't work they might need a
fast way out.

After theroar of the fanshad died downto an
idle, Frakeslooked over at the weapons board and
sad, "Got it figured out?'



"l think s0." Paul had taken afew minutesto sort
out the panel aswell as he could. His early Guard
training was enough to give him someidea.of how
the car's weapons system had been designed. The
primary armament consisted of a heavy, swive-
mounted cannon to fire forward over the haichway,
and smilar guns, aso swivel-mounted, on each
Sdeto cover theflanks and rear. The antipersonnel
nozzles were lower down near the skirts. The
controls for the weapons seemed straightforward
enough, although Paul wouldn't be sure held gotten
them clear in hismind until thetime cameto use
them.

"Now that were here," Frakes said, "maybe you
can give me an ideaof who we're up againgt.”

"Deacpns,” Paul answered. "And Sons of God."

Frakes hunched down into a more comfortable
position in the driver's seet. "They're part of the
Holy Order?’

Paul hegitated, then decided Frakes had earned a
right to know whom he wasfighting. He kept his
sentences brief and to the point, and got through
hisexplanation in afew minutes.

When he finished, Frakes jerked athumb toward
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the building on theriverbank. "That thing | saw
wasaTd Tahir?'

"We haven't been ableto find out for sure.
Communicating with her isalittle difficult—"

Then Paul's attention went to the forward
vidscreen, where he could see acloud of dust rising
out along the roadway. Frakes saw it, too, and fell
dlent. A few minutes|ater Paul heard adistant

roar, and the combat car came swaying down the
narrow road. It passed over the small stream, fans
blagting itssurfaceinto afine migt.

"Get the big oneready,” Frakes said.



The cannon had no automatic aming mecha

nism. Paul sighted the other car in the cross hairs,
then pressed the orange bar. The car bucked, and a
missile exploded in front of the other car, throwing
up rocks and dirt.

"Damn!" Frakes muttered.

The combat car came to an abrupt hat, and the
cannon swiveled around. The muzzle blossomed
orange light. The building beside Paul and Frakes
exploded into pink fragments. Paul used the double
handgrips to steady the gun while he watched the
targeting cross hairs. He hit the orange bar again.
Dust and reddish-brown stone erupted afew me-
ters behind the other car.

"| takeit you didn't get too many ribbons on the
gunnery range," Frakes observed.

The other car wallowed asif the driver were
trying to decide what to do. Then it came straight
on down the road. Paul adjusted the range and
pressed the bar again. A tone sounded from the
wegpons board. A telltale glowed red.

"Any ideawhat that means?’ heydled.
"No, but | don't like it—"

The car shuddered from aglancing blow. The
vidscreens blanked, then came back on. Paul lined
up the cannon and pressed the bar again, but
nothing happened. It was clear now that the cannon
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had elther jammed or was out of ammunition.
There was no time to figure out what to do about it.

Frakes had already reached the same conclusion.
The fans screamed to life as he backed the car
around behind a collgpsed domed structure, then
roared off dong the road on a course following the
river. On the aft vidscreen, Paul could see the other
car turning duggishly to come after them. Light
flashed from the nose cannon. Frakes did around a
corner onto another road, pulverizing a domed



sructure. Debrisflew al around them. Thecar
took ahit and skidded around in ahalf circle.
When Frakes jammed hisfoot on the pedds, a
heavy shudder ran through the car.

"Portsdefansare out!" heyelled. "Shewon't
go." The domed structure in front of them ex-
ploded in fragments, and part of it rained down
over the car. The car lurched again asthe fans
revved. Then it dammed to the ground. Frakes
cursed, dready unbuckling his harness.

"Well havetorunfor it!" heydled.

Paul knew Frakeswas right, but he also knew
they didn't have much chance of escaping that
combat car on foot.

They waited for the next blast. Asthe ground
behind the car churned into dust, Paul scrambled
through the hatchway and down over the skirts.
Frakeswas close on hishedls. A missile blossomed
againgt the sde of the car, and the concussion
dammed Frakesto the ground. He was up and
running an ingtant later. He ducked around the pile
of rubble behind which Paul had taken cover.

They waited, watching the approaching car. It
skimmed over the road, throwing up thick clouds
of dust.

"They don't know wherewe are," Frakes said,
breathing hard. The car did closer. Frakeswith-
drew ahandgun from his bdt holster and handed it
to Paul.
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"Cover me" hesaid. "If anyone sticks his head
out of that hatchway, blow it off." He had taken out
another gun, which he gripped in hisbloody hands.

"What areyou—"

But Frakes was dready scrambling up onto the
roadway. He jumped for the combat car asit did
past and pulled himsdf up over the skirts. The car
jerked to a stop and the antipersonnel nozzle
sputtered. But it was too late. Frakes reached



forward, grasped the hatchcover and yanked it
open. Hefired hisgun directly into the cockpit. The
sputtering sound of the weapon was punctuated by
ahoarse scream.

Chapter Seventeen
THE BUILDING'S ROOF WAS FLAT AND SQUARE AND

had the appearance of a sheet of reddish-brown
stone. The crumbled edges curved down to vertical
wallsthat dropped ten metersto the ground.

The spire was athick white column curving up-
ward from the center of the roof to reach a

height of twenty meters beforeit ended in ajag-
ged bresk.

Paul was on his knees near the edge of the roof,
looking out toward the roadway. By thetime he
and Erich Frakes had reached the shelter of the
building, the deacons and Sons of God who had
followed the combat car on foot were close behind
them. Even though he couldn't seethem from the
roof, Paul knew they were out there now, probably
putting their plans together. Sabastran was sure the
boyswould be the first wave of attack.

Paul shifted his gaze farther a ong the broad
roadway that led from the temple. A large crowd
had gathered there. Hundreds of them had fol-
lowed the Sons of God from the temple. They were
milling about, talking among themsalves and 100k-
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ing up at the building and the broken spire. Paull
could see more people coming down the roadway.

"Can we expect help from them?' he asked.



"Areyou kidding?' Karyn said. "They'd cut
their own throats before they would act against
Lord Tern and High Elder Brill."

"Haven't they dready done that by coming out
here?'

She shrugged. " Guess so. But | wouldn't count
onthemto bail usout.”

"Why do you think they came?" .
"Curious, probably."

Karyn and Jacque lay on their somachs at the
crumbled edge with the long-barreled carbinesthey
had taken from the combat car. Selmer Ogram and
Erich Frakes were crouched farther down toward
the comer of the building. Frakes held something
Paul didn't recognize—ashort, wide-mouthed

tube with a shoulder saddle and an oddly shaped
firing device. A brown canvas pouch lay at hisfeet.

"Grenade launcher,” Karyn explained when
Paul asked about it.

Paul et the blood drain from hisface. Welve
never had to hurt any of them, Selmer had said. But
itsonly ameatter of time.

"We think they're sonic grenades,”" Karyn went
on. "With luck, they'll only knock the kids out for a
while"

"But you aren't sure?"

Karyn shook her head. "WEell find out when we
useone”

Feding dightly sick, Paul turned and went down
the stairsto theinner chamber. Dorland paced
back and forth in front of the chaukawith his
hands clasped behind him. Elli wasin her usud
position above the chauka, swaying gently asif to
music that none of the others could hear.

"Thekraith," Dorland said, "is made up of
youth aswell asolder individuals" He spoke

dowly, asif hed just now grasped a point Elli was
trying to get across.



* (Group/touch) kraith Dorland is (acceptance)*

Paul hitched himsdf up onto the pedestd in
front of the chauka. He felt atwitchy urgency.
"Getting anywhere?'

"She gtill won't say much about Lord Tern,”
Dorland said. "But | found out one thing about
him. HEsTd Tahir."

"Heis? Then Elli—"

"She's Tal Tahir, too. The maesarealot differ-
ent from thefemdes. | couldn't get it all—it came
inaflash, and she wouldn't repest it. But my guess
isthe males evolved as the workers and the food
gatherers, while the females were more sedentary.
They probably cared for the young."

, "That'sdl you've been able to find out about
Lord Tern?"

Dorland nodded. "All shewantsto talk about is
thekralith."

"That doesn't help us. We don't even know what
itis"

"I'm getting anideaabout it," Dorland said. He
gpoke carefully, his eyesthoughtful. "It's obvious
thekra'ithisabasic part of the Td Tahir social
gructure. | think the closest human word for itis
family”

"The kralith conssts of parents and their

young?”

"Maybe. But | get theimpression there arelevels
of kraith. Onelevd isthefamily group that livesin
the domes. Anather level may be agroup of
domes—"

"A quadrant sector?'

"That'smy guess. | don't know how many levels
there are, but | know they're dl connected.”

"Onebig happy family.”

"Something likethat. Everything the Td Tahir
doisfor the common good. They never think of the
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individud." Dorland paused, and his eyes returned
to Elli, who stood silently above the chauka. She
watched them intently with the sensor nubs pulled
back againgt the flgp. "Working for the common
good iswhy the kraith exists. For the Td Tahir,
that means dedicating every action toward the
well-being of the youth.”

Y outh. So much of what they learned from Elli
came back to that.

"Wethink of thefamily rdaionship interms of
parents raising children until they're old enough to
carefor themselves," Dorland went on. "But at the
sametime, the parents have jobs and other inter-
edsoutsdethefamily. Raisng thechildrenis
handled rather casudly. To the Td Tahir, nothing is
asimportant as caring for the young." He looked
up at Paul. "Infact, the closest thingto aTd Tahir
religion istheworship of the young.”

"They ... worship theyoung?'

Dorland nodded. "They don't have external gods
like humans do. Our fear of the unknownisbasicto
us, and we created deities to give us answers and
make usfed safein our confusing environment.

But the Ta Tahir don't need that kind of security.
They know their security liesin their young. Every-
thing their race will be depends on the youth.
That'swhy the kraith is so sacred to them. Itis
where the young are reared and worshipped.”

"Did the hereticsredly have a Godstone?"
Wayne Lightfoot asked. "Therestak that—"

"Never mind thetak,” Jonny Ironfist said stern-

ly. He and Wayne were crouched behind the partial
remains of acurved domewall. Jonny had just
come from the temple, where he had received his
ordersfrom Elder Jacowicz. Confusing orders, but
Jonny was prepared to carry them out. Jonny was



nervous and—yes, he had to admit—afraid. Not
of the hereticswho waited in the strange building

by theriver or of the crowd that had gathered
behind them, but of the Holy City. The city seemed
to engulf him, and the pulse of itslife beat with the
pulse of Jonny's blood. " Some people thought they
saw the Godstone. They spread the word and
caused much confusion. Elder Jacowicz sayswe
have to cam them before they get out of control.”

"Cdm them? How?"

"Select half of the brothersand go out to talk to
the people. Try to get them to return to Fairhope.
Under no circumstances are you to let them get
closer to the heretic stronghold.” Jonny could hear
the muttering of the crowd behind him. It ssemed
to be getting louder. "Tell them that when thisis
over. High Elder Brill will cal aspecid servicea
the temple and explain everything.”

Wayne nodded and moved away to make his
Ssection.

Jonny turned his mind back to the problem at
hand. The building in which the heretics had taken
cover was on the riverbank. The vegetation and
rubble were heavy dong each side of the building.
Hewould haveto lead hisbrothers straight in, and
he knew there would be casudties.

It would be much easier if they could Smply use
apowder bomb, but Elder Jacowicz had warned
him againg that. The heretic named Dorland
Avery had to be brought back aive, and Elder
Jacowicz had asked that he be captured as quietly
as possible. The others were not to be harmed
unless absolutely necessary.

Jonny didn't know why Elder Jacowicz had
changed hismind so aoruptly. Earlier, Elder
Jacowicz had ordered that Jonny use al necessary
force to capture the heretics. Any survivors wereto
be brought directly to the God Wall.

But that had changed. Jonny didn't question
Elder Jacowicz's judgment. Lord Tern would keep
Jonny and his brothersfrom harm during the
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attack. And if Lord Tern decided to let some of
them join him beyond the Far Pegks, then he would
welcome them into hisarmswith gratitude and

they would live forever in glory with him.

Jonny turned to his squadron commanders and
began issuing hisingructions.

*Kraith. (Group/touch)*

Paul felt acceptance emanating from Elli. Then,
tentetively:

*Dorland kralith (?)*

Dorland's face tensed. " She keeps asking about
my kraith—"

A memory of Dianaand Shari cameto Paul,
shadowed by the dark concept of death. He knew
they were not images from hisown mind, but from
Dorland's. Theimages were flavored with dien
perception, and it took Paul amoment to redize
why: they weren't coming directly from Dorland,
but were ingtead being filtered through Elli.

*Krdith (paint)*

"Yes" Dorland murmured. "Pain." Hismind

was obvioudy on the past, and he seemed unaware
of the mental bridge Elli had set up. Paul and
Dorland had been linked in the sacred chamber,
too, but in amuch different way. That link was
black and ominous, bringing out the doubts both of
them felt. Elli'slink was sympathetic and suppor-
tive

*Shari kralith (worship) (Y outh/touch) (accep-
tance) (1)*

"Yes" Paul murmured. "The Dorland kralith
iS... Separated.”



Agan camethefeding of warmth and
acceptance—and aglimmer of comprehension.
Paul's eyes went to Dorland, then returned to Elli.
Hewas sure Dorland had felt it, too. Elli wastrying
to help Dorland cope with the trauma of his broken
kralith.

There arelevesof krdith, Dorland had said. One
level isthefamily group. . .

If Elli waswilling to help Dorland with his

kraith at thefamily level, maybe shewould help
with the next level. Wasit possible she hadn't been
ableto help them againgt Lord Tern smply because
they hadn't asked the right questions?

Paul formed his statement carefully:
"Doriand/Paul kralith isaso separated.”
*Krdith (separation) (1)*

"Yes," Paul said. He thought for amoment, then
added: "Y outh has been taken from our kra'ith by
Lord Tern. Can Elli help return the youth to
Dorland/Paul's kraith?"

Something changed on Elli'sface an ingant

before Paul had completed the sentence. He winced
under the backlash of horror. The flap on Elli'sface
snapped shut, then opened again.

*(Dorland/Paul) attempt to stop kra'ith (separa
tion!)*

"That'sright,” Paul said. "We want to prevent
Lord Tern from separating our kraith. We need
your help.”

*Lord Tern (destruction) kralith*

The thought was accompanied by afeding of
such revulson that Paul took an involuntary step
backward.

*Lord Tern (negative)*

Paul nodded. "Will Elli help us?'

*Eh-hli (comprehenson) Lord Tern () That is
why Eh-hli exig*



That iswhy Elli exig.

A sound likeasmall thunderclap camefrom the
roof of the building.

Chapter Eighteen
PAUL CROUCHED AT THE EDGE OF THE ROOF. AFTER

an aborted rush at the building's arched entrance,
the boys had spread out and taken cover behind
clumps of vegetation and crumbled domed struc-
tures. Severd lay sorawled on the ground. Asfar as
Paul could see, dl of them wore the gold-and-
scarlet uniforms. The deacons had apparently de-
cided not to put themsdvesin the front line of
attack.

"We used agrenade," Frakes said. "It knocked
‘em out cold."

Farther out on the roadway, the crowd from the
temple had grown to &t least two thousand people.
They milled about uneesily, asif they weretrying

to find apurpose. Paul could see many facesturned
up toward the broken spire. Uniformed boys min-
gled with them. From what Paul could see, the boys
weren't using force, dthough he was sure they were
armed. They had probably gone out there to keep
the crowd from boiling over.

"Is Dorland making any progress?* Karyn asked.

"A little," Paul replied. "Elli understandswhy we
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need help, but | don't know if shelll be ableto give
usay."



"The Sonswon't give up." Shelooked down at
the bodies on the ground below. "WEell haveto kill
them to stop them for good.”

Paul turned and went back down the steps.
Sadlmer and Jacque had positioned themselvesin
the outer corridor so they could watch the open
archway. They were armed with one grenade
launcher and a carbine. So far, none of the Sons
had come close enough for them to use ether.

Inside the chamber, Doriand was perched on the
pedestd in front of the chauka. Sabastian had
cleared a place to Sit near the back, from which he
watched and listened without comment.

Elli's communication came to Paul as he sank
down beside Doriand:

*Kra'ith (leader) Tern (negative)*

Paul felt avague, dreamlike weariness. He made
an effort to concentrate on what Elli was saying,
and tried not to think about how tired he was and
what was happening outside.

"She kegpstaking about Lord Tern asif heisthe
kraith leader," Doriand said.

"A lousy one" Paul commented.

Doriand ignored him. "I think she'strying to tell
usthat Lord Tern isleader of the Clarion kraith"

"A kralith can be an entire planet?'

"That'sthe highest level. But I'm not sure about
her definition of leader.”

*Tem (negative) kraith (nonacceptance)
(leader)*

"Wethink of aleader asagovernor, or amanag-
er," Doriand went on. "The leader of a planet—
whether he'sapresident or an emperor—oversees
planetary trade, the internal economy, military
functions—thingslikethat. But | don't think the
kralith leader isresponsible for any of that."

"What does he do, then?"



"Heimparts hisemotiona ingghtsto the others
inthekraith"

"Emationd ingghts?"

Doriand nodded. Then he nodded again asif

hed thought of something ese. "That would go
aong with the socid orientation of the kraith. The
members support one another emotiondly.”

*Lord Tern (negative) kraith. Kraith (members)
follow him as (leader)*

Paul fidgeted. The sensation that he heard the
words without hearing was beginning to grate on
him.

"She's saying the only way to stop Lord Ternisto
produce anew kra'ith leader,” Doriand said. "Buit |
gtill don't know how to do that."

*Dorland kralith (acceptance) leader*
Warmith flooded over Paul.

"That was clear enough,” Paul said. "Shejust
nominated you to be the kralith leader.” He heard
the pop-pop-pop of the grenade launcher from the
roof, followed by the crackle of acarbine.

"They'removing inl" Sdmer ydled fromthe
corridor.

Doriand got up to stand directly in front of Elli.
Something about his stance struck Paul asfamiliar.
Hismind conjured up avision of Doriand on the
stage, feet dightly gpart, looking out at the
audience. ..

"Kralith leader,”" Paul murmured.

Doriand looked a him. "What?"

"That'swhat you are." He met Dorland's eyes.
"If Elli saysyou should be the new kralith leader,
she probably knows what she'stalking aboui.
Youreaps-player.”

"A ps-player isnot akraith leader.”

"But it'sclose. Your ps-player skillscamefrom



your training for the Holy Order.” The concept
cleared in hismind ashetaked. "Training that was
amed at enabling you to become akralith leader.”
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Dorland shook his head. "My training was for
leadership in the Holy Order."

"It'sthe samething,” Paul indsted. "Haven't

you noticed the similarities between what you do as
aps-player and High Elder Brill's Godsday ser-
vice? Karyn told methat Brill helps people solve
their problems. He does that to build up hisown
credibility, but hewas till usng Td Tahir traning.
Y ou do the same thing during your shows—you
build up a saf-confidence and make people fed
better emotionally about problemsthey face, and
with emotiona strength they're ableto solve their
problems. That'swhat Elli wastrying to do for us.
She couldn't understand what we wanted from her,
because her job isto heal emotional woundsin her
own kraith."

"Her...job?"

Paul nodded. " She said that'swhy she exigts. She
wanted to help us dl adong, but she wasn't
equipped to understand our problem. When we
broadened the level of the kralith to include the
entire planet, then she could help. She's part of that
kraith."'1

*Eh-hli (Dorland/Paul) kraith |eader*
Dorland looked at Elli for along moment. Then:

"How can | become leader of the Clarion krdith?"

*(Dorland/Paul) is (group/touch) of kraith.
(Dorland/Paul) influence kralith (members) with
(strength) as kralith leader*

"Strength?" Paul repeated.

"Emotiond strength,” Dorland said. "But how

can | get it to the people?' He turned back toward
the open archway. "Thekrdithis... outsde."
Thelast word was spoken softly, asif the answer



had come to Dorland asthe question left his
mouth.

The grenade launcher barked again from the
outer corridor.

"Comewith me," Dorland said to Paull.
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Dorland moved quickly to the archway. Selmer
looked up in surprise as he stepped past. Before
Paul could stop him, Dorland had ducked through
the low opening and started down the narrow path.
Paul gtarted to follow, then jerked back asa hail of
darts peted thewadl. Sdmer wasbeside him, firing
the carbine.

"Get back!" Selmer yelled.

"They'll kill him!" Paul tried again to get out
through the archway. A dart plucked at hisdeeve;

then Semer and Erich Frakeswere pulling him

indde.

Chapter Nineteen

"COULDN'T YOU STOPHIM?' KARYN DEMANDED.
She was red-faced and angry.

"No, we couldnt,” Paul said evenly. "It hap-
pened too fast." His eyes went to Sabastian.
"Dorland wanted to go."

IIWW?I
"I don't know."

Sheturned away with disgust. "Comeon,” she
muttered to Jacque. They went upstairsto the roof.

Paul had caught only aglimpse of what happened
after Dorland went outside. As Dorland ap-
proached the half-dozen Sons of God who had
worked their way in close to the building, ayoung
boy with a scarred face began issuing rapid orders.
Paul had expected to see Dorland fdl, but instead



severd of the boys surrounded him, and together
they disappeared down the path toward the road-
way. Others had stayed behind; Paul could see them
where they had taken cover behind piles of rubble
and clumps of vegetation. They made no further
attempt to attack the building, but it was clear they
weren't going to let anyone else outside.
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"Where are they taking him?" Frakes asked.
"Back to thetemple,” Paul answered.
Comewith me.

Dorland obvioudy hadn't meant for Paul to
literaly join him as he went out to give himsdlf up
to the Sons of God. He hadn't given Paul a chance
to do that.

What was he tdlling met

Elli had crested alink between Paul and Dorland
while they were communicating with her. Maybe
that was what Dorland had been talking about.

Could Elli provide alink over alonger distance?

"Keep an eye out here," he said to Selmer and
Erich Frakes. Then he went into the inner chamber
and explained to Sabastian what he was going to
do. The silver disk was on the pedestal Dorland had
been using. Paul had touched it to the protruding
rod, then handed it to Sabastian. "Use thisto bring
Elli back when shefades out.”

Sabastian nodded. Elli stood swaying abovethe
chauka

* (’))*

"Elli," Paul said, "can you link Dorland and me
asyou did before?’

""(Confusion)*



Her sensor nubs waved back and forth.

Paul sat down on the pedestd in front of the
chauka. "When we spoke to you, Dorland and |
were..." He searched for aword. "Joined. Can
you do that again?'

* (Dorland/Paul) one kralith (?)*

Again, the problem of the concept of theindivid-
ua. Paul tried again.

"I am here. Dorland is someplace else. Dorland/
Paul not kraith"

AUnderstanding/acceptance)*

The chaukaand the room faded. Paul felt himself
being stretched out. There was animmediate
contact—Dorland?—then adrawing away. For a

moment he could fed the chamber'swalls around
him; then he was stretched again.

Contact!

He remained that way for amoment, touching
Dorland and at the same time aware of the hard
pedestal benesth him and Sabastian's dow, steady
breething.

Then he snapped like arubber band, and al at
once he was with Dorland. Shock rushed through
him—Dorland's redlization that he wasthere.
Nervestangled. Then he felt acceptance and under-
gtanding, and he knew hewouldn't haveto explain
to Dorland what he'd done.

He was vagudly aware of a sense of movement,
and of many people around him.

Borland?

Time passed. Through Dorland's eyes he
glimpsed the boy with the deep scar across his
cheek.

Dorland? Areyou. . .

I'm here.



More time shifted; imagesformed and dissolved
asif inadream. Hefelt the soothing cam of
Dorland, and he could dso fed Elli. That part was
warm and comfortable, somehow . . . fluid, asif
she were congtantly molding hersdf around Paul
and Dorland.

AGroupl/touch)*

Outsi de sensations were becoming more solid to
Paul. Hefdt achar under him. Hiswristiswere
bound tightly. On each side of him stood an armed
boy, and in front of him sat High Elder Brill at a
large wooden desk. Paul was surprised to see that
Brill's eyeswere only the eyes of an old man. But
when Brill spoke, the power of his persondity
flowed with hiswords:

"I brought you here so | could explain what we
aretrying to do. With Lord Tern, | am shaping
Clarion into astrong world. We must dl unite
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together to defend ourselves againgt outsders.”
Brill paused, and hiseyes boreinto Dorland's. "'|
need your help."

He needs our helpl
Slence

Borland, he wants something. Otherwise we'd be
on the God Wall by now. That'swhy they didn't
attack us—Brill wanted you dive. Then: Whyl

"Why did you murder my parents?' Dorland
asked.

"l am so sorry that happened,” Brill said. His
features changed to express intense sorrow. Selmer
Ogram'swords came back to Paul. He can make
you want to believe him. "Our purposewasin
danger from your father'sinfluence—"

"My father threatened the stranglehold you have
on the people of Clarion,” Dorland said.



Why are you trying to provoke himi Paul asked.
Find out what he wants. Maybe we can till get out
of heredive,

Dorland's reply was a soft sound inside Paul's
head: 7 don't care what he wants.

"| regret even more what happened to Dianaand
Shari," High Elder Brill said. Hiseyesdid not
waver from Dorland's. "That was needless, an
overreaction. | spoke harshly to Elder Jacowicz
about it."

"Why did you bring me here?' Paul fdt himsdf
ask the question, even though he borrowed the
tissue of Dorland's lungs and tongue and mouth to
askit.

"| wanted to say that | am sorry for what
happened. | beg your forgiveness and ask for your
help in holding our grest Clarion together.”

"Why do you need my help?"' Paul asked.

"The hereticsin your group have stirred up
trouble,” Brill said. "A fase Godstone was dis-
played, and how my children are confused.” He
paused. "Perhaps even doubting. You and | must
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reach acompromise, or therewill be needless
violence"

He'safraid tokill us! Paul said with sudden
redlization. The people from the temple—they fol-
lowed us out there because they saw the Godstone.
Paul remembered some of the words he'd spoken
from that bench in the courtyard. They had been
trite and meaninglessto him, but to peoplein ave
of the dlver Godgtone in his hand, they must have
been very redl. He knows his position has been
weakened. He's afraid helll create amartyr!

"It doesn't matter," Dorland said aoud.

What do you mean, it doesn 't matter? Hell kill us

if hethinkswewon't go dong. Say whatever it takes
to get us out of here. Well sort it out later. Fear wasa
hard knot inside Paul.



"They'relooking for you," Dorland said. "Both
UNSA and the Fringe Alliance.”

"TheFringe Alliance?' The puzzled look on
Brill's face was not contrived.

"The Allianceisagroup of planets under the
control of aman named Hans Maar. He wants the
secrets of the Td Tahir, and helll destroy Clarion to
get them."

"Y ou have brought thistrouble!" Brill snarled,

his supplicating tone turning ingtantly to fury. He
pointed an accusing finger at Dorland. His hand
doubled into afigt. "Clarionisfree, and Lord Tern
will seethat it remainsthat way. We will tolerate no
interference from outsders."

"Y ouwon't have achoice" Dorland told him.
"They're coming. Knives and dart gunswon't stop
them. They have warshipsthat can destroy
Fairhope and Chal charuzzi with one blow."

What are you trying to prove by antagonizing
him? Paul asked. HEs an old man. Tell him what he
wantsto hesr.

| can't. | am akraith leader.

"Our strength and faith in Lord Tern will give us
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victory." Brill opened hisglistening eyesto dare a
Doriand. ™Y ou can share the victory by joining us.
If you refuse, we can accomplish the same end by
taking you to the God Wall. When the people of
Fairhope see that you have no persond god to
protect you, they will returnto Lord Tern.”

"Y our time has ended,” Doriand said. "Why
can't you accept that gracefully?”



Brill made a sound that was something between a
laugh and adegth rattle. He waved a hand, and the
two boys grasped Dorland'sarms and lifted him
fromthechair.

Doriand, you can't et him take usto the God
Wall—

Doriand did not resist when the boys forced him
around and walked him down the long carpet to the
door. A moment later, they stepped into bright
unlight.

Desperation made Paul try something he

wouldn't have believed possible. He reached out for
the tenuous sensations he fet around him—the
muscles of Dorland'slegs under him, his shoulders
inthe grip of the boys—

Werre getting out ofhere\

—and forced his own ordersto Dorland'slegs.
They responded duggishly, and Doriand pulled
free of the boys and began a shambling run across
the lawn. Paul felt resstance from Doriand and
sumbled, caught himself and kept running.

Paul, no—

He heard a shout behind him; then something
exploded againgt the back of his neck, knocking
him forward onto hisknees. Hetried to get to his
feet, but his muscles disobeyed. Something hit him
again and he sank into nightmare oblivion.

He opened his eyes, squinted againgt the sun that
wasfull inhisface. Hisarms hurt; hetried to move
them—

Weve been strapped to the wall.

Paul jerked at the voice, then froze aspain
stabbed upward from his neck through his skull.

Don't try to move, Doriand said. Everything will
bedl right.

Paul ressted an irrationd urgeto laugh. Five of

the Sons of God had formed aline afew meters
away, facing thewall. The boy with the danting

scar stood in the center. He met Dorland's eyes and



held them. Hisface was expressionless. Paul
drained againg the bindings a wrists and ankles.
Hefdt Dorland's muscles relax and amost sobbed
with frugtration.

Don't worry.

Time passed. The sun warmed hisface. His
wrigts throbbed, and he tried to ease the pressure
by pushing down with hisfeet. The bindings cut
into hisankles. Every musclein hisbody began to
cramp. The boys stood motionlessin front of him.

Paul didn't know how long he had been hanging
there before he heard approaching footsteps. He
looked up and saw Elder Jacowicz limping down
the pathway, leaning on awooden staff. Hiswhite
robe swirled at hisankles. Paul felt tension grip
him.

Jacowicz stepped through the line of boys and
thrust hiswhite face up closeto Doriand. "I knew
you would come back." His voice was sharp and
high-pitched. "Y ou couldn't Stay away."

Doriand locked eyes with Jacowicz. The other
returned Dorland's stare in a measuring, predatory
manner.

"Why did you haveto kill Dianaand Shari?"
Doriand asked.

"Oh, | didn't redly haveto,” Jacowicz said.
"| suppose it was ordered by Lord Tern."
Jacowicz issued a short bark of nasal laughter.

"Hardly. Lord Tern gives hisordersto High Elder
Brill, not tome."
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"Whose orders do you obey. Elder Jacowicz?'

"My own." Jacowicz used thetip of hisstaff to
prod Dorland under the chin. "Wereally need your
cooperation, Dorland. Our children have become
quite upset and it'sal your fault. You'l haveto tak



to them and straighten it out.”
Dorland kept silent.

"The people of Fairhope are confused, and con-
fusion often breeds violence. Many peoplewill be
killed if you don't help us. Do you want that on
your conscience?'

"Somewill surdly die" Dorland agreed. "But if
they rid Clarion of the Holy Order—"

Jacowicz pressed hard with the staff, and a bolt of
pain lanced up through Dorland'sjaw.

"All you haveto do istak to them," Jacowicz
snarled. "High Elder Brill will cal aserviceat the
temple. Y ou will tell the people the Godstone they
saw wasfase. High Elder Brill will do someof his
tricks, and dl will beforgotten. It'sal so smplel™

Dorland's eyes shifted from Jacowicz's leering
face to the young boys who stood behind him. The
boy with the scarred face stared back.

Suddenly Paul was aware of another presence—
thelink. Elli.

"' (Acceptance)*

Thefeding of warmth rushed over him—Elli's
grength flowing out to him and Dorland. Hefdlt
another presence aswell.

-(Y outh/touch) kraith*

"] want an answer." Jacowicz's voice came faint-
ly through the soft vell of Elli's presence.

Dorland's eyes were on the boy's scarred face.
The boy stared back.

*Kraith*

It camein an ingtant. The boy's name was Jonny.
Hewastrying hard not to be concerned about his
parents. They werein the group near theriver.

Jonny knew they had violated one of Lord Tern's
drictest rules by going into aforbidden part of the

city.



"(Y outh/touch) kralith*

Elli's presence folded over dl of them. Dorland,
Paul, Jonny and Elli. Kraith—an dien touch
reaching out to soothe an array of human fedings:

Dorland's guilt over the deaths of Dianaand Shari;

Paul's doubts and insecurities; Jonny's blasphe-
mous concern for his parents. They wereal to-

gether—

"What's going on—?" Jacowicz's voice rose,
then faded.

*Kraith*

"—Jonny, | want you to comeup hereand. . .
JonnyV

For amoment Paul was back in that depressing
bar with Dorland behind him on the stage. Paul
hed fdlt that he was afalure a everything when
he'd sat down at that table, and when held left, it
waswith renewed faith in himsaif.

Dorland was a krdlith leader.

Jonny's parents. his mother planted jewd tips
around the porch of their little housein Fairhopein
an effort to make the squaid place anicer homefor
her family; hisfather worked the fields even when
hisback fdlt asif it would break as he reached for
the next fluff of cotton. But he went to thefields
every day because the deacons kept a record of
those who missed, and the fear was great enough to
overcomethe pain.

Thelink expanded to cover the other boys wait-
ing behind Jacowicz. Affection, hatred, fear,
happiness—dl the range of human emotions
washed out from them. Dorland brought Diana
and Shari closeto him. He projected their warmth
and acceptance.

*"(Group/touch)*
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The semarch ceremony initiated the boysinto



the Sons of God. It was adistorted version of the
Td Tahir ceremony.

The youth are transformed from those who are
worshipped to those who worship.

Dorland blinked, and for amoment Elder
Jacowicz's skull-like face cleared in front of him.
Jacowicz raised the staff high and brought it dash-
ing down toward Dorland's head—

Dorland felt the shades of music in the back-
ground. Heimagined his handsinside the robe of
his player's garb, fingered the buttons, arranged the
music, swept the auditorium with color. Themusic
and the flashing colors combined into amagical
sdve, swaying in and out of the painin Jonny's
eyes, sweeping over Jacowicz's upturned face.

Kralith—the strength of the child.
"Jonnyr

The shrill scream pierced through the haze that
surrounded Paul. Through Dorland's eyes he saw
the staff raised high above Jacowicz's head, and
Jacowicz'sarm held tight in the grip of Jonny and
another boy. The gt&ff fell to the ground. Elder
Jacowicz stumbled back, staring . . .

Then Paul fdt himsdf fading. Again camethe
dretching of identity, and the surroundings
changed. Abruptly, he was sitting on ahard stone
pedestd with Sabagtian beside him.

"Areyou al right?" Sabastian asked. Hisface
was strangely pae. "Y ou've been mumbling and
muttering the whole time, jerking around like you
were having abad dream.”

Paul's eyes focused with some effort on the old
man. "l waswith Dorland."

Sabadtian didn't question the statement. "Where
ishe?'

"Coming back, | think."
Chapter Twenty

"SOMETHING'SHAPPENING!" SELMER EXCLAIMED.



Paul stepped across to the archway. The crowd

had moved closer during the past hour, and now he
could hear alow murmur. He couldn't see what was
happening through the trees, but it was clear that a
commotion had broken out.

Jacque ydled down the stairs behind them:
""'Someone's coming through.”

Then Paul saw the ripple of motion. A moment
later several uniformed boys appeared on the path-
way. He stiffened, then saw Dorland among them.
The crowd made way, and amoment later Dorland
stepped through the archway. Hiswristswere
bloody, hishair tangled in awild mop. With

him came the boy Paul recognized as Jonny.

"Jonny's friends are speaking to the people out-
dde" Dorland said. "They're asking them to re-
turn to Fairhope. They areletting the people know
that the Holy Order doesn't exist anymore.”

Paul took Dorland's arm and pulled him farther
into the corridor. Except for hiswrigts, Dorland
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seemed to be unhurt. "What happened back
there?"

"Elder Jacowicz returned to the temple after

Jonny freed me," Dorland said. "He and High
Elder Brill are there now, dong with the rest of the
elders and deacons. | think they're seeking advice
fromLord Tern."

"Let'sgo after 'em!" Jacque exclaimed. "We've
got the Sons on our sde now—"

"That would only result in violence," Dorland

said. "The deacons and elders are well armed.” He
turned to look back through the archway. "After
the people have returned to Fairhope with their
sons, I'll go to the temple and talk to High Elder



Brill."

Sdmer laughed without humor. "What makes
you think hell lisgen? Y ou're the one that caused al
this. Hell have your head for atemple decoration.”

"I think helll ligento me," Dorland said.

Dusk wasfaling over the city by thetimethe last
of the people from Fairhope had started the trek
back to the village. Sabastian and Semer Ogram
had gone with them. Jacque was stationed on the
roof of the building, where he could watch the
templewith Karyn'sbinoculars.

Dorland had gone alone to the temple two hours
ago. Through the binoculars Paul had watched him
goindde, and asfar as Paul could tell, he had been
in there with the elders and deacons ever since.

Paul stood outside the building in thefalling
light, listening to the rushing river and the sounds
of countlessinsectsin the woods al around.

"He must be making progress,” Erich Frakes
said. "They haven't dumped his body out the door
yet"

"I think he knowswhat hesdoing,” Paul said.
Strangely, hefdt confident that he wasright.

"l hope s0," Karyn said. She turned to ook
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through the archway at the chauka. 1t was dark
now; Elli had vanished shortly after Dorland re-
turned, and nobody had reactivated the chaukato
bring her back. The slver disk lay on the pedestal
infront of the chauka. "1 wonder if well ever see
Elli—I mean, redly her, not just animage.”

"| don't think so," Paul said.

Something in his voice made her turn back.
"Why not?'

"Weve assumed that the chaukawas along-
range communicator,” Paul said. "Maybe evena
trangportation device. | don't think it's either of
those"



"Thenwhat isit?' Frakes asked.

Paul looked out toward the temple. Had Dorland
guessed the truth?

"Hasit occurred to you that the main roomin
this building and the sacred chamber in thetemple
are st up like an auditorium?”

"An auditorium?"

"Elli can be heard only asfar asthe outer ring of
pedestals. The pedestals were obvioudy meant to
bethe Ta Tahir equivaent of chairs. With those
longarmsand legs of his, I'd guess Lord Tern would
find one of them to be acomfortable placeto St for
awhile. | think those pedestals were seats for the
males”

"Youresaying the Td Tahir maescametothis
place to watch ashow?" Frakes sounded skeptical.

" think they came herefor all kinds of reasons.
They cdled on Elli when they needed acounsdling
sesson.”

"A what?' Karyn exclamed.

"| kept wondering what Lord Tern and Elli were
getting out of this exchange with humans,”" Paul
went on. "Then Elli said that helping uswasthe
reason for her existence. That made me wonder
about how the disks work. Y ou touch the rod with
the disk and Elli gppears.”
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"If you usethe disk with her picture onit,”
Karyn added.

"Exactly. Y ou mentioned that earlier, but |

didn't see the significance. Y ou said the persond
Td Tahir god changes each time anew High Elder
iselected. Y ou told me the new High Elder selects
his own persona god."



"That'sthe way it'sawaysbeen,” Karyn said.

"Right. Which means Captain Anson from the
gtarship Vanguard was probably the man who
discovered the disks and the chauka. That's pro-
bably what made him go off thedegp end in
thefirg place. But | wondered how the High
Elder could smply sdect aTal Tahir god. Now

| think it was smple—he merely choseanew
disk. That meansthe elders had a supply of the
disks"

Karyn nodded. "That makes sense. But | don't
SEE n

"If you use the disk with Elli's picture, you get
Elli. If you usethe onewith Lord Tern's picture,
you get himinstead. There are dozens of disks,
each with adifferent picture.” He paused to let
them absorb that. "Doesn't that remind you of
something?'

"Sure" Frakes said. "It'slike atridee cube. You
pop it in your player and St back in your favorite
easy chair and watch the show."

"Right. The show isrecorded in the cube. You
can get any kind of show you want, from a murder
mystery to ahorror film to anature documentary.”

"Areyou saying . .." Karyn let the wordstral
off.

Paul nodded. "I think the Td Tahir disksarethe
human equivalent of tridee cubes.”

Silence descended over them while they ab-
sorbed what Paul had told them. Karyn brokeiit:

"Lord Tern was an actor?'

"Not an actor as such,” Paul corrected. "l don't
think the Ta Tahir diskswere recorded with the

same kind of shows were accustomed to. I've
learned alot from Elli. The socid orientation of the
Td Tahir—you can seeit in everything they had,
even the way their city was designed. They felt each
other's emotions—and it would only be natura

that their entertainment would be angled toward
emotional experiences. If I'm right, some of those



disks depict humor, and some depict the Tal Tahir
equivalent of love stories, and someare Td Tahir
horror stories”

"Stories don't talk back to you," Frakes pointed
Out.

"Thesedo," Paul said. "Thetechnology of the

Td Tahir was aso oriented toward emotiond ful-
fillment. The diskswere dl designed to interact
withtheviewer."

Karyn looked at him sharply. "The disk of Lord
Tern..."

"Thedisk Brill selected happened to be ahorror
story. Lord Tern portrayed a Td Tahir with some-
thing inherently wrong. He hated youth rather than
worshipping them. Therole he played wasthat of a
kralith leader who turned againgt his members.”

"But Lord Tern wasn't dedling with akraith,”
Karyn pointed out.

"Lord Tern thought he was dealing with akraith.
Hefitted the Sructure of his story around

Fairhope, the Holy Order and the human inhabi-
tants of Clarion. And the mission he had to play out
was to destroy hiskraith. That waswhy heissued
proclamations to establish the Sons of God and the
God Wall."

"And Brill followed hisordersto the | etter,”

Kayn sad bitterly.

Paul nodded. "Brill'sinterpretation of what Lord
Tern did to hiskraith membersled to what Brill

did to hisown kra'ith, which wasin effect the entire
population of Clarion."

"If Lord Tern wasahorror disk,” Karyn said,
"what wasElli?"
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"| think shewasapsychiatrigt."

Frakesissued an involuntary bark of laughter.



"A ... shrink?'

"It took me along timeto figure out why

Dorland and | were having such ahard time
communicating with her," Paul went on. "Then |
redlized we weren't talking about the same thing.
Weweretrying to get Elli to help us defeat Lord
Tern and High Elder Brill. But Elli wasdesigned to
help members of akraith overcometheir problems
and fit in better with their kraith brothers and
ssters. Her job was to make kra 'ith membersfed
better about themselves. That'sall she could under-
stand, so she naturally assumed we'd called on her
because we needed emotiona help. She thought
Dorland was akralith leader seeking advice."

"No wonder you were confused,” Karyn said.

"Wewere," Paul said. "Until we convinced her
the entire planet of Clarion was our kraith. Then
she understood, and she knew Lord Tern wasn't a
good leader. So she offered the only advice she
could. A new leader. Dorland.”

Another slenceintervened.

"If the disksarerecordings," Karyn said at last,
"That means. . ." Sheturned to look at the
chauka

"It means,”" Paul said, "that the chauka and the
disks are thousands of yearsold." Hetook the
slver disk out of his pocket and looked down &t it.
"WEell never get to meet the Ta Tahir. But | havea
feding they'veleft us something well find to be
ussfu—"

A hoarse shout interrupted him, and Jacque

came clattering down the sairs. Hiswords were
drowned out by a sudden roar overhead. Paul
looked up and saw adozen silver warships hovering
over the temple. The fusdage of each wasembla-
zoned with abright blue crosshaich.

The Fringe Alliance had arrived in force.
Epilogue
DANITA WASSILENT FOR A LONG MOMENT AFTER

her grandfather had finished the sory. Findly she



looked up at him, her dark eyesreflecting the flame
fromthefire.

"That was when the Treaty of Clarion was
sgned?'

The old man nodded. "The treaty was negotiated
and signed during the next three days. Dorland
cdled inthe UNSA triumvirate members, aswell
as HansMaiar and histop lieutenants. It wasn't
hard to convince them to come. They al wanted to
get their hands on Clarion.”

"But Dorland Avery didn't know he would be
able to persuade them to sign the treaty. Wasn't
that risky, bringing them dl together like that?"

The old man smiled. "Dorland and the others
were accustomed to taking risks." His hand lifted
unconscioudly to his cheek and touched the deep
scar that danted across his face. "Dorland knew
that al he had to do was show them the kralith of
humankind.”

"It wasthat Smple?’
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"Wall. . . no," the old man admitted. "They

hadn't come to hear about the kralith. But they had
cometo find the secrets of the Td Tahir. Dorland
showed them the kralith and enabled them to
redize for themsalvesthe importance of alasting
pesce. Therest of it grew from that."

In truth, there had been many who hadn't be-
lieved the Treaty of Clarion would last aweek, and
it had certainly gone through some shaky trids. But
the treaty had in fact lasted eighty years, and was
stronger today than ever. During that timethe
Fringe Alliance and UNSA had grown together in
mutua srength.

"What happened to High Elder Brill and the rest
of the ders?' Danita asked.

"Alban Brill wasold. Losing hishold over Clari-
on wastoo much for him. He died afew months
after the treaty was signed. Elder Jacowicz died
shortly after, but by hisown hand. Therest of them



moved back to Fairhope. Some became good
friends of mine over time."

"When wasthe university built?'

"After the tresty was signed. Dorland Avery's
first students graduated a yeer later.”

"You werein that class, weren't you?"'

"Yes." The old man had graduated in Clarion
Universty'sfirg classaong with dl the other
origina Sonsof God. Mogt of them were dead by
now, but during their lifetimesthey had formed a
strong kralith and had succeeded in negotiating
pesaceful ends to thousands of conflictsaong the
stream. Others, like the old man, had instructed
countless more & the univergity to take their
places.

Dorland Avery and Paul Jurick both had lived
long enough to see their plans succeed. All dong
the vastness- of the stream, humankind had not
experienced the horrors of war in over sixty
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standard years. That was Elli'slegacy—Ilagting
peacefor thefirgt timein humankind's history.

Danitasighed ayoung girl'slong, desp sigh. "'l
wish | could have known them like you did.
Dorland Avery, Paul Jurick, Jacque Hakim, Karyn
DiMemmo. They were specid people.”

"Yes," hesad. "They were." He and Paul Jurick
had become the best of friends during their long
careersat the university. *

"What happened to the Elli disk and the
chauka?'

"They were turned over to UNSA archaeolo-
gigts" the old man answered. "We |learned more
from the Td Tahir than how to livein peace. Asfar
as| know, the chaukais still working, athough |
haven't heard anything of it in years." He paused,
thinking. "Wedidn't need it here. AsElli had said,
it wastimefor anew order on the planet, and
Dorland was abletofind it in hisown way."



"With Elli'shelp,” Danitapointed out.

"Yes," he admitted with asmile. "But inthe end,
the human kralith worked out the Treaty of Clari-
on. Humans have to solve human problems. Gods
can't do that for us. Elli was smart enough to know
that wastheway it would haveto be."



