Maki ng Hi story
by Paul MAul ey

"The drama's done. Wiy then here does any one step forth?" Herman Melville,
Moby-Di ck For the Friday Shut-ins One | believe that | first saw Dem Laconbe
at the gal a reopening of the theater. She had arrived in Paris, D one a week
before, but I amsure that, had | passed her in one of the gardens or arcades
of the diplomatic quarter, or glinpsed her at one of the receptions or soirees
or cocktail parties or conversations, | would have remenbered her, for in an
age where beauty could be cheaply bought, hers was a rare and natural wonder,
and not easily forgotten

So | amcertain that we first met that night, at the touring conpany
producti on of Don G ovanni. The theater of Paris, Dione, was one of the first
buildings in the city's main donme to have been restored after the end of the
siege. Although the gala performance which marked its reopeni ng was an overt
synmbol of the occupation force's power, it was the first time many of the
force's executives and officials had ventured outside the diplomatic quarter

It was preceded by speeches made nore to the media (represented by a single
journalist and a dozen renotes) than to the audience, for it was the kind of
event which politicians fondly believe will enhance their status, but which
usually wins not so much as a footnote in the pages of history.

The theater was a roofless bow nodelled in miniature on Rone's ruined

Col osseum Tiers of seats and private boxes rose steeply all around the
circular stage to the rim where arnored troopers and angul ar killing machines
patrolled, tiny shadows against the artificial night. The colonists, who had
fought to the death for freedomfromEarth's rule, had kept to the twenty-four
hour diurnal cycle of their home planet; the panes of the dome, high above,
were pol arized agai nst the wan |light of Dione's m dday, and the suspensor

| anps were turned down to nmere stars.

On the stage's glowing dish, the cast flitted and swarmed through a web of
wires and stays like a flock of gaudy birds, freezing in enbl ematic tabl eaux
during the great arias. The | ackluster production had been foolishly gussied
up in nodern dress, with the Cormendatore a robot, Don G ovanni a di spossessed
captain of a Kuiper Belt habitat driven mad by a bi oweapon synbiont, his
servant Leporell o an anbitious neuter who borrowed somet hing of |ago's

mal evol ent gl ee at the ordinary human weaknesses of its extraordinary master
Fromthe vantage of my fifth tier box, | paid as nuch attention to the
audience as | did to the famliar allegory of the priapic Don's dammation, and
two people in a box on the sanme |level as mne quickly caught ny eye. One was
soneone | had conme to know well, Cris DeHon, head of the teamthat was
reconstructing the city's informati on network; DeHon's conpani on was as

br eat ht aki ng as she was i ncongruous. After the statue of the Commendatore had
sprung to life and consigned the Don to his doom am dst flares of flame and
writhing, red-skinned denons, after the ritual of applause and encore, DeHon
found ne at the post performance party which, in truth, was nore inportant to
nost of the audi ence than the opera's choreographed histrionics.

"Dr. Laconbe has an interest in history," DeHon told nme, after it had nmade the
i ntroductions. Like Leporello, the Don's servant, Cris DeHon was a neuter, one
of the few people in the roomwho could not be affected, except in a purely
aesthetic sense, by Dr. Laconbe's beauty. And like Leporello, it was consuned
by a feverish delight in fonmenting intrigue. Perhaps intrigue was to it as sex

to nost men and wonen. It was a brilliant and vicious gossip, and a generous
source of wunreliable information

"Indeed,"” | said, helplessly, foolishly smling at DeHon's conpanion. |
confess that, like nost nmen in the chanber, and not a few wonen, | could not

take my eyes from her. She was so unspeakably |ovely, swaying gracefully in
the I ow gravity about the anchor point of her sticky shoes like a Nereid on
some sea's floor. Wien | dared to lift her gloved right hand by the tips of
her fingers, and bent over her knuckles, the gorgeous creature actually

bl ushed.



She was young, and seenmed to have not yet grown into her beauty, for she wore
it as carelessly as a child costumed in sone fabul ously antique robe, and was
si mul t aneousl y enbarrassed and armused by the reactions she provoked. Perhaps
even then she had a presentinent mat it would be the cause of her death.

She said, so softly I had to lean close to hear her, "I amno nore than an
amat eur of history. But of course | have heard of your work, Professor-Doctor
G aves. "

Her Portuguese had a soft, husky lilt. A subtle perfume, with a deep note of
musk, rose fromthe cleft between her breasts, which were displayed to their
advant age by the blood-red folds of her spidersilk blouson. A w de belt of red
| eat her neasured the narrowness of her waist; red silk trousers, cuffed at the
ankl es, gathered in conplex pleats around her long, slimlegs. Her hair was
silver and frost; her eyes beaten copper flecked with green

"Dem is too nmodest," DeHon said. "Her nonograph on the conceptual failures in
design of early orbital habitats is sonmething of a classic."”

I noted that the ghost of a double chin appeared when Dem Laconbe di pped her
head in qui et acknow edgnent of DeHon's conplinment, and that her bare arns
were plunp and rosy. | thought then that if she ever had children the natura
way, she would have to take care not to grow fat, and it was a relief to
realize that her beauty was only nortal

She said, "Cris is probably the only one, apart frommyself and my thesis
supervi sor, who had read all of it."

"I like to keep up with our cultural guests," DeHon said.

"I"'mreally nore of an engineer,"” Dem Laconbe told ne. "What they did here,
with the city parklands, that was true artistry."

| learned that she was an environmental engineer, brought to Di one by the
Three Powers COccupation Force to survey Paris's damaged ecosystemand to
suggest how it could be reconstructed.

When | expressed interest, she deflected it automatically. "I amnot here to
do anything radical. Sinply figure out the best way to nake the city habitable
again. But for a historian to find hinmself right at the center of history in

t he maki ng must be tremendously exciting."

"The war is over. This gala perfornmance was deliberately staged to make the

point. I'mmerely picking over its ruins."

"Is it true that you go out into the city w thout any guards?"

"I have a guide. | need to talk to people when they are at their ease.
Bringing themto the diplomatic quarter has unfortunate inplications."
"Arrest," DeHon said, with a delicate, refined shudder. "Interrogation."

| said, "I do carry a weapon, but it's as unnecessary as the guards who patrol

the perimeter of the theater. The survivors of the siege are by now quite
inured to their fate. It's true that nany areas of the city are still
danger ous, but only because of unrepaired danage and a few undi scovered booby

traps.”

"Do you believe," Dem Laconbe asked, bol dness naking her eyes shine, "that he
still lives?"

I knew at once whom she neant, of course, as would anyone in Paris. | said,

"Of course not."

"Yet 1'mtold that many of the survivors think that he does."

"It is a frail and foolish hope, but hope is all they have. No, he willed his
death from the begi nning, when he assassinated the rest of the emergency
conmittee and despoiled the diplomatic quarter, and he sealed his fate when he
killed his hostages and the diplomats sent to bargain for peace. He was not
the kind of man to run away fromthe consequences of his actions and so, like
nost of those he briefly commanded, he woul d have been killed in the siege.

H s body has not yet been identified, but the sane can be said for nore than
hal f of those killed."

"You are very certain."”

"I have studied human nature all my life."

"And woul d you classify himas one of your great nmen?"

"I"'mflattered that you know of ny work."



Dem Laconmbe said, "I wouldn't lie for the sake of politeness,
Pr of essor - Doctor G aves. "

"Pl ease, Madempiselle, | think we mght be friends. And ny friends call ne
Fredo."
"And so shall |, because | don't really get on with this false formality. |

know it's the fashion in the Pacific Community, but I'ma hick from Europe.
So, Fredo, is he a great man?"
The delicate suffusion of her soft cheeks: alabaster in the first Iight of

nor ni ng.

| bowed and said, "The corporados think so, or they would not have sponsored
nmy research. However, | have not yet made up nmy mind."

As we tal ked, I was aware of the people, nostly nen, who were watching Demn

Laconbe from near and far. The architects of the cities of the noons of the
outer planets, imaginations stinulated by the engineering possibilities of

m crogravity, made their public spaces as |large as possible, to relieve the

cl austrophobia of their tents and dones and burrows. The theater's auditorium
a great crescent wedged beneath the steep slope of the seats, could easily
have held two thousand peopl e, and al though al nost everyone in the diplonmatic
qgquarter had come to the gala opening, we nunbered no nore than three hundred,
scattered sparsely across the vast, black floor, which our shoes gripped
tightly in lieu of proper gravity. Diplomats, executives and officials of the
ad hoc government; novo abastado industrialists, sleek as well-fed sharks,
trailed by entourages of aides and bodyguards as they lazily cruised the room
hoping to snap up trifles and tidbits of gossip; officers of the Three Powers
Qccupation Force, in the full dress uniforns of half a dozen different armes;
col l aborationists in their best formal wear, albeit slightly shabby and out of
fashion, nostly enfanmille and nostly gorging thensel ves at the buffet, for
rationing was still in force amongst Paris's defeated popul ati on

There was a stir as, in full costume and nake-up, Don G ovanni and Leporello
escorted Donna Anna and Donna Elvira into the huge room The actors half-swam
hal f- wal ked t hrough the web of tethers with consummate ease, acknow edgi ng
the scattering of applause. At the center of the auditorium s crescent, one
man, sleek, dark-haired, in an inmacul ate pearly uniform had not turned to
watch the actors but was still staring openly at Demi Laconbe. It was Dev
Veeder, the dashing colonel in charge of the security force. Wen Deni Laconbe
| ooked up and saw hi m wat chi ng her | thought | heard the snap of electricity
bet ween them

DeHon nudged nme and said loudly, for the benefit of everyone nearby, "CQur
brave colonel is smtten, don't you think?"

| should not have all owed nyself to becone involved, of course. But like Cris
DeHon (al though I was neutered by age and tenperanent rather than by el ective
treatnment), | had a bystander's fascination with human sexual behavior. And,
frankly, ny assignment, although lucratively paid, was becomng tiresone.

| had been in Paris, Dione for two nonths, comni ssioned by a consortium of
hal f a dozen Greater Brazilian corpora- dos to wite an official history of
the siege of the city, and in particular to contribute to a psychol ogi ca

nodel of Marisa Bassi, the | eader of the barricades, the amateur sol dier who
had kept off the forces of the Three Powers Alliance for twenty days after the
general surrender which had brought an end of the uiet War el sewhere in the
sol ar system

| knew that | had been chosen because of ny position as eneritus professor of
history at Rio de Janeiro rather than for ny ability or even ny reputation
tattered as it was by the sniping of jealous younger colleagues. Historians
cannot reach an agreenent about anything, and nost especially they cannot
agree on the way history is nade. Herodotus and Thucydi des believed that the
proper subjects of history were war and constitutional history and politica
personality, times of crisis and change; Plutarch suggested that history was
driven by the actions and desires of exenplary characters, of great nen. The
Christians introduced God into history, a kind of al pha great man presiding
over a forced marriage of divine and human real ns, and when the notion of an



epi curean God was shoul dered aside in the Renai ssance, the idea that history
was shaped by forces beyond the control of ordinary men remrai ned, although
these forces were no |longer centered on extraordi nary individuals but were
often considered to be no nore than blind chance, the fall of a coin, the want
of a nail. Like a maggot in an apple, chance lay at the heart of G bbon's

el egant synthesis of the phil osophical studies of Voltaire and the systematic
organi zation of facts by rationalists |like Hunme and Montesquieu; it was the
mal i gnant flaw in Leopold von Ranke's (a distant ancestor of m ne)
codification of history as a neutral, nonpartisan, scholarly pursuit; and it
was made explicit in the twentieth century fragnmentation of the history of
ideas into a nyriad specialties and the leveling of ahl facts to a comon
field, so that the frequency of dental caries in soldiers in the trenches of
the First Wrld War was considered as inportant an influence of events as the
abilities of generals. Great nmen or small, all were tossed alike by society's
tides. It was not until the restoration of history as a species of literature,
by depl oyment of virtual theater and probabilistic clades, that the idea of
the worth of the individual was restored. Who can say if this view of history
caused the coll apse of denocratic republicanism or if republicanismns
col | apse changed our phil osophy of history? But it is certain that the rise of
nati onali smand the restoration of half- torgotten nonarchies, aided by
supranational corporados which found it convenient to divide their comerci al
territories into quarreling kingdoms and principalities, paralleled the return
of the theory of the great man in history, a theory of which I, in nmy tine,
was an inmportant chanpion

In ny time.

| had hoped that by conming to Paris, Dione, in the mdst of reconstruction of
a war scarcely ended, | would be able to secure nmy reputation with a fina

mast erwor k and confound ny jealous rivals. But | soon discovered that the |ast
days of the free collective of Paris, and of its |eader, Marisa Bassi, were a
ti ssue of echoes and conflicting stories supported by too few solid facts.
Those few surviving collectivists who believed that Marisa Bassi was dead
could not agree how or where he had died; the majority, who foolishly believed
that he had escaped during the hours of madness when special forces of the
Three Powers Alliance had finally infiltrated the city, could not agree on how
he had escaped, nor where he had escaped to. No ship had left Dione in those

| ast desperate days except the cargo scow which, its navigation systemdriven
mad by viral infection, had ploughed into Saturn's thick atnmosphere and had

ei ther burned up or now fl oated, squashed to a two-di nensional profile by
crushi ng at nospheric pressure, near the planet's metallic hydrogen core.

If history is a story told by winners, then the w nners have the

unconsci onabl e burden of sifting nountains of dross for rare nuggets of pure
fact, while the losers are free to fantasize on what could or should have
been.

My commi ssion should have been sinple, but |I found the demands of ny

enpl oyers, who did not trouble to supply ne with assistants, were stretching
nmy met hodol ogy to its breaking point. The corporados wanted to capture the
psyche of great rebel |eader in a heuristic nodel, a |aboratory specinen of a
troubl esone personality they could study and neasure and define, as doctors
begin to fight a disease by first unraveling the genetic code of the virus,
bacteriumor faulty gene which is its cause. By knowi ng what Marisa Bassi had
been, they thought that they could prevent another of his kind gaining power
in the half-ruined col onies.

After two nmonths, | had a scant handful of facts about Marisa Bassi's life
before the uiet War, and a horrible knot of evasions and half-truths and lies
about his role in the siege, a knot which became nore conpl ex each day, wth
no way of cutting through to the truth. | confess, then, that in the days
after nmy first neeting with Demi Laconbe, | was nore interested in the runors
and gossi p about her and Dev Veeder than in ny own work.

It was, you must understand, an interest born of concern for her safety; an

al nrost paternal concern. There was our age difference-alnmost fifty years-and



nmy devotion to the nmenory of ny dear dead wife. No matter what others may say,
I had only pure notives in taking an interest in Dev Veeder's assault on the
heart of the young and beautiful environnental engineer

At first, much of ny information cane from Cris DeHon, who told ne how our
head of security personally escorted Dem Laconbe as she surveyed and
cat al oged the ruined wi | dernesses and parklands and farns of the city,

assi duously transporting her to wherever she desired, arranging Picnics in a
seal ed house or in a bubble habitat |aboriously swept clear of booby traps and
bi owar beasties by squads of troopers. And |ike everyone else in the

cl austrophobi ¢ sharkP°°l of Paris's diplomatic quarter, | saw how cl osely Dev
Veeder attended Dem Laconbe at every social gathering, even though she spent
nost of her time with the science crews while he stood by inpotently, unable
to participate in their unpenetrable, jargon-ridden conversations.

"It's a purely one-sided affair,"” DeHon told ne, when it caught nme watching
her at a party held by one or another of the corporados, | forget which, on
the huge lawn at the center of the diplomatic quarter, part of the parkland
that both penetrated and surrounded the built-up area inside the quarter's
pyram dal tent. As always, npbst of us were there, scattered across an oval of
brilliant green grass webbed with tethers, the dozens of faint shadows
over | apping at our feet cast by brilliant [anps hung fromthe high ridge of
the quarter's roof, Saturn's foggy crescent tilted beyond |ike a fantastic
brooch pinned to a sky as black as jeweler's velvet. In the shade of the

ef fl orescent greenery of a sweet chestnut tree, that sprawl ed |like a banyan in
the low gravity, Dem Laconbe was tal king earnestly with a coupl e of

t echheads; Dev Veeder stood close by in his dress uniform watching her over
the rimof the wine bulb fromwhich, every now and then, he pretended to sip.
Cris DeHon said, "She's such an innocent: she really doesn't see how badly she
is humliating Dev. You' ve heard how he's increased the nunmber of security
sweeps in the general population? | do believe that it is a reliable index of
his growing frustration. | think that soon there will be nore public
executions, unknowi ng sacrifices on the altar of our gallant police chief's
unrequited | ove."

| said, perhaps a trifle sharply, "Wat do you know of |ove?"

"Love or lust," the neuter said, "it's all the same. Love is nerely the way by
whi ch men fool thenselves that they have nobler notives than merely spending
their urges, a gane sprung fromthe constant tension between the male's blind
need to copulate and the female's desire to win a father who will help provide
for her children.

Qur security chief is parading |ike a peacock because he knows he is conpeting
agai nst every potential suitor of the delicious Madenoi selle Laconbe. And how
many suitors there are!" DeHon bent closer and whi spered, "I hear she takes

| ong ni ght wal ks in the parkland."

Its breath smelt of milk and cinnanon: a baby's breath.

"That's hardly surprising,” | said. "She is an environmental engineer. The
gardens mnust fascinate her."

"I"ve heard she has a particular interest in the gardeners."

| laughed. "That woul d be obscene if it were not so ridicul ous."

Cris DeHon's smile showed small pearl-white teeth. "Perhaps. But perhaps poor
beautiful Dem seeks sinple relief fromthe strain of being the focus of a
killer's desire.”

| suppose the epithet was not an exaggeration, although it shocked ne then, as
no doubt DeHon hoped it woul d. Dev Veeder had had a good war, and had risen
qui ckly through the ranks of the Greater Brazilian Arny. He was a war hero,

al t hough |i ke many heroes of the uiet War-at |east, on the w nning side-he had
never engaged in conbat. H s specialty was debriefing; | suppose a nore

i beral age might say that he was a torturer, although his nethods were as
much psychol ogi cal as physical. He once confided to me that showi ng a prisoner
the instruments he proposed to use often had as much effect as application of
the instruments thensel ves -especially if the prisoner had been forced to
listen to the screans of others suffering hot questioning. Early in the war,



Dev Veeder had interrogated an entire nmining comunity on Europa, sonme fifty
men, wonen and children; the intelligence he had wung fromthem had hel ped
bring a swift and relatively bl oodl ess end to the siege of Mnos. This and

ot her exploits had won himhis present position of head of security of Paris,
whi ch he prosecuted with diligence and vi gor

Dev Veeder was young, the youngest son of a good famly with connections in
both industry and governnent. He was fiercely anbitious and highly
intelligent.

He had a sharp black inpatient gaze. Hi s hair was conbed back in waves from
his high forehead and aquiline nose; his make-up was discretely but skillfully
applied. A dandy fromthe pages of a seventeenth century novel, but no fool.
knew himwell fromthe conversations we had had about history. He was very

interested in nmy theories, and believed, like many nmiddle-ranking mlitary
men, that he hinself had sonmething of the attributes of a great man. This
vanity was his single serious weakness, although it was true that, l|ike al

tyrants, he believed hinself both benevol ent and pragmatic.

"I'f only I had had the chance to really prove nyself," he said to ne nore than
once, showi ng that he really m sunderstood ny theory. For great men of history
do prove thenselves; the will to succeed, not luck or circunstance, is what
makes them great. They rise to the occasion; they seize the day; they nold

t hensel ves to be all things to all men. Dev Veeder was too proud to realize
this, and perhaps too cruel. He could only be what he was, and perhaps that is
why | feared for Dem, and why | crossed him

Each day, | left the safety of the diplomatic quarter for the ruins of the
city to interview the survivors of the siege, to try and | earn what they knew
or clained to know about Marisa Bassi. In spite of my reputation and the

letters of conmission | carried, Dev Veeder did not think that | was inportant
enough to warrant a proper escort-an inpertinence for which I was grateful

for one cannot properly conduct interviews anongst a defeated population in

t he presence of troopers of the force which now occupies their territory. And
so, each day, armed only with the blazer which | kept bolstered at ny ankl e,
set out to pursue my research in the refugee warrens.

It was nmy customto wait for ny guide in a small cafe at the edge of the small
pl aza just outside the diplomatic quarter. The place had once been the
checkpoint for the quarter, with cylinder gates to control access and hunman
guards on duty in case there was a problemthe conputer was not authorized to
handl e.

On the night of the revolution, a nob had stornmed the guardhouse and kill ed
the guards, fried the comPuter and associated security hardware with an

i ndustrial mcrowave beam and blown the gates. The di plomatic quarter had

al ready been evacuated, but a snmall detachnent of soldiers and m nor
executives had been | eft behind as caretakers; no one had expected the

revol utionary conmittee to violate the diplomatic quarter's sovereign status.
The soldiers killed half a hundred of the nmob before they were thensel ves
killed, the surviving executives were taken hostage, and the buil di ngs | ooted.
After the war, the quarter was the first place to be restored, of course, and
a nenorial had been erected to the nmurdered soldiers and martyred host ages,
virtually the only casualties on our side. But the ruins of the gates stil
stood to one side of the plaza on which half a dozen pedways and escal ators
converged, tall hollow colums gutted of their armatures, their bronze facings
scorched and ghosted with hal f-erased sl ogans.

The guardhouse's airy teepee was slashed and hal f- coll apsed, but an old
married couple had set up a tiny kitchen inside it and put a scattering of

m smat ched chairs and tabl es outside. Perhaps they hoped to get the custom of
t hose col | aborators who had cl earance to get past the security things, half
dog, half bear, knitted together with cybernetic enhancements and arnor, which

now guarded the diplomatic quarter. However, | seened to be their only
customer, and | suspected that they were relatives of nmy assiduous guide; for
that reason | never left a tip. That day, two days after the party, | was

sitting as usual in a wire frane chair, sipping froma bulb of dark strong



coffee and nibbling a nmeltingly sweet pain au chocol at, | ooking out across the
vista of Paris's main done while | waited for ny guide.

Before the uiet War, Paris, Dione, was one of the loveliest cities in the
solar system and the largest of all the cities on Saturn's noons. Its gl assy
froth of domes and tunnels and tents straddl ed a ridge of upthrust brecciated
basalt between Ronmul us and Renus craters. Since the twin craters are close to
the equator of the icy nmoon's sub-Saturnian hem sphere, Saturn stood al npost
directly overhead, cycling through his phases roughly every three days. The
city had been renowned for its mcrogravity architecture, its wde, tree-

i ned boul evards and parks-much of its popul ati on was i nvolved in the biotech
i ndustries-its cafe culture and opera and theaters, and the interlinked

parkl and blisters which stepped down the terraces of Renus crater along the
waterfall- filled course of what had been renaned the Proudhon River during
the revolution and now, after the end of uiet War and the fall of the

barri cades, was the Little Amazon-or would be, once the punps were fixed and
t he wat ercourse had been cl eared of debris.

The main done, |ike many others, had been blown during the bl oody end of the
siege. It was two kiloneters across, bisected by a dry riverbed fromeast to
west and by the Avenue des fitoiles, so-called because of the thousands of

| ant erns whi ch had hung fromthe branches of its trees, fromnorth to south,
and further divided into segnents by boul evards and tramwvays. O usters of

whi te buil di ngs stood anongst the sere ruins of parks, while warehouses and
of fices were packed around its circunference. Al though the civic buildings at
its center were superficially intact, their w ndows were shattered and their
white walls were pockmarked to the third story by the bullet-holes of the
bitter hand-to-hand fighting of the bloody day in which eighty thousand
citizens died defending their city frominvading troops of the Three Powers
Al liance. Every scrap of vegetation in the parks had been killed by exposure
to vacuum after the bl owout, of course, and now, with the restoration of

at nospheric pressure, it was all rotting dowmn to mulch. The air of the plaza
where | sat, high above it all, held a touch of that cabbagey stink

| was woken frommy reverie by a light touch on ny shoul der, the musk of

roses. Dem Laconbe fell, light as a bird, into the wire chair on the other
side of the little cafe table and favored me with her devastating smile. She
wore | oose white coveralls; | could not help but notice that her breasts were
unbound.

| scarcely saw Dev Veeder scow ing a dozen neters away, or his squad of burly
arnored troopers.

Dem Laconbe's left wist was bound by a pressure bandage; when | expressed ny
concern, she explained that she had fractured it in a silly accident. "I
overestimated nmy ability to junmp in this lovely light gravity, and took a bit
of a tunble. The clinic injected smart bacteria which will fix up the bone in
a couple of days. |'ve seen this place so nany times," she added, "but |

didn't know that you were its patron, Professor-Doctor."

"Please, ny nanme is Fredo. Wn't you join ne in a coffee? And you too,

per haps, Col onel Veeder?"
"There's no tinme for that,"’
t hese people, G aves."

I nsi de the guardhouse's hal f-coll apsed shroud, the old couple who ran the
makeshi ft cafe shrank from his black gl are.

| said boldly, "The psychologists tell me that enterprises like this are a
heal thy sign, Colonel. Even though it is, adnmittedly, on a m croeconomc
scale.”

"You' re being scamed," Veeder said. "I think | ought to re-exam ne the
credentials of your so-called guide."

"Hi story shows us, Colonel, that those defeated benefit from subsequent
cultural and econonmic fertilization. Besides, nmy sponsors would be unhappy if
you di sturbed ny work."

Dem Laconbe said, "I think it's a nice thing, Dev. Alittle sign of
reconciliation."”

Veeder said brusquely. "You're a fool to patronize



"Whatever. Cone on. It's a long way to the tramhead."

"The trams are worki ng agai n?"

"One or two," Dev Veeder said.

"Dev restored the tramlines which pass through sone of the parklands," Den
said. "It really does help ny surveys." For a noment, she took my hand in both
of hers. "You're a kinder man than you seem Fredo," she said, and floated up
out of her chair and took Dev Veeder's arm

| watched them cross the plaza to the escalators. Dem had only been in Paris
a coupl e of weeks, but she had already nastered the | ong | oping stride which
wor ked best in Dione's low gravity. Only when they had descended out of sight
did | look at the scrap of paper she had thrust into ny palm

I rmust talk with you

My guide arrived hardly a maute later; | suspected that he had been watching
the whole thing froma safe vantage. | suppose | should tell you sonething
about Lavet Corso. The nobst inportant thing was that | never entirely trusted
him an instinctive reaction to which | should have paid nore attention

But who does like collaborationists? They are despised by their own people for
being traitors, and for the same reason are distrusted by those they are so
eager to pl ease

Lavet Corso had once been something in the |ower echelons in the city's
government, and was studi edly neutral about Marisa Bassi. Although he had

arranged many interviews, | had never tried to interview him He had been
wi dowed in the war and had to support a young daughter in difficult
circunmstances. Wiile interviewing survivors of the siege, | had to endure the

squal or of the warrens in which they lived. On ny first visit, Corso had had
the tenerity to conplain about the noise, |lack of privacy, dirt and foul air,
and | had told himsharply, "You and your daughter are |lucky. Fate saved you
froma horrible death. If not for a chance which separated you fromyour wife
you coul d have been aboard that scow too. You could have fallen inside a tin
can into Saturn's poi sonous atnosphere, choking and boiling and flattened in
the calorific depths. But you, M. Corso, were spared, as was your daughter
Life goes on."

| don't think he took ny little homly to heart, but he didn't dare conplain
agai n.

Corso was a trenendously tall man, with a pockmarked face, dark eyes and bl ack
hair slicked back fromhis pale face with heavy grease. He was efficient and
smarter than he nostly allowed hinself to appear; perhaps too smart, for his
flattery never seemed sincere, and he was too ready to suggest alternatives to
nmy plans. That day, for instance, after | had told himwhere | wanted to go,
he i medi ately proposed visiting another sector that was both easier to reach
and in a far safer condition

"It isny lifeif you are hurt, boss.”

"I hardly think so, given the waivers | had to sign in order to do ny
fieldwork."

"And you have been there already, boss. Several tines. Very badly damaged it

is, not safe at all. And there are still many booby traps."
"I do remenber, M. Corso, and | also remenber that on each occasion you tried
to dissuade ne. But | will go again, because it is inportant to nme. If we do

get into trouble, the machines of the security force claimto be only five
m nutes away fromany spot in the city."
"It's certainly what we're told," Corso said. "Perhaps it's even true."

"Then lead on, M. Corso. | want to see this place today."

A few mnutes later, the whole of the main dome was spread beneath us. | sat
behi nd Corso as he | abored at the pedals of the airframe, beneath the centra
joint of its wide, vivid yellow bat wings. | found this node of travel quite

exhilarating, for Corso was an expert pilot, and in Dione's neager gravity we
could fall a hundred neters and escape with only bruises and perhaps a broken
bone or two.

W swooped out above the cankerous, rotting tangles of parks, above streets
dotted with hal f-cleared barricades, above white buil dings and the bl ackened



shell's of buildings set afire in the last hours of the siege. One reason for
t he bl owout had been to save Paris fromits crazed citizens (riding behind

Corso, with cold cabbagey air blowi ng around nme, | could inagine the done's
blister filling with swirling funes, a snoky pearl that suddenly cl eared when
its integrity was breached; its huge di anond panes were still srmudged with the

resi due of the suddenly snuffed fires). And then the little flying nachine

st ooped and we bounced °nce, twi ce, and were down, taxiing across a wide flat
roof above an avenue lined with dead chestnut trees.

I had cone here on ny second day in Paris. | had in- Slsted, and Dev Veeder
had, with ill-grace, provided an escort. | had returned several tines since,
for here were the roins of the office building, like a broken tooth in the
terraced arcades of this conmercial sector, fromwhich Marisa Bassi had run
his revolutionary commttee. Since | had first visited the place, | had

| earned nmuch nore about those desperate, |ast days. From one of these
terraces, bareheaded and in shirt-sleeves, Bassi had made his crucial speech
to the cromds who had packed the stilled pedways and enpty tramtracks. It was
at an intersection nearby that he had organized the first of the barricades,
and i naugurated the bl ock captain system by which the building and defense of
each barricade was assigned to platoons of a dozen or so citizens. How proud

the survivors still were of their token efforts, singing out the nanmes of the
barri cades on which they had served like captains recalling the nanes of their
shi ps.

Pl ace de | a Concorde

The Killing Field.

The Liberty Line.

For a long tine, | stood at the remains of that first barricade and tried to
i magi ne how it had been, that day when Bassi had nmade his speech. To insert
nmysel f, by imaginative reconstruction built on plain fact, into the life of

another, is the nost delicate part of nmy work. As | stood there, | imagined
the plane trees in leaf, the heat and brilliant |ight of hundreds of suspensor
| anps beneath the roof of the done, like floating stars against the bl ackness

of Dione's night, the restless crowd hi the wi de avenue, faces turned |ike
flowers towards Marisa Bassi

An imm grant, he was half the height of nost of the population of Paris, but
was broad-shoul dered and muscular, with a mane of gray hair and a bushy beard
woven through with | um nescent beads. Wat had he felt? He was tired, for he
had certainly not slept that night. | was certain that he had had a direct
hand in the deaths of his forner government coll eagues, and perhaps he was
haunted by the bl oody scenes. Murder is a prinmal event. Did the screans of his

nmur dered col | eagues fill himw th foreboding, did his hands trenble as he
grasped the rail and squared his shoul ders and prepared to address the
restless crowmd? He had showered, and his hair was still wet as he let go of

the rail and raised his hands (I had a photograph of his hands which | | ooked
at often: they were square-pal med, the fingers short and stout, w th broken
nails-a | aborer's rather than a nurderer's hands) to still the crowd' s noi se,
and began to speak. And in that monent changed hi story, and condemmed nost of
hi s audi ence to a vainglorious death. Had he planned his speech, or did it
cone unpronpt ed?

Several of those | had interviewed had said that he had seened nervous;
several others that he had spoken with flaw ess confidence; all said that he
had spoken wi thout notes, and that he had been cheered to the echo.

| wal ked about for an hour, every now and then dictating a few words to ny
not ebook, inpressions, half-realized ideas. Bassi did not yet stand before ne
fully-fleshed, but |I felt that he was grow ng cl oser

One of the killing machines which patrolled the repressurized parts of the
city stalked swiftly across a distant intersection, glittering and angul ar
like a praying mantis made of steel, there one noment, gone the next. |
wondered if it or one of its fell ows had caught the man who had painted the
silly slogan, He Lives!, across the sooty stone of the building' s first

set back; | would have to ask Dev Veeder



| told Corso, "lI'mpleased to see that our angels of mercy are afoot."

"They m ght reassure you, boss, but they scare the shit out nme. |'ve seen what
t hose things can do to a man."

"But not to you, ny dear Corso. Not while you are under my protection."

"Not while | have the stink of occupation upon ne."

"That's putting it crudely," | said.

Al'l of the occupation force and certain of its favored collaborators had been
tweaked so that their sweat emtted specific |Iong-chain |ipids which placated
the primtive brains of the security things and killing machi nes.

"I"'msorry, boss. This place weirds me out."

"Bad nenories, perhaps?"

| was wondering if Corso had been there, that day, but as usual, he did not
rise to the bait. He said, "I was on corpse detail, right after they
repressurized this part of the city. The bodies had lain in vacuum at m nus
two hundred degrees Centigrade for nmore than two nonths. They were shrivel ed
and very dry.

Skin and flesh crisp, like pie crust. It was hard to pick themup w thout a
finger or a hand or a foot breaking off. W all wore masks and gl oves, but

fl akes of dead people got in your skin, and pretty soon all you could snell
was death.”

"Don't be so gloony, Corso. Wen the reconstruction is finished, your city
will have regained its former glory."

"Yeah, but it won't be ny city any nore. So, where do you want to go next?"
"To the sector where he lived, of course.”

"Revisiting all your old favorites today, boss?"

"I feel that I'mgetting closer to him M. Corso."

We clinbed back up to the roof, took off with a sudden stoop, and then, wth
Corso pedaling furiously, rose high above roofs and avenues and dead parkl and.
"I don't understand why you aren't grateful for the reconstruction, M. Corso.
W could quite easily have denolished your city and started over. O pulled
out entirely, and brought you all back to Earth."

"I was born here. This is where | was designed to live. Earth would kill ne.
"And you will live here, thanks to the generosity of the Three Powers
Cccupation Force, but you will live here as part of human mai nstream The high
fl own nonsense about col onizing the outer lints of the solar system the
conets and the Kuiper Belt, all of that was sheer nmadness. | have a col |l eague
who has denonstrated that it is economically inpossible. There will be a few
scientific outposts, perhaps, but the outer systemis too cold and dark and
energy poor. It's no place to live. Here though, will be the jewel of Earth's
reconciliation with her children, M. Corso. | believe that the uiet War wll
mark the beginning of the first mature epoch of human history, a war to end
wars, and an end to childish expansionism In its place will be as fine a
flowering in the sciences and the arts as humanity has ever known. W are
lucky to be alive at this tinme."

"The Chinese mght disagree. About an end to war."

"Such disagreenments as there are between the Denocratic Union of China and the
Three Powers Alliance will be settled by diplomcy and the interm ngling of
trade and culture. Men live for so long now that their lives are too val uable
to be wasted in war."

Pedal i ng hard, Corso said over his shoulder, "Ad nmen have al ways used that as
an excuse to send young nen to war."

"You are a cynic, M. Corso."

"Maybe. Still, it's funny how the war started because we woul dn't repay our
debts, and now you're pouring noney into reconstruction."

How do wars start? | suppose you could graph the rise in Sovernment debt

agai nst public resentnment at the colonies funded by Earth's taxes until a
trigger point was reached, a crisis which had finally forced the governnents
of the Three Powers Alliance to act. That crisis was generally agreed to be
the refusal by certain colonies to pay increased rates of interest on the
corporate and governnent |oans which had funded their expansion, an act of



defiance which coincided with the death of the president of Geater Brazi
close to an election, and the need by his inexperienced and unpopul ar vice
president to be seen to act decisively. By that view, the uiet WAr was no nore
than an act of debt recovery. O perhaps one might suggest that the uiet War
was an historical inevitability, the usual reaction of col onies which had
chaf ed under the yoke of an over-stretched and underfunded enpire until they
could not hel p but demand i ndependence: there were dozens of precedents for
this in Earth's history.

And yet the colonists had lost. The Three Powers Alliance had the

t echnol ogi cal and econom c advant age, and superior access to information; the
colonies, fragile bubbles of air and Iight and heat scattered in the vastness
of the outer solar system were horribly vulnerable. Apart froma few

assassi nations and acts of sabotage, alnost no one had died on Earth during
the uiet War, but hundreds of thousands had died in the col onies on the noons
of Jupiter and Saturn, in orbital habitats and in spacecraft.

Sartre wote that because of technology we can no | onger make history;

i nstead, history is something that happens to us. It is an irony, | suppose,
that Marisa Bassi's spark of defiance was extingui shed because the very
technol ogy which sustained his city nade it so very vul nerabl e.

And yet certain inportant corporados were sufficiently worried about the
futile resistance led by that one man, in one city on one of Saturn's snall
icy moons, to have sent ne to profile him as a police psychol ogi st m ght
profile a mass mnurderer.

WAs Marisa Bassi a great nan who had risen fromobscurity to fame but had
failed? O was he a fool, or worse than a fool-a psychopath who had hypnotized
an enotionally vul nerabl e popul ati on and made them martyrs not for the cause
of liberty, but for gratification of his inadequate ego?

| still had too little material to nake that judgnent, and | confess that on
that day, as | returned to places | had already traw ed over, ny mnd was as
much on the inplications of Dem Laconbe's note as nmy work, and to Lavet
Corso's undi sguised relief | brought an early end to ny | abors.

Four It was not easy to arrange a private neeting with Demi La- conbe, for the
di pl omatic quarter was small, and Dev Veeder's already keen eye was sharpened
further by jealousy. | took to walking in the parkland after dark, even though
| gave little credence to Cris DeHon's gossip, but I met only tame aninals
and, once, one of the gardeners, who for a nmonent gazed at me with gentle,
mld curiosity before shanbling away into the shadows beneath the huge, shaggy
puf fballs of a stand of cypress trees.

| spent the next few days within the diplomatic quarter, interview ng wetches
caught up in Dev Veeder's latest security sweep. They were either sullen and
nmostly silent, or effusively defiant, and in the latter case their answers to
my questions were so full of lies or boasts or blusters that it was al nost

i npossible to find any grain of truth. One wild-eyed man, his face badly

brui sed, clainmed to have seen Bassi shot in the head in the |ast nmonents of
the resistance, after the invading troops had bl own the main done and storned
the barricades. Several said that he was sl eeping deep beneath one of the
moon's icefields, and woul d waken again in Paris's hour of need-sonething

had heard nmany tinmes al ready, unconsciously echoing the Arthurian | egend just
as the Bassi's revolution had so very consciously echoed the Parisian conmunes
of the 19th century (in our age, all revolutionaries worth their salt nust pay
fastidious attention to precedent).

Al worthless, yet | felt that | was growi ng near to understandi ng him
Sonetimes he was in ny dreans. But suddenly ny work no | onger mattered, for |
contrived ny rendezvous with Dem Laconbe.

It was at another of the receptions with which the small community within the
di plomatic quarter bolstered its sense of its own worth. It was easily done.
By an arrangenent | was later to regret, Cris DeHon diverted Dev Veeder into a
| ong and earnest conversation with a visiting journalist about the
anti-reconstruction propaganda that was circulating in the general popul ation
(in truth no nore than a few scruffy leaflets and some notil e sl ogans pl anted



nore to irritate the occupying troops than rally the vestigial resistance, but
how Dev preened before the journalist's floating canera). | exchanged a gl ance
with Dem Laconbe, and she set her bulb of wheat frappe" on a floating tray
and set off past the striped tents erected in the airy glade into the woods
beyond. | followed a mnute later, ny heart beating as quickly and lightly as
it had when | had set off on romantic assignations half a century ago.

Ferns grew head- hi gh beneath the frothy confections of the trees, but I
glinpsed Demi's pale figure flitting through the green shadows and hurried on
into the depths of the ravine which split the quarter's parkland. W soon |eft
the safety of the trees behind but still she went on and | had to foll ow,

al t hough ny eagerness was becoming tenpered with a concern that we woul d be
spotted by one of the security things.

Yet how wonderful it was, to be chasing that gorgeous creature! W flew down a
craggy rock face like creatures in a dream over vertical fields of
brilliantly col ored tweaked orchids, along great falls of ferns and vines and
air-kelp. Birds lazily swamin the air; beyond the brilliant stars of
suspensor | anps, beyond the di anmond panes of the quarter's tent, Saturn

bl essed us with his pale, benign gaze.

The chase ended in a triangular meadow of emeral d- green noss, starred with
the spikes of tiny red flowers and backed by the tall, ferny cliff of black
heat - shocked basalt down which we had swm There was a steep drop to the dark
| ake at the bottom of the ravine at one edge, and a dense little wood of roses
grown as tall as trees at the other. The wild heady scent of the roses did
nothing to quieten nmy heart; nor did the way Dem pressed her hands over mine
The bandage on her left wist was gone; those smart bacteria had worked their
nmagi c.

"Thank you, Fredo," she said. "Thank you for this. If | couldn't get away from
hi m now and then | swear | would go crazy."

How can | describe what she | ooked like in that moment? Her silvery hair
unbound about her heart-shaped face, which was nmere centinmeters fromny own.
Her pal e, gauzy trousers and bl ouson floating about her body. Her scent so
much i ke the scent of the wild roses. The virides- cent light of that little
meadow, filtered through ferns and roses, gave her pale skin an underwater
cast; she night have been a Nereid indeed, clasping a swooning sailor to her
bosom

"Dev Veeder," | said stupidly.
"He's declared his |ove for ne.
"You must be careful how you respond. You may think himfoolish, but it wll
be dangerous to insult his honor."

"It's so fucked up," the gorgeous creature declared. She let go of mnmy hands
and strode the width of the neadow in four graceful strides, cane back to ne

in four nore. "I can't work, the way he foll ows ne around everywhere."

"Hi s devotion is exceptional. | take it that you do not reciprocate his

i nfatuation."”

"I'f you mean do | love him do | want to marry him no. No. | thought | Iiked

him but | knew better than to sleep with himbecause | know what a big thing
it iswith you Geater Brazilians."

| thought then that it m ght have been better if she had slept with himas
soon as possible, since it would have instantly deval ued her in Dev Veeder's
eyes. She woul d have beconme his mistress, but never his wife.

Dem said, "I think he's been out here too long. |'ve heard dreadful stories
about him™"
"Well, we have been at war."

"That he tortures his prisoners,” she said. "That he enjoys it."

"He is a soldier. Sonetinmes it is necessary to do things in war which would be
unf orgi vabl e i n peacetine."

| did not particularly want to defend Dev Veeder, but | did not yet know what
she wanted of ne, and | was feeling an old man's cauti on.

"He enjoys it," she said again.

"Perhaps he enjoys carrying out his duty."



"A Jesuitical distinction if ever | heard one."
"I was educated by them as a matter of fact."

"So was |I! Just outside Dublin. A horrible gray pile of a Place that snelled
of damp and fl oor polish and cheap disinfectant. Brr," she said, and shuddered
and smled. "I bet you had to endure that |ecture on dammation and eternity.

The sparrow flying fromone end of the Universe to the other..."

"On each circuit carrying away in its beak a grain of rice froma nountain as
tall as the Mon's orbit."

"I'n our lecture the nountain was made of sand. And | guess your priests were

men, not wonmen. | still renenber the punchline. Even when the sparrow had
finished its task not one nmonent of eternity had passed. They knew how to
| eave a mark on your soul, the Jesuits. | |learned to hate them because they

scared ne into being good."
"I amsure that you needed little tuition in that direction, Dr. Laconbe."
"Demi, Fredo. Call me Deni. uit being so formal."

"Dem, then."

"They gave nme a strong sense of duty too, the Jesuits. | came here to do a
job. An inmportant job."

| began to understand what she wanted. | said, "Dev Veeder's attentions are

interfering with your work."

"He's an inpossible nman. He says that he wants to help ne, but he won't listen
when | try to tell himthat he could best help by letting me get on with ny
work on ny own."

"He is froma good fanmly. Very ol d-fashioned."

"Right. He insists on going everywhere with ne, and insists that | stay | ocked
up in the quarter when he can't spare the tinme to escort me. So |'mway behind
in m survey. | nmean, | knew it would be a big job, but Dev is making it

i npossible. And it's so inportant that it gets done. This was such a wonderful
pl ace, before the war." She made a sweeping gesture that took in the roses,

the falls of ferns, the viridescent noss. "It was all like this, then."”
"The restoration is an inportant symbol of political faith."
"Well, there's that. But this city was a biotech showpi ece before the war. It

had nmore gene w zards than any ot her colony, and they exported their expertise
to al nost everywhere else in the outer system There's so nmuch we can |earn
fromwhat's left, and so nuch nore we can |l earn during the reconstruction."
"And of course you want to play a part in that. It would set the cap on your
career."

"It was like a work of art,"” Dem Laconbe said. "It would be a terrible sin
not to try and restore it. There's a nan | need to see. Away from Dev."

"One of the survivors."

"Yani Hakai opul o0s. He was a gene wi zard, once upon a tine. As great a talent
as Sri Hong-Omen or Avernus. He retired a long time ago, but he hel ped entrain
t he basic ecol ogi cal cycl es which underpi nned everything else. | can learn so
much fromhim if |I'mgiven the chance.™

"But he won't talk if Dev Veeder is with you."

"The Parisians think that Dev is a war crinminal."

"I'f they had won the war, perhaps that's what he woul d have become. But they
did not."

"WIl you help ne, Fredo? You go out into the city alone. You interviewthe
peopl e there."

"And you want me to interview this man about the city's ecosystens? | woul d
not know where to begin."

"No," Dem Laconbe said, her gaze bright and bold. "I want you to take ne with
you. "

"Wthout Dev Veeder's know edge."

"Under his nose."

"He is the chief of police, Demi. No one can cone and go wi thout his

know edge. "

"I think I've found a way," Dem Laconbe said. She stepped back and put two
fingers between her blood-red |lips and whistled, a single shrill note so |oud



it startled me, and disturbed a flock of small brown birds which had been
perching in the ferns overhead. As they tunbled through the air, a man stepped
out of the roses on the other side of the little meadow.

My heart gave a little leap, tugged by guilt, and | was suddenly aware of how

much like illicit lovers Dem La- conbe and | nust have | ooked. But the nman
was no man at all, nerely one of the gardeners, the tutelary spirits of the
par kl and.

Before the revolution, before the uiet War, the governnent of Paris, Di one was
an attenpt to revive the quaint notion of technodenocracy, an experinment in
citizen participation that on Earth had been di sm ssed | ong ago as j ust

anot her Utopian idea that was sinmply too unwieldy in practice. But it had
briefly flourished in the little goldfish bow of the colony city; every
citizen could put a notion to change any aspect of governance providing he
could enlist a quorum of supporters, and the notion would be enforced by the
appropriate noderating comittee if a sufficient majority voted it through

It was a horrible exanple of how | azy and mi sgui ded rul ers, who shoul d have
been el evated above the nob by virtue of breeding or ability, devolve their
natural obligations to ignorance, prejudice and the leveling force of pop- f
ular taste. Inmagine the tinme wasted in uniforned debate j: over trivia

i ssues, the constant babbl e of prejudices masqueradi ng as opi nion or even
fact! It had been a society shaped not by taste or intelligence but by a kind
of directionless, nmndless flailing rem niscent of Darw nian evol ution. W
have mastered evol ution, and we nust be masters of the evolution of our
civilization, too. Yet Paris's nascent technodenocracy had thrown up one or
two interesting ideas, and one of these was its method of capital punishment.
Li ke all denocracies, it mstakenly believed in the essential perfectibility
of all nen, and so practiced rehabilitation of its crimnals rather than

puni shnent .

But even it had to admit that there were sone crimnals who, by genetic

i nheritance, parental conditioning or choice, were irredeemable. As thrifty as
the rest of the energy- and resource-poor colonies of the outer solar system
Paris did not waste material and | abor in constructing prisons for these
wretches; nor did it waste their potential for |abor by executing them

I nstead, they were | obotom zed and fitted with transducer and control chips,
transform ng psychopaths into useful servants, neat extensions of the contro
system whi ch mai ntai ned the parkl ands and w | derness and farns of the city.
The gardener Dem had sumoned from his hiding place had obviously been an
unt weaked i mmgrant, for he was no taller than ne. Like the gardener | had
encount ered when wandering the parkland like a lorn, |ovesick fool, hoping to
encounter Dem Laconbe, he was sturdy, barechested and barefoot, his white
trousers ragged, his shaven head scarred by the operation which had
transformed him encircled by a coppery headband into which was woven a

hi gh-gai n broad band ant enna.

Through this he was Iinked to both his fellows and the conputers which
controlled the climate of the parkland, its streans, its hidden machi nes, and
even its animals, which all were fitted with control chips too. Several of the
smal |l brown birds which had fallen fromthe ferns fluttered about his head,
calling in high excited voices, unnervingly like those of small children
before flying away over the edge of the neadow. Wth a rustling and snapping
of canes, a pygny manmoth energed fromthe roses, its long russet hair conbed
straight and gleaning with oils, its trunk flexed at its broad forehead as the
sensitive pink tip snuffled the air. Tools and boxes hung on its fl anks,
attached to a rope harness.

The gardener scarcely glanced at ne; his attention was on Deni Laconbe.

t hought | saw a | ook pass between them crackling with a shared enotion
Desire, | thought, and in that nmonent unknow ngly sealed her fate, for | was
suddenly, violently, unreasonably jeal ous of the poor child of nature she had
sumoned, believing that Cris DeHon's malicious insinuations may have been
right all al ong.

"He knows ne," Dem Laconbe said softly. "I can speak with him"



"Anyone can speak to them" | said. "I understand they are programed to
understand a few sinple commands. But nostly they keep away fromthe people
they serve. It's better that way."

Dem Laconbe sniled and touched her left tenple with her forefinger. "I nmean
that | can truly talk with him | have an inplant simlar to his, so that |
can access the higher functions of the nmachi nes which control the habitat.
Through them | can talk with him Watch, Fredo! | can send himaway as easily
as | summoned him"

She nmade no signal, but the gardener turned and parted the canes of the roses
and vani shed into them The mammoth turned too and trotted after him It was
unnervingly like magic, and | briefly wondered how el se she mi ght have
conmanded the brute, before crushing the vile inage as a man ni ght crush a

| oat hsome worm beneath the heel of his boot.

Dem said, "He showed ne a way out of here that Dev and his troopers don't
know about . "

| laughed, a trifle excessively | fear. | was not quite nyself. Roses in a
wi | d garden, a woman trapped by her own beauty, a conpliant nmonster. | said,
"Real |y, Dem . A secret passage?"

"A stream was diverted when the |ayout of the parkland was redesigned twenty
years ago. Its sink pipe wasn't seal ed up because it lies at the bottom of the
| ake, down there." She stepped gracefully to the edge of the neadow. A light

wi nd blew up the face of the cliff, stirring her long, silvery hah- as she
poi nt ed downward; she | ooked |ike a warrior fromsone pre-technol ogi cal nyth.

| shuffled carefully to her side, and | ooked down at the | ong, narrow sl eeve
of black water that was wedged at the bottom of the ravine, between the base
of the cliff on which we stood and the wall of bare sheetrock which rose in
huge bolted sl abs toward the foot of one of the tent's dianond panes, high
above us.

Dem said, "The pipe is flooded, but the gardeners can give me one of the air
masks they wear when they clean out the bulk storage tanks. There's a pressure
gat e which nust be opened-it fell closed when the main dome was bl own. Then
"1l be outside."

"It sounds dangerous. More dangerous than Dev Veeder."

"I"ve tested the pressure gate. | know it works. But | need help getting
across the main part of the city." She had turned to nme, her face shining with
excitement. How young she was, how |l ovely! Her scent was very strong at that

monent; | could have drowned in it quite happily. She said, "I need your help,
Fredo. WII you help nme?"

For a nonent, | quite forget ny | oathsome spasm of jeal ousy. "OF course,”
said. "OF course | will, ny dear Demi. How could | refuse the plea of a maiden

in distress?" w Five W nmade our plans as we wal ked back through the shaggy,
exuberances of the cypresses toward the lights and noise of the party. W took
care to return to it separately, fromdifferent directions, but still mnmy heart
gave a little leap when | saw Dev Veeder noving purposefully through knots of
chattering people, hauling hinmself hand over hand al ong one of the wai st-high
tet hers whi ch webbed the | awn. He was naking straight for Dem, and when he
reached her she put her hand on his shoul der and her |ovely, delicate face
close to his and talked quietly into his ear. He nodded and sniled, and she
smled too, ny cunning m nx.

"Now you can tell ne all about it."

I swung around so quickly that | would have fl oated above the heads of the
chattering party-goers if Cris DeHon had not caught ny wist. The neuter's
fingers were long and delicate, and fever-hot. It wore a white bl ouson sl ashed
here and there to show flashes of scarlet lining, as if it were imtating the
victimof some primtive and bloody rite. Its hair was dyed a crisp white, and
stiffened in little spikes.

"Tell me all about it," DeHon said. "Wat plot's afoot? Is it |ove?"

| smiled into the neuter's sharp pale face. "Don't be ridiculous.”

"A marriage of sumer and winter is not unknown. And if you're half the

di stingui shed scholar you claimto be, you'd be quite a catch for a struggling



academ c fromthe nost backward and i npoverished country of the Alliance."
"She was showi ng ne sonme of the wonders of our gardens,"” | said, shaking free
of DeHon's hot grasp. "This city is fanous for its gene w zards."

DeHon smiled craftily, |ooking sidelong through the crowmd at Demi Laconbe and

Dev Veeder. "I don't believe it for a minute, but I won't spoil the fun. The
curtain has risen; the play has conmenced. For your sake, | hope Dev Veeder
will be in a good tenmper when he discovers your little plot."

The ni ght passed in a daze of half-sleeping, half-waking. | had never sl ept

well in Dione's light gravity, and what sleep | had that night was full of
nmur ky dreans col ored by fear and desire.

The next norning, | drank an unaccustoned second cup of coffee at the
makeshi ft cafe' and, when Lavet Corso finally arrived, | instructed himto fly
us to the coordi nates which Dem Laconbe had gi ven ne.

He stared at ne insolently, the seans in his face tightening around his nouth.
"That's not hing but a park, boss."

"Neverthel ess, that is where we will go."

And so we did, after a brief argument which | quite enjoyed, and which did
nore to wake ne than the coffee did. | was beginning to suspect that Corso's
protests were ritual, like the bargaining one nmust do in a souk when nmaking a
purchase. Now that the game was afoot, | was in a careless nood of
anticipation, and did not conplain at the pitch and yaw of the airfranme as
Corso slipped it through updraughts, spiraling down to the brown and bl ack

wr eckage of the park. W swooped in | ow over the tops of skeletal trees which
rai sed their white arns hi gh above a wastel and of deliquescing vegetation. The
stink was horrible. An eye of water gleaned in the shadow of a low cliff of
raw basalt, and a small figure stepped froma cleft at the foot of the cliff
and semaphored its arnms. A flood of relief and renewed desire turned ny poor
foolish heart quite over. | tapped Corso's shoul der, but he had al ready seen
her. The wings of the airframe booned as they shed air, and we ski dded across
a bl ack carpet of nulch

Dem Laconbe floated down fromthe cleft, fromwhich a little water stil
trickled into what had once been a | ake, and ran to us with huge | oping
strides, sleek in silvery skinthins which hugged every contour of her slim
body. An airmask and a small tank dangled from one hand. Her wet hair was
snarl ed around her beautiful face, made yet nore beautiful by the brilliant
smle she turned on ne.

Corso gave a low whistle, and | said sharply, "Enough of that. Remenber your
poor dead wife." "You're late," Dem said breathlessly. "My gui de has a bad
sense of tinme." "It doesn't matter. Well, I'mready. Let's go!" "You have not
brought... nore suitable attire?" Dem |aughed, and cocked her hip. The
silvery material was nolded tightly to every centinmeter of her body. "What's
wrong? You don't |ike this?"

| liked it very nuch indeed, of course, and it was obvious at Corso did too.
He was cranking up the prop, to give enough kinetic energy to assist takeoff.
When | told himaaM futures sharply to hurry up, he nmunbl ed sonet hi ng about
over | oadi ng.

"Nonsense. You hardly expect my passenger to wal k. Look lively! Every noment
we stay here risks discovery."

"I didn't sign up for adventure,"” Corso said. He straightened, with one hand
to the small of his back. "Maybe you better tell ne what this is all about,
boss. "

"You just get us to the warrens," | said.

"No," Dem said, "he's right." She stepped up to Corso and touched his arm and
said, "You're Lavet Corso, aren't you? Professor-Doctor Graves has told nme so
much about the help you' ve given him"

"And who are you?"

"Dr. Demi Laconbe. |I'mhere to help reconstruct your wonderful ecosystem and
I want to talk to Yard Hakai opul os."

"Real ly," Corso said, but | could see that he was weakeni ng. "Wy not have
your boyfriend haul himin?"



"My boyfriend?"
"Col onel Veeder. You are the wonman he's been escorting everywhere."
"Well, that's true, but he isn't ny boyfriend, and that's why | need your

hel p."

Corso | ocked the prop's w nding mechani smand said, "You can try and talk to
Yani if you like, but you'll find he's imune to your charns. dinb on board
now, both of you. Let's see if | can get this higher than the trees."

Dem | ooked at the flinsy airfrane and said, "I thought it would be safer to
wal k. "

"Not at all," | said. "It would take several hours, and we would be bound to
encounter nore than one of the killing nachi nes, and they would report
straight back to the security forces. But no one bothers to watch where we
go."

"You had better be right, boss."

The airframe jinked across the rotten black carpet and bounded into the air.
Dem, seated behind me, screanmed |oudly and happily. She had put her arns
around ny waist; the pressure of her body agai nst ny back, and her musky
scent, alnobst as strong as the cabbage-stink of the rotten vegetation
awakened a part of me that had been sleeping for quite sone tine.

Al t hough Corso was pedaling hard, the airframe cl anmbered through the mddle
air of the dome with the grace of a pregnant dragonfly. | |eaned back and
pointed out to Dem the remains of barricades across the avenues, the ruined
hul k of the Bourse, like a shattered weddi ng cake, where the |ast of those
citizens who had been in or near to pressure suits when the donme had been

bl own open had made their final stand. Once, | saw the silver twinkle of a
killing machi ne stal king down the m ddl e of the Avenue des fitoiles; Corso
must have seen it too, for he veered the airframe away, scudding in toward one
of the flat rooftops clustered around the edge of the done.

The place was an automated distribution warehouse of sone kind, and al t hough
it woul d have been cl eared of any bodies, the red-lit echoing enptiness of its
storage areas and ranps was eerie. Dem kept close to me as Corso | ed us down
a narrow street. | told her about Marisa Bassi's early days in Paris, Dione,
when as an imm grant he had worked in one of these warehouses, rising quickly
to become its supervisor, then noving on to beconme a partner in an inport-
export business of dubious legality, where he had nade enough noney to buy his
citizenship.

"And two years after that he becane a councillor, and then the war came. The
rest will be history, once |l have witten it."

"Your history, maybe," Corso said.

"Al'l history belongs to the winners," | said, "so it will be your history too.
I f you know anyt hi ng about Bassi, nows the tine to tell ne."

"Not hi ng you need to know, boss," Corso said, with his naddening

di si ngenuousness.

Mari sa Bassi had been living in this sem-industrial sector when the war
began. Imagine his small, sparsely furnished roomthat evening, the sounds of
the street drifting up through a wi ndow open to catch any stray breeze: a tram
rattling through a nearby intersection; the conversation of people strolling
about as the suspensor |ights di med overhead; the snell of food fromthe
cafes and restaurants. Bassi was sitting in a chair, flicking through page
after page on his slate-he hated the paperwork which went with his job, and
was especially inpatient with it now that the first nmove toward i ndependence
had been made-when he heard a distant thunp, |ike a huge door closing. At the
same nmoment the suspensor lights flickered, cane back on. Bassi | ooked out of
t he wi ndow and saw people running, all in one direction, running w th huge

| oping strides like gazelles fleeing a lion's rush. His heart felt holl ow for
a noment, then filled with a rush of adrenaline. He called out to soneone he
recogni zed, and the man stopped and shouted up that it was the parlianent
bui | di ng, someone had blown it up

"It's war!" the man added, holding up a little scrap of TV film Let's say
that he was a Sicilian too, Bep Martino or some such rough hewn nane, a



constructi on worker. He and Bassi played chess and drank rough red w ne under
the chestnut trees in the little park at the end of the street.

"Wait there!" Bassi said. "lI'mcomng with you!"

It seened that nost of the population of Paris had converged on the ruins of
the parliament building. It had neatly collapsed on itself, its flat roof
draped broken-backed across the pancaked remains of its three stories. People
had organi zed thensel ves into teams and were carefully picking through the

wr eckage, chains of men and wonen passing chunks of fractured concrete from
top to bottom stopping every now and again while soneone |istened for the
calls of those who had been buried. Living casualties were carried off to
hospital ; the dead lay in a neat row under orange bl ankets on the tranpled

| awns.

Fol l owed by his friend, Marisa Bassi restlessly stalked all the way around the
perimeter of the building. Five killed, eighteen injured, a doctor told him
and probably nore still to be found in the rubble.

Bep Martino appraised the ruins with a critical eye and said that it was a
prof essi onal job. "Charges placed just so, the walls went out and the floors
fell straight down. Boom " Every so often, he flattened out the TV on his palm
and gave a report on what it was saying. Earth's three najor powers had nmade
good their threat, and were sending out what they called an expeditionary
force to quell revolutionary elenments in their outer col onies.

"Note the possessive," Bassi said.

"Well, we voted to suspend paynents,” Martino said, "so | guess we're al
revol uti onari es now. "

"This is our nmoment," Bassi said.

He stopped to talk with another councillor, a third generation tweak, very
tall, and thin as a rail. Stooping, he told Bassi that the air conditioning
had fail ed because of a virus, and software faults had shut down the fusion
reactors; the city was running on battery power.

"We expected all this," Bassi said inpatiently. "It is only a warning. W will
get the systems back on line, we will clear this up. W will bury our dead and
swear on their graves that they will not have died in vain."

He said this last loudly, for the benefit of the people who were gathering
around the two councillors, felt a gleeful kick of adrenaline, and added,
because he liked the phrase, 'This is our nmoment."

"We did not expect themto send soldiers,” the tall councillor said gloomly
"We'll fight if we have to," Bassi said, his face burning with a sudden

sel f-righteous anger. "W built this city; no soldiers can take it fromus."
Peopl e were cl appi ng and shouting all around himnow The councillor took his
el bow and said quietly, "Be careful of the nob, Bassi. It'lIl eat you up, if
you let it."

Surely soneone would have told himsonmething Iike that, but with the taste of
concrete dust in his throat and his bl ood up, Marisa Bassi woul d have shrugged
of f any advice. It was not a tine for noderation or conciliation. That was
what he told the city's prine conmttee a day later, as they debated their
response to the threats nade by the Three Powers Alliance, and on that day at

| east, the council was with him for it agreed to declare a state of war.

The stage was set. Soon, Marisa Bassi would dominate it.

The sector where he had |lived was dead now, his entire city was dead. Corso
Dem Laconmbe and | crept like mice in a deserted house al ong a wal kway whi ch
pl unged t hrough the dome's rocky skirt (its dianmond panes archi ng hi gh above
us as if we were microbes trapped in a fly's eye). It was one of the nmany ways
into the warrens where the survivors of the city's siege had hidden, wal kways
and passages and shafts |inking insulated dormtories or hydroponic tunnels.
One of the wal kways actually ran a little way across the naked face of the
ridge, and gave views to the northwest of the dark, runpled floor of the

Romul us crater. The nmoon was so snmall that the far side of crater was well
bel ow t he horizon, and we seened to be standing on a high, curved cliff

| ooki ng out across a sea frozen in the mdst of a violent tenpest. Saturn's
banded di sc of salnon and saffron was tipped high in the black sky, the narrow



arc of his rings shining like polished steel

There was the landing platform two shuttles standing on top of it like toys
on a cakestand. There were the orange sl ashes and dashes and squiggles, |ike
ri bbons of cunei form code, of the vacuumorganismfields. As | pointed these
out to Dem, a huge trenbling and translucent jellyfish rose up fromthe
sharply drawn |line of the close horizon, its skirts glittering in the harsh
sunlight even as it began to | ose shape and fall back toward the plain. It was
where many of the surviving popul ation of Paris had been put to work,
excavating fragnents of the iron-rich bolide whose inpact had formed the twin
craters.

I had not finished explaining this when another jellyfish rose, withing, into
the sunlight, and a nonent later the trenor of the first explosion passed

t hrough the wal kway.

| told Dem, "It is an open-cast mne. They must be making it w der or deeper
The ice is so cold it is hard as rock, and that's why they nust use
expl osi ves. "

"Means two or three nore people will die out there today," Corso said. "O get
badly hurt."

"Don't be inpertinent,”" | told him "It's inportant work, necessary work. The
metals will aid in the reconstruction of your city."

"I only mean that Yam m ght suddenly be too busy to have time to talk to the
young | ady, boss," Corso said.

"Keep a civil tongue in your head, M. Corso, or you night find yourself
working in the mnes. O back on corpse detail."

"I't would nost likely be the mnes," Corso said, "seeing as they've nostly

cl eared away the dead."

W passed through an antiquated airlock, a sequence of dianmond sl abs whi ch had
to be cranked open and shut by hand, into die noise and squal or and stink of
refugee town. It had once been part of the city's farmsystem first grow ng
raw organics in the formof unicellular algae, and then, after vacuum

organi sns had been devel oped, cultivating fruits and vegetables for die |uxury
mar ket .

Now, the wi de, |lowroofed tunnels, nercilessly lit by piped sunlight, divided
by panel s of extruded plant waste or pressed rock-dust, by blankets or sheets
hung fromw res and plastic string, were die rude dormtory quarters of die

t housand or so surviving Parisians. Al diough many were off working two- or
three-day shifts at the mnes or helping to restore die vacuum farnms (the
city's vacuum organi sns had been killed by prions which had catal yzed a
debilitating change in their photosynthetic pignents, and were slowy being
stripped out and replaced), die wetched place seemed noi sy and crowded.

Everyt hing was danp, and die hot, heavy air was ripe widi the smell of sewage
and body odor. A dubious brown liquid trickled under the raised slats of die
wal kway down which Corso | ed Demi and ne. He wal ked several paces ahead of us,
with a self-consciousness |'d not seen before, as he led us to the hospital
wher e Yani Hakai opul os worked.

Peopl e were sitting at the openings of their crudely partitioned spaces. A few
| ooked up and, with dull eyes, watched us go by. O d nen and wonmen nostly; one
crone dandled a fretting baby whose face was encrusted with bl oody mucus.

"Poor thing," Denmi whispered to ne.

War is cruel, | alnost said, but her |ook of conpassion was genui ne and ny
sentiment was not. | had been here many tinmes before to interviewthe
unfortunate survivors about Marisa Bassi, and | confess that ny heart had been
hardened to the squal or to which their reckless actions had consi gned t hem
The hospital was anot her converted agricultural tunnel, beyond yet another set
of tiresonme nechanically operated doors. The reception area, where a dozen
patients waited on stretchers or a nedley of plastic chairs, was walled off by
scratched and battered transparent plastic scarred with the |unpy seams of
hasty welds. Corso talked with a weary worman in a traditional white snock, and
was al l owed through into the main part of the hospital, where beds stood in
neat rows in nerciful dimess-in there, the piped sunlight was filtered



t hrough beta cloth tacked over the openings in the |ow ceiling.

Most of the medical orderlies were m ssionary Redeeners, gray-skinned, tal

and skinny, wapped in bandages |ike so many of their patients, or Egyptian
munmi es cone to life. They all had the sanme face. There were nany badly burned
patients, imobilized inside nolded plastic casings while damaged skin and
nmuscl es were reconstructed. A few people shuffled about, often on crutches;
many were mssing |linbs. Corso passed between the beds into the obscure

di mess at the far end of the hospital, and within a mnute returned, |eading
a stooped old man in a white snock spattered with bl ood stains.

As they came into the reception area, | understood what Corso had neant when
he had said that Dem's charnms m ght not work, for Yard Hakai opul os was blind.
The ol d gene wi zard was congenitally sightless, in fact, having been born wth
an undevel oped optic chiasma, but he could see, after a fashion. Corso
conmandeered the hospital's single office, and stuck three tiny caneras to its
wal I s; Yani Hakai opul os had an inplant which transmtted the canmera pictures
as the sensation of needles on his skin, and so gave hima crude anal og of
vision. Al this Yani Hakai opul os expl ai ned while Corso set up the cameras.

"It hurts to see,” he said, smling at us one by one when the system had been
switched on, "which is why | do not use it nost of the tine. Also, | see
little nore than shapes and novenent, and so for my work it is nore convenient
to use ny other senses."

"A blind doctor!" 1 exclained. "Now | have seen everything."

"I amnot a qualified doctor, sir," Yani Hakai opul os said, "but in these
terrible times even | may be of some help." He turned his face in Dem's
direction.

"I understand that you have come to talk with me, ny dear. I'mflattered, of
course. "

"I"'m honored that you would interrupt your work to talk with me," Dem said.
"There's not much to be done now, except try and keep those well enough to
recover from dying of an opportune infection, and to nurse those who are too
ill to recover through their |ast days. And the Redeeners are far better at
that than | am You," he said, turning his face approximately in ny direction
"I believe that you are the historian. The one who goes around aski ng peopl e
about Marisa Bassi."

"Did you know hi n?"

"No, not really. | had been long retired and out of the public eye when the
war began, and | could hardly help in the defense of the city. | did nmeet him
once, after his escape fromthe invaders, in the |last hours of our poor city.
He cane to the hospital-not this one, but the one which lies in ruins in the
mai n donme-to be treated for the gunshot wound he had received, but he was only
there for a handful of mnutes. A good voice he had. Warmand quiet, but it
could fill a roomif he let it."

"He was wounded in the side," | said.

"Yes," the old man, Yani Hakai opul os said, and touched the left side of his
stai ned white snmock, just under his ribs. The dark, nottled skin of his face
was tight on the skull beneath, his teeth large and square and yellow, his
white hair conbed sideways across a bald pate. He had an abstracted yet serene
air, as if he was happy with the world just as he found it.

| said, "Sonme claimthat he later died of his wound."

"I would not know, Professor-Doctor Gaves, for |I did not treat him" He
turned his snile to Demi and added, "But | believe you have come here to talk
of the future, not the past. | amafraid that | do not give much thought to
the future -there's very little of it left for ne."

"I amhere to learn,” Dem said, and suddenly knelt down mfront of himlike a
supplicant, and took his hands in hers. She said, in a small, quiet voice,

"I do want to learn. That is, if you will allowit."

The old man allowed her to bring his fingers to her face.

He traced her lips, the bridge of her noise, the downy curve of her cheek. He
smled and said, "I haven't had a pupil for many years, and besides, | am |l ong
out of practice. My small contribution to the greening of the city was made



| ong ago."

"Know edge of the past can help renake the future," Dem said, with fierce
ardor.

"Many of ny people would say that the city should be destroyed," Yan

Hakai opul os sai d.

"They certainly did their best," | said.
"Yes, indeed. At the end, nmany were possessed by the idea that they should
destroy their city rather than let it fall into the hands of their enemnies.

They knew that the war was lost, and that if the city survived it would no

| onger be their city."

"But it will be," Dem insisted, "once it has been rebuilt."

"No, my dear. It will be like a doppel ganger of a dear dead friend, living in
that dead friend' s house, wearing their clothes."

Dem sat back, and | was aware once nmore of the way her slim full-breasted
body noved inside the tight fabric of her silvery skinthins. She said, "Do you
bel i eve that?"

"I do not believe that the great, delicate systens we engi neered, the animals
and plants we made, can be brought back as they once were. Perhaps sonethi ng
equal ly wonderful might rise inits place, but I wouldn't know |'man old
man, the last of gene w zards. Al of my colleagues are dead, fromold age,
fromthe war..."

"I have studied the parkland in the diplomatic quarter,” Dem said. "I have
talked with its gardeners, walked its paths ... | think | understand a small
part of what this city once possessed.”

Yani Hakai opul os breat hed deeply, then reached out and briefly caressed the
side of her face. He said, "You truly want to do this thing?"

"I want to learn,"” Dem said.

"Well, if you can endure an old man's ranmblings, | will do my best to tel
somet hing of how it was done."

They talked a long tinme. An hour, two. | sat outside the office while they

tal ked, and drank weak, |ukewarm green tea, with Corso fretting beside ne. He
was worried that Dev Veeder would | earn about our little escapade.

"Go and see your daughter," | suggested at last, tired of his conplaints.
"She's in school, and her teacher is this fierce old woman who does not |ike
her classes disturbed. It's okay for you, boss. Veeder can't touch you. But if
he finds that | brought his girlfriend here-"

"She isn't his girlfriend."

"He thinks she is."

"Well, that is true. She is cursed by her beauty, | think."

"She's dangerous. You be careful, boss."

"What nonsense, M. Corso. |I'mnearly as old as your friend Yani Hakai opul os."
"He's a great man, boss. And she got himtelling her his secrets al npost
straight away. It's spooky."

"Unli ke most of you, | think he wants the city rebuilt."

"Spooky," Corso said again. "And she said she was talking with the gardeners."
"Ch, that. She has had transducers or the like inplanted in her brain." |
touched ny tenples. The knife-blade of a headache had inserted itself in the
socket of my left eye. The air in the warrens was bad, heavy with carbon

di oxi de and no doubt laced with a vile m xture of pollutants, and the brightly
it reception area was very noisy. | said, "She told ne that she can interface
with the conputers which control the climte of the parklands and so on. And

t hrough them she can, in a fashion, communicate with the gardeners. There is
no magi ¢ about it, nothing sinister."

"I'f you say so, boss," Corso said. He fell into a kind of sulk, and barely
spoke as he led us back through the warrens to the main part of the city, and
the rooftop where he had left the airfrane.

Uev Veeder found nme the next norning at the cafe, where | was waiting for
Lavet Corso to nmake an appearance. The col onel cane al one, sat opposite nme and
waved off the old man who came out of the half-collapsed guardhouse to ask
what he wanted. He seened am abl e enough, and asked me several innocuous



guestions about the progress of ny work.

"I find this Bassi intriguing," he said. "A shane he's dead."

"I hope | might bring his nenories to life."

"Hardly the same thing, Professor-Doctor Gaves, if you don't mind ny saying
so. "

"Not at all. | amquite aware of the limtations of nmy technique, but alas,
there is no better way."

"It's interesting. He was a fool, an amateur soldier who chose to stand and
fight hi a hopeless situation, yet he was able to rally the entire popul ation
of the city to his cause. But perhaps he was not really their |eader at all
Per haps he was nerely a figurehead rai sed up by the nob."

"He was certainly no figurehead," | said. "The assassination of his fell ow
menbers of the governnent shows that he was capable of swift and ruthl ess
action.

He was tireless in rallying the norale of those who manned the

barri cades-i ndeed, when the invasion of Paris began, he was captured at an
outlying barricade.”

"The sol e survivor anongst a rabble of wonen and old nmen. They were fighting
against fully arnored troopers wi th hand weapons, industrial |asers and crude
bonbs. "

"And he escaped, and went back to fight."

Dev Veeder thought about that, and admitted, "I suppose | do like himfor
that."

"You do?"

Dev Veeder was staring at me thoughtfully. H's dark, alnost black eyes were
hooded and intense. | had the unconfortable feeling that he was seeing through

nmy skin. He said, "Marisa Bassi didn't have to escape. He didn't have to fight
on."

"He woul d have been executed."

"Not at all, Professor-Doctor. Once captured, he could have sued for peace. If
he truly was the | eader of the nob, they would have obeyed him He woul d have
saved many lives; sone mght have even been grateful. The Three Powers

Al liance woul dn't have been able to install himas head of a puppet
government, of course, but they could have pensioned himoff, returned himto
wherever it was on Earth he was born."

"Sicily."

"There you are. He could have opened a pizza parlor, beconme mayor of sone
smal | town, nmade a worman fat and happy with a pack of banbinos."

"The last is unlikely, Colonel."

"But he stuck to the cause he had adopted. He went back. He finished the job.
He may have been an amateur and a fool, Professor-Doctor G aves, but he had a
sol di er' s backbone."

"And caused, as you said, many unnecessary deaths, and nuch unnecessary
destruction.”

| gestured at the devastation spread beyond the foot of the plaza's

escal ators: the rotting parks; the streets still choked with rubble; the
shattered buil di ngs.

Dev Veeder did not look at it, but continued to stare at me with a dark

unf at homabl e intensity.

| made a show of peering at the enpty air above the rooftops of the city and
said, "My wetched guide is late."

"He'll come. He has no choice. This talk interests ne, Professor-Doctor. W
haven't talked like this for a while."

"Well, you' ve been busy."

"1 have?"

"Wth your new prisoners. And of course, escorting Denmi."

"Dr. Laconbe?"

| felt heat rise in nmy face. "Yes, of course. Dr. Laconbe."

"Tell me, Professor-Doctor Graves, do you think that Marisa Bassi was one of
your great nmen?"



"Hi s peopl e-those who survive-think that he was."

"Hi s people. Yes. Do you know, nmany of themcry out his nanme in the heat of
guest i oni ng?"

"l don't see-"

"Usual Iy, those subjected to hot questioning screamfor their nothers at the
end. When they're enptied, when they' ve given up everything. Huge bl oodi ed
babi es shitting and pissing thensel ves, unable to nove because we' ve broken
every maj or bone, bawling for the only unfailing confort in all the world.

But these people, they cry out for Bassi." Dev Veeder's right hand nade a fi st
and softly struck the cradle of his left. He wore black gloves of fine, soft

| eather. One runor was that they were vat-grown human skin. Another that they
were not vat-grown. He said, "Can you inmagine it, Professor-Doctor? You' ve
been broken so badly you know you're going to die. You're flayed open. You' ve
gi ven up everything you've ever |oved. Except for this one thing. Your |ove of
the man who I ed you in your finest hour. You don't give himup. No, in your

| ast wretched nmonent, you call out to him You think he'll cone and help you."
"That's ... remarkable."”

"Ch yes. Remarkabl e. Astonishing. Amazing. Wiat do you think you would cal

out, if you were put to the question, Professor-Doctor G aves?"

"I"'msure | don't-"

"Nobody knows," Dev Veeder said, "until the noment. But |'m sure you'd cal

for your nother, eh?" Hs smle was a thing of nuscles and teeth, with only
cold calculation behind it, "Was Marisa Bassi a great man? H s peopl e think
so, and perhaps that's enough.™”

| said, eager to grasp this thread, "He lost his war. Great men are usually
renenber ed because they won."

"I't goes deeper than winning or |osing," Dev Veeder said. "The inportant thing
is that Bassi took responsibility for his actions. He was captured; he escaped
and returned at once to the fight. Technol ogy makes nost nen renote fromthe
war they create. At the end of the Second World War, which was, as you know,
the first truly nodemwar, neither the crew of the Anerican aircraft Enola Gay
nor nost of the technicians and scientists who built the atonmic bonb, nor even
the politicians who ordered its use, none of themfelt any guilt over what
they did. Wiy not? The answer is sinple: the destruction was renote fromthem
In the uiet War, nost people were killed by technicians mllions of kiloneters
away.

Techni ci ans who fought the war in eight-hour shifts and then went hone to
their spouses and children. Renoteness and division of |abor induces both a

di m ni shed sense of responsibility and noral tunnel vision, so that nmen see
the task of killing only in terns of efficiency and neeting operation
paranmeters. In ny line of work it is different, of course. That is why | am
despi sed by so many, but | believe that | ama nore noral nman than they for at
| east | know exactly what | do. | see the fear in ny victins' eyes; | snell
their sweat and their voided bl adders and guts; | get blood on ny hands. And
amoften the | ast person they see, so | do not stint ny synpathy for their
plight."

| said, "It must make breaking their bones difficult.”" "Not at all. | do it
with a clear conscience because they are the eneny, because it is necessary.
But at no time do | reduce themto ciphers or quotients or statistics. They
are not targets or casualties or collateral damage. They are nmen and wonen in
the glory of their final agony. People hate nme, yes. But while they think they
hate ne because of what | do, in fact they hate ne because they see in ne what
they know is lacking in them N etzsche had it right: the weak nass al ways
despi ses the strong individual."

| was sure that N etzsche had said no such thing, and told Dev Veeder

"N etzsche tried to erase noral responsibility and went mad doing it. On the
norni ng when they finally had to haul himoff to the asylum he rushed out of
his | odgings, still wearing his landlord' s nightcap, and tearfully enbraced a
cart horse.

The anoral phil osophy which the Nazis would adopt as their own in the Second



Wrld War, the creed which would shatter Europe, had already shattered his

m nd. "

"Do you fear ne, Professor-Doctor?"

"Fear? \Wat a question!"

"Because, you know, you should. This place, where you play-act the role of
conqueror of the world, it will have to go. It endangers security. | will see
toit," Dev Veeder said, and stood up and bowed and | oped away.

| knew that Cris DeHon had betrayed me, but when | returned fromny research
inthe ruins of the city and confronted him the neuter denied it with an
unconf ortabl e | augh.

"Why should | spoil all the fun?"

" Fun?"

"The plot. The play. The unfolding nysteries of the human heart."

"You have no right to talk of such things, DeHon. You opted out of all that."

DeHon clutched its breast dramatically, "A cruel cut, Gaves. | mght be
desexed, but I'mstill human, and part of life's great comedy. If nothing
else, | can still watch. And | do like to watch."

"Neverthel ess, you told him™"

"I won't deny that our gallant |ove-struck colonel asked nme if | knew where
his sweet heart had been while | was talking with himat that party. You stil
owe ne for that, by the way."

"Not if you told him"

"Perhaps | did let alittle something slip. Please, don't |ook at ne that way!
| didn't mean to, but our colonel is very persistent. It is his job, after

all.”

The small, bright-eyed smile with which this adnission was delivered let ne
know t hat DeHon had deliberately reveal ed sonet hing about the assignation to
Dev Veeder. | said, "It was innocent. uite innocent."

"l do not believe," DeHon said, "that Dem Laconbe is as innocent as she |ikes
people to think she is.™

This was at a reception held by the Pacific Community's trade association
Several of its conpanies had just won the contract to rebuild Dione's organic
refineries. Mst of us were there.. Dev Veeder was standing to one side of a
group of biochenmi sts who were talking to Dem Laconbe. He saw ne | ooki ng at
him and raised his bulb of wine in an ironic salute.

When | had returned to the plaza that afternoon, | had found that Dev Veeder
had been true to his word. The cafe was gone, its m smatched chairs and tabl es
and the shell of the hal f-ruined guardshouse cl eared away. Later, | discovered

that the old man and woman who had run it had been sent to work in the vacuum
organismfields, a virtual death sentence for people their age, but | did not
need to know that to understand that Dev Veeder had nmade his point, and
managed to have a brief word with Demi at the buffet of sushi, seaweed, and
twenty varieties of bananas stewed and fried and stuffed-exotic food shipped
fromEarth at God knows what expense for our del ectation

As | transferred norsels | would not eat fromthe prongs of their serving

plates to the prongs of ny bow, | told Dem, "He knows."
"He doesn't know. If he did, he would have done sonething."
"He has done sonething," | said, and told her about the cafe . Had | known

then about the fate of its proprietors I would not have dared to even speak
with her.

She said, "lI'mgoing again tomorrow. If you are too scared to help ne,

Prof essor-Doctor Graves, | will find my own way across the city."

Wth a pang of jealousy, | thought of the way that Yani Hakaiopul os's fingers
had caressed her face. The two of them sharing secrets while | waited outside
like a court eunuch. | said, "Colonel Veeder will be watching you."

"He has to nmake a presentation about security to conpany representatives, and
I've told himthat | will be working in diplomatic quarter's parkland." She
touched her tenple. "If his nen do try to follow ne hi there, and so far they
have not, I'lIl see themlong before they see ne. And | know you won't tel

him Fredo. But we shouldn't talk any nore, at |least, not here. | think Dev is



getting suspicious."

"He is nore than suspicious,” | said. My cheeks were burning like those of a
foolish adol escent. "And that is why, | amafraid, | can no | onger help you."

| did not gointo the city the next day, for if I did | knew that | would have
to go back to that ruined park and wait for Demi to emerge fromthe cliff,

i ke Athena stepping newborn fromthe brow of Zeus. If nothing else, | stil
had nmy pride. She will need ny help, | thought, and | was wounded when, of
course, she did not seek ne out.

The day passed, and the next, and still she did not cone. | discounted the
third day because she was taken out into the city by Dev Veeder; but on the
nmorni ng of fourth, hollow, anxious, defeated, | sumopned Lavet Corso and
ordered himto fly me straight to the ruined park

He knew what | was about, of course; | nmade no pretense about it. W |anded on
the black slime of the lawn, and | saw a rill of water falling fromthe cleft
in the black basalt cliff and felt ny heart harden

"Take me back," | told Corso

"Sure, boss, but I'lIl have to wind the prop first."

Whil e he worked, | said, "You knew all along, didn't you?"

"A woman |ike that com ng down to the warrens, well, she's hard to mss,
boss. "

"I suppose that she is talking with that gene wi zard. Wth Yani Hakai opul os.
"I don't like it either, boss."

"You were right about her, M. Corso. She uses nen. Even old fools like nme and
your M. Hakaiopul os. There was a school of thought in the late twentieth
century that men-even great nen-were ruled by their genitals. They couldn't
hel p thensel ves, and as a result they either treated all wonen |ike
prostitutes, or the wonmen who were involved in their |lives had an undue

i nfluence on them It's Iong been discredited, but | wonder if there isn't
sone truth to it.

We can never really know what is in the hearts of nmen, for after all, nost
refuse to admit it to thenselves. At |east your own great nman, Marisa Bassi,
was not troubled by wonen. The sector where he went |ooking for sex ..."
"The Battery?"

"Yes, you took ne there. One nust admire, | suppose, the meticul ousness of
city planners who woul d desi gn a nei ghbor hood where men can go to find other
men, free of class, driven only by desire."

"It wasn't really designed, boss. It sort of grew up. And it wasn't just gay
men who went there.”

"Do you think he went there while he was organi zing the resistance to the

si ege?"

"I wouldn't know, boss."

"No, of course not. You did not know him as you keep rem nding me, and you
are a famly man. But | expect that he did. Leaders of nen are al nost al ways
hi ghly sexed. We can't condemm such i nmpul ses.”

Corso | ocked the crank of the prop and stood back, dusting his hands. "You're
not just tal king about Marisa Bassi now, are you?"

"No. No, | suppose not. It's all part of the human conedy ... or tragedy."
"W can go now, boss. It's all wound up and waiting."
"OfF course. Then take me back to the quarter, M. Corso. | think I rnust tel

Col onel Veeder about this security problem™

Corso paused, halfway through swinging into the pilot's sling. One hand was
rai sed, grasping a support strut of the airframe's w de canary yell ow w ngs,
and half his face was in shadow. He gave nme a | evel, appraising | ook and said,
"Are you sure you want to do that?"

"The security of the diplomatic quarter is at risk. It's not only Dem Laconbe
who could be using that way in and out of the parklands." Wen Corso did not
reply, | bent and touched the bulge of the blazer, bolstered at ny calf. "GCet
me back, M. Corso. | insist."

"You will get nore people than her into trouble, boss."

"I will tell Colonel Veeder that your part in this was blanel ess. That you



were under ny orders."

"I'"mnot just thinking of nyself."

"Yani Hakai opulos will have to take his chance. | shudder to think what Demn
must have done, to gain his secrets.”

"I think it's nore a question of what she did to him" Corso said.

"I have had enough of your inpertinence, M. Corso. Look sharp, now | want to
get this whol e unfortunate business over with."

"l don't think so, boss."

"What ?"

He et go of the strut and stepped back and said flatly, "It won't take you
long to wal k back, even if you have to use the stairs to clinb up to the
quarter.

And as you always like to rem nd me, you have your blazer to protect you."
"Corso! Damm you Corso, cone back here!"

But he did not | ook back as he wal ked away across the bl ackened ruins of the
[ awn, even when | drew the blazer and blew a dead tree to splinters. | hoped
that the shot m ght attract one of the killing machi nes which patrolled the
city, but although | waited a full ten mnutes, nothing stirred. At |ast,
clinmbed out of the airframe and began the | ong wal k hone.

Seven Uev Veeder took ny revelation nore calmy than | had thought he woul d,
even though | had taken the precaution of having arranged to meet with himin
t he presence of Col m Wardsnead, the nominal director of the diplomatic quarter
and, therefore, of the entire city. Wardsnmead was a shifty, self-satisfied
man; al though he liked to think of hinself as a Medici prince, the

ef fecti veness of his native cunning was linited by his | aziness and cont enpt
for others.

| knew that Dev Veeder despised Wardsnmead, but al so knew t hat he woul d not
dare | ose control of his tenmper in the director's presence.

"This is all very awkward," Wardsnmead said, when | was done. "Perhaps you
woul d care to make a recommendati on, Col onel Veeder. | am sure that you would
want this matter handl ed discreetly.”

During my exposition, Dev Veeder had stood with his back to the eggshaped
room | ooking out of the huge wi ndow toward the shaggy treetops of the
par kl and.

Wt hout turning around, he said, "She's supposed to be doing research out
there. It would be the best place for an arrest.”

"Away fromthe excitable gaze of the diplomatic conmunity," Wardsnmead said. "I
qui te understand, Col onel."

He was unable to hide his satisfaction at Dev Veeder's disconfort. Veeder was
a war hero and so difficult to discipline, but now Wardsmead bel i eved that he
had a stick with which to beat him

Per haps Veeder heard sonething he did not like in Wardsmead' s tone. He turned
and gave the man a hard stare and said, "I always do what is best, M.
Wardsnmead, not what is convenient. My nen are tracking her as she makes her
way back across the main done. They will allow her to enter the back door to
the quarter's parkland, and | will arrest her when she arrives."

Wardsmead swung to and fro in the cradle of his chair, hands fol ded across his
anpl e stomach, and said, "I suppose the question is, once you have arrested
her, has she done anythi ng wong?"

"Consorting with the enemy w thout permission is a crinme," Dev Veeder said
promptly. "Failing to reveal a weakness in the security of the diplomatic
quarter is also a crine. Both are betrayals of trust."

"Well, there we have it," Wardsnead sai d.

"There will have to be a trial," Dev Veeder told him

"Ch, now, that would be an unnecessary enbarrassment, don't you think? One of
the shuttles is due to leave in a couple of days. W can ship her off-"

"There will be a trial," Dev Veeder said. "It is a security matter, and the
crime was conmtted outside the diplomatic quarter, so it falls under marti al
law. She will be tried, and so will the old man."

| said, "You have arrested Yani Hakai opul os?"



For the first tine, Dev Veeder |ooked directly at me. | confess that |
flinched. He said, "The old man was not at the hospital, but there are only so
many pl aces he can hide. Your guide, the man Corso, has al so vani shed. | mnust
assune that he is also part of the plot."

| said, "Yani Hakai opul os was sinply hel ping Demi understand how t he parkl ands
and wi | derness had been put together. Surely that's not a crine?"

Using her first nane was a mi stake. Dev Veeder said coldly, "You have

adm tted, Professor-Doctor Graves, that you did not know what they talked
about. | have not arrested you only because stupidity is not a crine under
either civil or martial law "

Wardsnmead said, "I don't nuch care what happens to the two tweaks, but even if
| allow you your trial, Colonel Veeder, | want an assurance that Dr. Laconbe
will be deported at the end of it."

Despite his am able tone, his forehead was greasy with sweat. He scented a
scandal, and did not want its taint to sully his career

Dev Veeder said, "That depends on what | discover during ny interrogation. And

| can assure you, gentlenen, that it will be a very thorough interrogation
You will cone with nme, Professor-Doctor G aves."”

"I have already told you-"

"You will cone with me," Dev Veeder said again.

He wanted his revenge to be conplete.

Ei ght Lanelot, Mmas fell; Baghdad, Encel adus fell; Athens and Spartica on

Tet hys surrendered within days of each other, blasted into subm ssion by

singl eship attacks; the vacuum organismfarms of |apetus's carbonaceous plains
were destroyed by viral infection; Phoebe, settled by the Redeenmers, and the
habi tats which had remained in orbit around Titan, had all declared neutrality
at the beginning of the war, and were under martial |aw

Wthin two nonths of the arrival of the expeditionary force fromEarth, the
war was al nmost over. Only Paris, Dione remained defiant to the end.

Si ngl eshi ps had taken out nobst of the city's peripheral installations. Its
vacuum organi smfarns were dying. And now new stars flared in its sky as troop
ships took up their eccentric orbits. The emergency comittee of Paris voted
to surrender, and the same night were assassinated by Mrisa Bassi's
followers. Bassi rallied the citizens, organized the barricades and the bl ock
captains, killed a party of negotiators in a fit of fury and &Jed hi s hostages
t 0o.

It was an unforgivable act, a terrible war crine, yet for Marisa Bassi and the
citizens of Paris it was deeply necessary. It was an affirmation of their
isolation and their outlaw status. It united them against the rest of

humani ty.

| believe that Bassi was tired of waiting, tired of the slow attrition of the
bl ockade. He was bringing the war to the heart right into his city and, I|ike
the people he |led, was eager to enbrace it.

I magi ne that |ast day, as lights streaked across the sky as the troop ships

| aunched their drop capsules. A battery of industrial X-ray lasers tried and
failed to target them a troop ship cane over the horizon, pinpointed the
battery, and destroyed it with a single lowyield fission mssile, stanping a
new crater a kiloneter wide on Renus crater's floor.

Marisa Bassi felt the shock wave of that strike as a |low runbling that seened
to pass far beneath the ground, like a subway train. He was in the street,
organi zi ng the people who manned one of the barricades. It was m d-norning. He
had been awake for nore than forty-eight hours. Hs throat was sore and his
lips were cracked. Hi s eyes ached in their dry sockets and there was a | ow
burning in his belly; he had drunk far too nuch coffee.

The scow had gone, and those citizens too old or too young to fight had been
nmoved into the tunnels of the original colony. There was nothing left to do
now but fight. The people knew this and seened to be in good heart. They stil
beli eved that the Three Powers Alliance would not dare to destroy their
beautiful city, the jewel of the outer system and perhaps Marisa Bassi
believed it too. He felt that he carried the whole city in his heart, its



chestnut trees and café&, trans and parklands, the theater and the Bourse and
the I ovely glass cathedral, and he had never |oved his adopted hone as
fiercely as he loved it now, in its |ast hours.

The barricade was in one of the service sectors near the perinmeter of the
done, with dianond panes arching just above the rooftops of the offices and
war ehouses. It commanded a good view of a wide traffic circle, and on Bassi's
orders nen and wonen were cutting down stands of slimaspens to inprove the
fire lanes. Bassi was working with them getting up a good sweat, when the
trenor passed underneath. One of his young aides came running up, waving a TV
strip like a handkerchi ef.

"They got the lasers," she said breathlessly. She was fifteen or sixteen

al nrost twi ce Bassi's height, and trenbled |ike a racehorse at the off. Like
everyone el se, she was wearing a pressure suit. The bow of its hel nmet was
hooked to her utility belt.

"W expected that," Bassi said, staring up at her. He had shaved off his
beard, cut his hair to within a mllineter of his scalp. H s hands, grasping
the shaft of his di anond-edged axe, tingled. He said, "Wat else?"

"They're down," the girl said, "and coming al ong both ends of the ridge."

"Any message fromtheir command ship?"

"No sir."

"And we won't send one. Get back to headquarters. Tell themI'Ill be back in
twenty mnutes."

"Sir, shouldn't you-"

Bassi lifted the axe. "lI've a job to finish here. Go!"

They were nostly old nmen and wonmen on that barricade, and knew that they would
be anmong the first to engage the invaders. Wiy did Bassi stay with thenf?

Per haps he was exhausted. He had brought the whole city to this point by sheer
rorce of will, and perhaps he saw not hi ng beyond the noment when the fighting
started. Perhaps he knew then that defeat was inevitable, and wanted to nmake a
| ast heroic gesture rather than face the ignom ny of surrender

In any case, he stayed. Once the aspens had been cl eared, he went back with
the others to the barricade. It was no nore than a ridge of roadway whi ch had
been turned up by a bulldozer and topped with tangles of razor wire. They
closed up the wire and started checking their weapons-machi ne pistols and

bl azers stamped out by a rejigged factory, an ungainly machi ne which used
conpressed air to fire concrete-filled cans.

Soneone had a flask of brandy and they all took a sip, even Bassi's remaining
ai de. The flask was going around the second tinme when there was a brisk series
of bangs in the distance, and a wind got up, swirling foliage broken fromthe
aspens high into the air.

The invaders broke into the main dome of the city at nine points, breaching
the basalt skirt with shaped charges, driving their transports straight

t hrough, and then spraying sealant to close the holes. At that point, they

t hought they could take the city without inflicting nuch damage.

Whi |l e some of the people at the barricade |atched up their helnets and checked
t heir weapons, others were still looking at TV strips. Bassi ripped the TVs
fromthen- hands, told themroughly to watch the street. The notor of the
conpressor gun started up with a trenendous roar and at the same nonment sleek
shi ni ng man-si zed machi nes appeared on the far side of the traffic circle.

The killing things noved very quickly. It is doubtful that anyone got off a
shot before the machi nes had crossed the traffic circle and | eaped the razor
wire. Bassi's aide ran, and a killing thing was on himin tw strides, slicing
and j abbi ng, throwi ng the corpse aside. The others were di spatched with the
same qui ck ruthl essness, and then only Bassi was |left, drenched in the bl ood
of the nen and wonen who had died around him his arns and | egs pi nned by one
of the killing things.

Once the barricade had been cleared, a squad of hunman troopers in seal ed
pressure suits canme forward. Their sergeant photographed Bassi, cuffed him
and ordered one of his nen to take himback for what he called a debriefing.
Bassi knew then that he had been sel ected by chance, not because he had been



recogni zed; shaving off his trademark beard had saved him He smiled and spat
on the sergeant's visor. The squad and the killing things noved on; the
trooper marched Bassi at gunpoint across the traffic circle toward the conmand
post at the breached perineter.

No one knows how Bassi got free, only that he was captured at a barricade in
the first mnutes of fighting and then escaped. Certainly, he never reached

t he conmmand post. Perhaps the trooper was killed by one of the snipers which

infested the city, or perhaps Bassi got free on his own; after all, he was a
very resourceful man. In any case, it is known that he reached the Bourse two
hours after the barricade fell, because he nmade a brief, defiant television

transm ssion there.

| have watched this speech nmany times. It is the last sighting of him He was
wounded when he escaped, and the wound had been patched but the bullet was
still inside him he nmust have felt it, and felt the bl ood heavy and | oose
inside his belly as he spoke, but he showed no sign that he was m pain. He
spoke for five mnutes. He spoke clearly and defiantly, but it was a poor
ranbli ng speech, full of allusions to freedom and idealismand martyrdom and
his steady gaze had a crazed, glittering quality.

By then, mpost of the outlying tents and donmes of the city had been captured by
the invaders; even Bassi's headquarters had been taken. The citizens of Paris
had fallen back to the central part of the main dome. Most of the barricades

had been overrun by killing things. Thousands of citizens |ay dead at their
posts, while the invaders had incurred only half a dozen casualties, nostly
fromsnipers. The battle for Paris was clearly over, but still its citizens
fought on.

"I warn the commander of the invaders," Marisa Bassi said, "that we will fight
to the end. W will not let you take what we have built with our sweat and our
bl ood. Paris will die, but Paris lives on. The war is not over."

A few mnutes later, the main buildings of the city were set on fire, filling

the done with snoke. A few minutes after that, the commander of the invasion
force gave the order to breach the integrity of the main done.

By then, no doubt, Bassi was already at one of the |ast barricades, arned with
t he carbine he had taken fromthe dead trooper, his pressure suit seal ed.

A great wi nd sucked fire and snoke fromthe burning, broken weddi ng cake of

t he Bourse; snoke rushed along the ground in great billows which thinned and
vani shed, leaving the eerie clarity and silence of vacuum And then a shout
over the radio, doubling and redoubling. Killing things were running swiftly
across the wide lawns toward the |last barricades, puffs of earth jumnping
around them as people started to fire.

Bassi drew hinself up to face his eneny, no |longer the | eader of the free
government of Paris, his fate no nore significant now than any of the |ast of
its citizens. He thought that he was only noments from death. He was w ong.
LJem Laconbe had stapled a nylon rope to a basalt outcrop at the edge of the
nossy, eneral d-green neadow, its blue thread fell away to the trough of black
water a hundred neters bel ow. Dev Veeder squatted on his heels and ran a

gl oved finger around the knot doubled around the eye of the staple, then

| ooked up at ne and said, "I could | oosen this so that she would fall as she
climbed back up. Do you think the fall would kill her?"

"I think not. Not in this low gravity."

He stood. "No. | don't think so either. Well, she'll be here soon. W'd better
keep out of sight."

| dabbed sweat frommy brow with the cuff of ny shirt. | had been marched

qui ckly through the parkland by Veeder's squad of troopers, as if | had been
under arrest, with no chance until now of talking with him of trying to
change his mind. | said, "Are you enjoying yourself, Colonel?"
"You want revenge too. Don't deny it. She used us both, G aves.
"This seens so ... nelodramatic."

"History is nade with bold gestures. | want her arrested mthe act of
returni ng through a passageway whi ch presents a clear and present danger to
the security of the diplomatic community. | want you to be a witness."



"No bold gesture can be based on so petty a notive as revenge."

Dev Veeder noved closer to ne, so close that when he spoke a spray of saliva
fell on nmy cheek. "W're in this together, Gaves. Don't pretend that you're
just an observer like that thing, DeHon. Be a man. Face up to the consequences
of your actions."

"She was only trying to do her work, Colonel. Your crazy jealousy got in the
way-"

"W are both jeal ous nen, Graves. But at least | did not betray her."

Veeder shoved ne away fromhimthen, and | went sprawling on the soft, wet
noss. By the time | had regained nmy feet, he was on the other side of the
little nmeadow, showi ng the four troopers where to take cover. As they
conceal ed t hensel ves anongst the exuberant rose briars, the sergeant of the
squad took ne by the armand pulled ne into the shade of the ferns which
cascaded down the basalt cliff.

It was hot and close inside the curtain of fern fronds. Sweat dripped from ny
nose, my chin, ran down ny flanks inside my shirt. Tiny black flies danced
about nmy face with dunb persistence. In the meadow, huge, sulfur-yellow
butterflies circled each other above the bright green nmposs, their hand-sized
wi ngs flapping once a nmnute. The sergeant, a nuscul ar, dark-eyed woman,
humred softly to herself, watching the screen she had spread on her knee. It
showed a view of the | ake bel ow the neadow, transmtted fromone of the tiny
caneras the troopers had spi ked here and there. Tune passed. At last, the
sergeant nudged nme and poi nt ed.

Centered in the screen, Denmi Laconbe's silvery figure suddenly stood up

wai st-deep, in black water. She stripped off her airmask and hooked it to her
belt, waded to the gravelly shore and grasped the rope and swarmed up it,
nmovi ng so qui ckly, hand over hand, that it seenmed she was sw nm ng through the
air.

| looked up fromthe screen as she pulled herself over the edge of the neadow
and rolled onto the vivid green nmbss. As she got to her feet, Dev Veeder
stepped out of his hiding place, followed by his troopers; the sergeant shoved
me roughly and | tunbled forward, |anding on ny hands and knees.

Dem | ooked at Dev Veeder, at ne. For a nonment | thought she might junp into
the chasm but then Dev Veeder crossed the nmeadow in two bounds and caught her
by the left wist, the one she had broken soon after arriving in Paris. She
turned pale, and woul d have dropped to her knees if Dev Veeder had not held

her up.
"All right," he gromed. "All right."
The brilliant |ight of the suspensor |anps hung high above dimed. | felt a

few fat raindrops on ny face and hands, congealing rather than falling from
the humd air. The pathetic fallacy nade real by Dem Lacomnbe's inplants,

t hought, and Dev Veeder mnust have had the sane idea, because he said, "Stop
that, you bitch," and delivered a back-handed slap to her face while stil

hol ding on to her wist.

Dem's cry of pain was cut off by a roll of thunder; | think | mnust have
shouted out then, too, for the sergeant grasped nm¥Y arm and shook ne and told
me to shut the fuck up. Those were her words. A sheet of sickly light rippled
overhead and the air darkened further as a wi nd got up, blow ng clouds of

rai ndrops as big as marbles. They hissed against the curtain of ferns above,
and drenched nme to the skin in an instant.

Soneone was standing at the edge of the rose thicket.

It was one of the gardeners. | was sure that it was the one that Dem had
sumoned before-their shaven heads and bl ank expression effaced individuality,
but he had the sanme stocky imm grant build and wary manner. At his side was a
pair of tawny panthers; a huge bird perched on his upraised armnms, its gripping
claws digging rivulets of bright blood fromhis flesh

Wth a sudden snap, |ike playing cards dealt by a conjurer, the four troopers
formed a half circle in front of Dev Veeder and Demi Laconbe. Their carbines
were raised. The rain was very thick now, blown up and down and si deways by
the gusting w nd; water sheeted down the cl osed visors of the troopers



hel mets, the slick resin of their chestplates.

The gardener nmade no nove, but the panthers and huge bird suddenly | aunched

t hensel ves across the neadow. Two wild shots turned every drop of rain bl ood
red; the screamof air broken by their energy echoed off the ferny cliff. Dev
Veeder was struggling with Dem Laconbe, a horrible, desperate waltz right at
the edge of the cliff. One trooper was down, beating at the bird whose w ngs
beat about his head; one of the panthers had bow ed over two nore troopers and
t he second took down a trooper as he fled. The trooper struggling with the
bird took a step backward, and fell fromthe edge of the nmeadow, a nonent
later, the bird rose up alone, wings spread wide as it rode the gust of w nd
that for a noment blew the rain clear of the nmeadow

The sergeant raised her carbine. | saw that she had the presence of mind to
aimat the gardener, and threw nyself at her legs. The shot went wld. She

ki cked nme hard and in the Paul J. MRuley light gravity her legs flew from
beneat h her and she sat down. | fell flat on sodden noss, and was trying to
unhol ster ny blazer, although | do not know who | woul d have shot at, when the
sergeant haul ed nme hal f-around by one of ny arns-fracturing a small bone in ny
wist, | later discovered -and struck ny head with the stock of her carbine.
Then the bird fell upon her

| was dazed and bl oodi ed and far fromthe neadow when Lavet Corso found ne. |
did not remenber how | had gotten away from the troopers-perhaps the gardener
had led me to nmy former guide-nor did | renenber seeing Dev Veeder and Dem
Laconmbe fall, but their drowned bodies were found a day later, |ying together
on a spit of gravel at the far end of the dark little lake, like lovers at the
end of a tale of dooned romance. Although, of course, they were never |overs.
O that, at least, | amcertain.

Corso told me that Demi Laconbe had been in the habit of using a

pher onone-rich perfunme to befuddl e nmen from whom she wanted sone favor or
other. "A kind of hypnotic, Yani Hakai opul os said. It does exactly what other
perfunes only claimto do. He recognized it at once, and confirmed his

suspi cion using the hospital's equi pnent. He was amused at her presunption

and rather admred her anbition."

W were crouched under the billowi ng skirts of a cypress, while the gale blew
itself out around us. The gardener sat on his haunches a little way off,
staring out into the rainy dark

"Hakai opul os only wanted his gardens rebuilt," |I said dully. My head and wi st
ached abomi nably, and | felt very cold.

Corso said, "He'll get his chance, but not here. You know, you're a |ucky nan.
Lucky that Veeder didn't kill you when he had the chance; lucky that | don't
kill you now.'

"You should get away, M. Corso. Go on: leave ne. If Col onel Veeder finds you
here -"

| did not know then that he was dead.

"I"'mleaving Paris," Corso said. "I'mgoing to join ny wife."

For a nonent, | thought he neant that he was going to kill hinself. Perhaps he
saw it in my face, because he added, "She's not dead. None of the people who
left on the scow are dead."

"It fell into Saturn."

"The scow did, yes. But before it took its dive, it travel ed nost of the way
around the planet within the ring system |ong enough to drop off its
passengers and cargo in escape pods. There are mllions of ice and rock
bolides in the rings. Sure, nost of them have been ground down to gravel and
dust, but there's a sizable percentage of bodies nmore than a couple of

kil ometers across-sonething like half a mllion."

"This is fantasy, M. Corso."

"My wife and the ot her people who escaped have nade their hone on one of them
that's where |'mtaking nmy daughter and a couple of other people. | would have
gone sooner, but | had work to do here, and | couldn't justify the risk of
stealing a shuttle until now "

"You' re saving Yani Hakaiopul 0os."



"H mtoo. W can always use a gene w zard. But there's soneone el se, soneone
nore inmportant to us than anyone else.”

| said, "It was you who painted those sl ogans, wasn't it? You could nove
freely about the city because you snell right to the killing machines. He
l'ives.

Anot her silly fantasy, M. Corso. He died with the fools he was | eading."
Corso shook his head. "After he escaped, he nmade his way back to the main done

and rallied the last of the barricades. W still thought then that if enough
soldiers died while attenpting to take Paris, we mght carry the day. W were
giving our lives for the city, after all, but the soldiers were dying for no
nore than the redenption of a | oan. But you sent in killing machines, and then

you bl ew the dome. Like nobst of the people at the barricades, Marisa Bassi was
wearing a pressure suit, and he continued to fight until he ran out of air. In
his last nmoments of consci ousness he hid anongst the dead who lay all around
him The suit saved his life by chilling himdown, but |ack of oxygen had

al ready caused brain danage. After one of the corpse details found him he was
carefully resuscitated, but his frontal |obes were badly damaged. The inplants
keep himfunctioning, and one day we'll be able to reconstruct him"

You have to understand that although this was the nost fantastic part of
Corso's story, it is the part | believe without question, for | insisted on
exam ni ng the gardener nyself. H's hands were strong and square, with bl unt
fingers, yes. but so are the hands of nost |aborers. But | also saw the wound
in his side, just under his ribs, the wound he suffered when he escaped, a
wound into which I could insert nmy smallest finger

Corso took nme as far as the edge of the parkland, and I do not know what
became of himor of his daughter, or Yani Hakai opul os, or the gardener, Marisa
Bassi. A shuttle was stolen during the confusion after Col onel Veeder's death,
and was | ater found, abandoned and gutted, in an eccentric orbit that
intersected the ring system

As for nyself, | have decided not to return to Earth. There are severa

col oni es whi ch nanaged to remain neutral during the uiet War, and | hope to
find a place in one of them The advance of ny fee should be sufficient to buy
citizenship. | once planned to endow a chair of history in my nanme, as a snub
to ny rivals, but using the credit to win a newlife, if only for a few years,
now seens a better use for it.

| hope that they will be peaceful years. But before he left me to ny grief and
to ny dead, Lavet Corso told me that his was not the only clandestine col ony
hi dden within the ring systems nyriad shifting orbits, and his | ast words
still nmake ne shiver.

"The war's not over."



