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Editorial Reviews
Amazon.com

Earthling Sutty has been living asolitary, well-protected life in Dovza City on the planet Akaas an officid
Observer for theinterstellar Ekumen. Ingsting on dl citizens being pure " producer-consumers,” the tightly
controlled capitalist government of Aka--the Corporation--is systematically destroying al vestiges of the
ancient ways. "The Time of Cleanaing" isthe chilling term used to describe this era. Books are burned,
the old language and calligraphy are outlawed, and those caught trying to keep any part of the past dive
are punished and then reeducated. Frustrated in her attempts to study the linguistics and literature of
Akas cultural past, Sutty is sent upriver to the backwoods town of Okzat-Ozkat. Here sheisdowly
charmed by the old-world mountain people, whose still waters, she gradudly redlizes, run very deep. But
whether their ways congtitute ardligion, ancient traditions, philosophy, or passive, politica resstance,
Sutty isnot sure. Delving ever degper into her hodis culture, Sutty finds herself on apardld spiritua
quest, aswell.

With quiet linguistic humor (Dovza citizens are passionate about their hot bitter beverage, akakafi
--the ubiquitous Corporation brand is called Starbrew), dark references to the dangers of restricted
culturd, palitica, and socid freedom, and beautifully visuaized worlds, awvard-winning author UrsulaK.
Le Guin pens her latest in the Hainish cycle, which includes The Dispossessed and The Left Hand of
Darkness. Le Guin explores her characters and societies with such care, such thoughtfulness, her novels
cal out for dow, deep attention. --Emilie Coulter --This text refersto the Hardcover edition.

From Publishers Weekly
Inthisvirtudly flawless new tae st in her Hainish universe, Le Guin (The Left Hand of Darkness, Four
Waysto Forgiveness) sends a young woman from Earth on her first misson, to the planet Akaasan
Observer for the Ekumen. Although well prepared for her role, Sutty has been horribly scarred by her
past. She grew up gay in aNorth Americabadly damaged by ecologica stupidity and the excesses of a
fundamentalist state religion called Unism. Traveling to Aka, she expected (and had been... » read more
--This text refers to the Hardcover edition.

Spotlight Reviews

#iis Welcome return to Ekumen in novel form, September 5, 2000
Reviewer:

"TheTdling," like Le Guin's 1972 novela"The World for Word is Forest,” is much more about our
own world than theworld it explores.

Here, aleshian woman of East Indian descent, Sutty, sSigns on to be an ambassador for the Hainish
Ekumen (the Hainish originaly seeded human life on dl the member planets) when her lover iskilled by
fundamentalist terrorists on earth.

But in trangt, relaivity playsacruel trick on her: Inthe 60 years she'sbeentravelingina
Nearly-As-Fast-As-Light starship, the planet Aka has adopted a severe, technophilic society not unlike
that of Maoist China. Indeed, the Corporation State has done its best to eradicate its previous culture, a
Tao-like, creedless system of wisdom known as"The Telling.”

Sutty eventudly travelsto adistant, mountainous place where people secretly maintain their old
system, and there she discovers how her own planet Terramay have catalyzed the culture-destroying
changes.

AsinLeGuin's1969 classic, "The Left Hand of Darkness,” the protagonist enters the society hoping
to learn, and eventualy undertakes ajourney, thistime deep into the heart of the high mountains. Here,
thevillage of Ozkat-Ozkat is sharply reminiscent of Chinese-occupied Tibet.

LeGuinishrilliant a this sort of thing, and while the story is quite smple and takes awhile to catch
fire, the denouement ismoving, engaging and illuminating. | till think she has a penchant for somewhat
cold and distant, even a bit sterile, characters, but that detracts only abit from thistale.

It'snot as adventurous as "L eft Hand," not as detailed in itsworld-building as " The Dispossessed,”
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and lacking the action of "...World is Forest,” but it's still athoughtful, entertaining read.

"TheTdling" isameditation on cultural decimation, fundamentalism, colonidism and even gay rights,
Earthly issues, that just happensto be played out on adistant world. --This text refersto the
Hardcover edition.

ik A Good Book, May 28, 2001

Reviewer:
TOP 500
Reviewer

Le Guinisamagor American writer. Two of her novels, The Digpossessed and The Left Hand of
Darkness, are among the best novelswritten in this country in past haf century. She haswritten dso
some very good novels, like The Word for World is Forest and The Lathe of Heaven, aswell severa
fine short stories and some outstanding children's books. The Telling isnot her best work. It returnsto
the Hainish universe, afuture history iswhich our part of the galaxy was settled milleniaago by colonists
from the planet Hain. Following an interstellar catastrophe, Hain is gradually recovering contact with the
human settled worlds and incorporating them into abenign information sharing order, The Ekumen. The
Telling takes place on arecently rediscovered world, Aka. It uses familiar themes and devices. Thereis
the Terran envoy discovering the complexities of aforeign world, asin the Left Hand of Darkness. There
isthe catastrophic impact of aggressive Terran culture on anative society, asin The Word for World is
Forest. One of the characters was essentialy abandoned as a child by his mother, smilar to the hero of
The Digpossessed. For readers familar with Le Guin, this book lacksthe origindity of her previous
works. It lacks aso the powerful writing that characterizes Le Guin's best work. Thereislittiein The
Telling that can match the best scenes of The Dispossessed, The Left Hand of Darkness, the Earthsea
books, or her best short stories. It is not that this book lacks artistry. For example, the heroine of thistale
isawoman of Hindu descent named Sutty. Thisislikely areferenceto the Hindu practice of immolating
widows after their husband's deaths; suttee. Sutty has essentialy been widowed by a catatrophe on Earth
and then leaves everything behind her by the long rdativigtically sundering journey to Aka. A
metagphorica reincarnation, aso areference to Hinduism. Despite these touches, The Tellingisnot Le
Guin's second tier works, let alone maor works such as The Dispossessed. --This text refers to the
Hardcover edition.

All Customer Reviews
Avg. Customer Review: 77k
. Dreary and Boring, May 27, 2003
Reviewer:

Reading back-to-back with The Left Hand of Darkness, it would appear that in the last thirty-odd
years Ms. Le Guin has moved backwardsin style and presentation even with smilar settings: long
arduous treks through rugged wildernesses, sociocultural conflicts, sexua politics, blabla

But theword failing of thiswork isthat it failsto entertain. The author is so caught up with grinding the
axe of how awful rdigioustyranny is, how communist-fascist states destroy redl culture, and how
wonderful homosexua unions are, that she failsto tell adecent story or even adhereto classic dramatic
formsthat are classic for good reason.

Bo-ring! Thereisnothing fun about this travel ogue through pseudo-Tibetan or -Nepa ese culture,
about being dragged through miserable upbringings and traumatic upheavals, or having to learn yet
another stupid set of pseudo-linguistic honorifics and sound-concepts. | finished this story fedling let
down, anti-entertained, and irritated at the waste of time spent waiting for it to get good.

The Right Wing would accuse Ms. Le Guin of lesbo-feminist leanings, which would be unfair except
for the evidence of the Sory itsdf: anidyllic persecuted pastora-peasant utopian culture wherein a
sgnificant portion of the population are gay or lesbian. Gimme abreak! There has never been any
evidence that such a Terran-human cultural has ever existed for thousands of years, soit'snot asif sheis
writing from example.

Givethisoneapass. If you like Le Guin (which | do less so since reading this story), stick with her
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earlier works. --This text refers to the Hardcover edition.
#### Fine Addition to Ongoing Hainish Cycle of Novels, April 19, 2003

Reviewer:
TOP 100
Reviewer
| concur that "The Tdling" isn't Le Guin'sbest work of fiction, but it is nonetheless afine addition to

her "Hainish" cycle of novels. Certainly it isalong overdue addition. All of Le Guin'sgiftsasasplendid
prose stylist and an expert at anthropological science fiction are well represented herein "The Tdling”,
which could be seen as afictional commentary on the rise of Communism in Russiaand China. Indeed,
much of her description of "The Corporation™, the government of the planet Aka, draws instant
comparisons to Maoist China. She provides afascinating protagonist in Sutty, anative of India. | don't
think | have read work by another American author which has so convincingly portrayed Indian culture;
here Le Guin clearly scoresahome run. Admirers of Ms. Le Guin'sfiction will not be disgppointed with
"TheTdling". --Thistext refers to the Hardcover edition.
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The day | was born I made my first mistake,
and by that path have | sought wisdom ever since.
THE MAHABHARATA
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ONE

when sutty wentback to Earthin the daytime, it was dwaysto the village. At night, it wasthe
Pde.

Y ellow of brass, yellow of turmeric paste and of rice cooked with saffron, orange of marigolds, dull
orange haze of sunset dust above the fields, hennared, passionflower red, dried-blood red, mud red: al
the colors of sunlight in the day. A whiff of asafetida. The brook-babble of Aunty gossiping with Mati's
mother on the verandah. Uncle Hurregs dark hand lying still on awhite page. Ganesh'slittle piggy kindly
eye. A maich struck and therich grey curl of incense smoke: pungent, vivid, gone. Scents, glimpses,
echoesthat drifted or glimmered through her mind when she was walking the streets, or egting, or taking
abreak from the sensory assault of the neareals she had to partissin, in the daytime, under the other sun.

But night is the same on any world. Light's absenceis only that. And in the darkness, it wasthe Pale
shewasin. Not in dream, never in dream. Awake, before she dept, or when she woke from dream,
disturbed and tense, and could not get back to deep. A scene would begin to happen, not in swest,
bright bitsbut in full recal of aplace and alength of time; and once the memory began, she could not
stop it. She had to go through it until it let her go. Maybeit wasakind of punishment, like the lovers
punishment in Dante's Hell, to remember being happy. But those lovers were lucky, they remembered it
together.

Therain. Thefirst winter in VVancouver rain. The sky like aroof of lead weighing down on the tops of
buildings, flattening the huge black mountains up behind the city. Southward the rain-rough grey water of
the Sound, under which lay Old Vancouver, drowned by the seariselong ago. Black deet on shining
asphalt streets. Wind, the wind that made her whimper like adog and cringe, shivering with a scared
exhilaration, it was so fierce and crazy, that cold wind out of the Arctic, ice breath of the snow bear. It
went right through her flimsy coat, but her boots were warm, huge ugly black plastic boots splashing in
the guitters, and she'd soon be home. It made you fedl safe, that awful cold. People hurried past not
bothering each other, al their hates and passions frozen. She liked the North, the cold, therain, the
beautiful, dismd city.

Aunty looked so little, here, little and ephemerd, likeasmall butterfly. A red-and-orange cotton
saree, thin brass bangles on insect wrists. Though there were plenty of Indians and Indo-Canadians here,
plenty of neighbors, Aunty looked small even among them, displaced, misplaced. Her smile seemed
foreign and apol ogetic. She had to wear shoes and stockings al the time. Only when she got ready for
bed did her feet regppear, the small brown feet of greet character which had ways, in thevillage, been a
visible part of her as much as her hands, her eyes. Here her feet were put away in lesther cases,
amputated by the cold. So she didn't walk much, didn't run about the house, bustle about the kitchen.
She sat by the heater in the front room, wrapped up in apale ragged knitted woollen blanket, a butterfly
going back into its cocoon. Going away, farther away al thetime, but not by walking.

Sutty found it easier now to know Mother and Father, whom she had scarcely known for the last
fifteen years, than to know Aunty, whose |ap and arms had been her haven. It was delightful to discover
her parents, her mother's good-natured wit and intellect, her father's shy, unhandy efforts at showing
affection. To converse with them as an adult while knowing hersalf unreasonably beloved asa child —it
was easy, it was delightful. They talked about everything, they learned one another. While Aunty shrank,
fluttered away very softly, devioudy, seeming not to be going anywhere, back to the village, to Uncle
Hurree'sgrave.

Spring came, fear came. Sunlight came back north here long and pale like an adolescent, aslvery
shadowy radiance. Small pink plum trees blossomed al down the side streets of the neighborhood. The
Fathers declared that the Tregty of Beijing contravened the Doctrine of Unique Destiny and must be
abrogated. The Pales were to be opened, said the Fathers, their populations alowed to receive the Holy
Light, their schools cleansed of unbelief, purified of dien error and deviance. Thosewho clungto sin
would be re-educated.



Mother was down at the Link offices every day, coming home late and grim. Thisistheir find push,
shesad; if they do this, we have nowhere to go but underground.

In late March, asguadron of planes from the Host of God flew from Colorado to the District of
Washington and bombed the Library there, plane after plane, four hours of bombing that turned centuries
of history and millions of booksinto dirt. Washington was not a Pale, but the beautiful old building,
though often closed and kept locked, under guard, had never been attacked; it had endured through al
the times of trouble and war, breakdown and revolution, until thisone. The Time of Cleansing. The
Commander-Genera of the Hosts of the Lord announced the bombing whileit wasin progress, asan
educationd action. Only one Word, only one Book. All other words, al other books were darkness,
error. They weredirt. Let the Lord shine out! cried the pilotsin their white uniforms and mirror-masks,
back at the church at Colorado Base, facelesdy facing the cameras and the Singing, swaying crowdsin
ecstasy. Wipe away the filth and let the Lord shine out!

But the new Envoy who had arrived from Hain last year, Ddzul, wastalking with the Fathers. They
had admitted Dalzul to the Sanctum. There were nearedls and holos and 2Ds of him in the net and
Godsword. It seemed that the Commander-Genera of the Hosts had not received orders from the
Fathersto destroy the Library of Washington. The error was not the Commander-Generd's, of course.
Fathers made no errors. The pilots zeal had been excessive, their action unauthorised. Word came from
the Sanctum: the pilots were to be punished. They wereled out in front of the ranks and the crowds and
the cameras, publicly stripped of their wegpons and white uniforms. Their hoods were taken off, their
faces were bared. They wereled away in shame to re-education.

All that was on the net, though Sutty could watch it without having to partissin it, Father having
disconnected the vr-proprios. Godsword wasfull of it, too. And full of the new Envoy, again. Dazul was
aTerran. Born right here on God's Earth, they said. A man who understood the men of Earth asno adien
ever could, they said. A man from the stars who came to knedl at the feet of the Fathers and to discuss
the implementation of the peaceful intentions of both the Holy Office and the Ekumen.

"Handsomefdlow," Mother said, peering. "What ishe? A white man?"

"Inordinately so0," Father said.

"Wherever ishe from?'

But no one knew. Icdland, Irdand, Siberia, everybody had adifferent story. Dazul had |eft Terrato
study on Hain, they al agreed on that. He had qualified very quickly as an Observer, then asaMohile,
and then had been sent back home: the first Terran Envoy to Terra.

"He left well over acentury ago," Mother said. "Before the Uniststook over East Asiaand Europe.
Before they even amounted to much in Western Asa. He must find hisworld quite changed.”

Lucky man, Sutty was thinking. Oh lucky, lucky man! He got away, he went to Hain, he sudied at the
School on Ve, he's been where everything isn't God and hatred, where they've lived amillion years of
history, where they understand it al!

That same night she told Mother and Father that she wanted to study at the Training Schoal, to try to
quaify for the Ekumenical College. Told them very timidly, and found them undismayed, not even
surprised. "This seems arather good world to get off of, at present,” Mother said.

They were so calm and favorable that she thought, Don't they redise, if | qualify and get sent to one of
the other worlds, they'll never see me again? Fifty years, a hundred, hundreds, round tripsin space were
seldom less, often more. Didn't they care? It was only later that evening, when she was watching her
father's profile at table, full lips, hook nose, hair beginning to go grey, a severe and fragile face, that it
occurred to her that if she was sent to another world, she would never see them again either. They had
thought about it before she did. Brief presence and long absence, that was dl she and they had ever had.
And made the best of it.

"Eat, Aunty," Mother said, but Aunty only patted her piece of naan with her little ant-antennafingers
and did not pick it up.

"Nobody could make good bread with such flour,” she said, exonerating the baker.

"Y ou were spailed, living inthe village," Mother teased her. "Thisisthe best qudity anybody can get
in Canada. Best quality chopped straw and plaster dust.”



"Yes, | wasspoiled,” Aunty said, smiling from afar country.

The older dogans were carved into facades of buildings: FORWARD TO THE FUTURE.
PRODUCER-CONSUMERS OF AKA MARCH TO THE STARS. Newer ones ran across the
buildingsin bands of dazzling eectronic display: REACTIONARY THOUGHT ISTHE DEFEATED
ENEMY . When the displays mafunctioned, the messages became cryptic: OD IS ON. The newest ones
hovered in holopro above the streets: PURE SCIENCE DESTROY S CORRUPTION. UPWARD
ONWARD FORWARD. Music hovered with them, highly rhythmic, multivoiced, crowding theair.
"Onward, onward to the stard" an invisible choir shrilled to the stalled traffic at the intersection where
Sutty's robocab sat. She turned up the cab sound to drown the tune out. " Supertition isarotting
corpse,” the sound system said in arich, attractive mae voice. " Superdtitious practices defile youthful
minds. It isthe responsbility of every citizen, whether adult or student, to report reactionary teachings
and to bring teachers who permit sedition or introduce irrationdity and superdtition in their classroom to
the attention of the authorities. In the light of Pure Science we know that the ardent cooperation of al the
peopleisthefirst requisite of— " Sutty turned the sound down asfar asit would go. The choir burst
forth, "To the starsl To the stars!" and the robocab jerked forward about half its length. Two more jerks
and it might get through the intersection & the next flowchange.

Sutty felt in her jacket pockets for an akagest, but she'd eaten them al. Her somach hurt. Bad food,
sheld eaten too much bad food for too long, processed stuff jacked up with proteins, condiments,
stimulants, so you had to buy the stupid akagests. And the stupid unnecessary traffic jams because the
stupid badly made cars broke down al the time, and the noise dl the time, the dogans, the songs, the
hype, a people hyping itself into making every mistake every other population in FF-tech mode had ever
made. —Wrong.

Judgmentalism. Wrong to let frustration cloud her thinking and perceptions. Wrong to admit prejudice.
Look, listen, notice: observe. That was her job. Thiswasn't her world.

But shewasonit, init, how could she observe it when there was no way to back off from it? Either
the hyperstimulation of the neareals she had to study, or the clamor of the streets: nowhere to get away
from the endless aggression of propaganda, except donein her gpartment, shutting out the world shed
cometo observe.

Thefact was, she was not suited to be an Observer here. In other words, she had failed on her first
assgnment. She knew that the Envoy had summoned her to tell her so.

She was dready nearly late for the appointment. The robocab made another jerk forward, and its
sound system came up loud for one of the Corporation announcements that overrode low settings. There
was no off button. "An announcement from the Bureau of Astronautics!” said awoman's vibrant,
energy-charged, sdlf-confident voice, and Sutty put her hands over her ears and shouted, " Shut up!”

"Doors of vehicle are closed,” the robocab said in the flat mechanica voice assigned to mechanisms
responding to verba orders. Sutty saw that thiswas funny, but she couldn't laugh. The announcement
went on and on whilethe shrill voicesinthe air sang, "Ever higher, ever greater, marching to the stard”

The Ekumenical Envoy, adoe-eyed Chiffewarian named Tong Ov, was even later than shefor their
gppointment, having been delayed &t the exit of his apartment house by amafunction of the
Z|L-screening system, which he laughed about. " And the system here has midaid the microrec | wanted
to giveyou," he said, going through filesin his office. "I coded it, because of course they go through my
files, and my code confused the system. But | know it'sin here.... So, meanwhile, tell me how things have
been going."

"Well," Sutty said, and paused. She had been speaking and thinking in Dovzan for months. She had to
go through her own filesfor amoment: Hindi no, English no, Hainish yes. "Y ou asked meto preparea
report on contemporary language and literature. But the social changesthat took place here while| was
intrangt... Well, sinceit'sagaingt the law, now, to speak or study any language but Dovzan and Hainish,
| can't work on the other languages. If they till exist. Asfor Dovzan, the First Observersdid a pretty
thorough linguistic survey. | can only add details and vocabulary.”

"What about literature?' Tong asked.

"Everything that was written in the old scripts has been destroyed. Or if it exigts, | don't know what it



is, because the Ministry doesn't allow accesstoit. So dl | was ableto work onismodern aurad literature.
All written to Corporation specifications. It tends to be very—to be standardised.”

Shelooked at Tong Ov to seeif her whining bored him, but though still looking for the midaid file, he
seemed to be ligening with lively interest. He said, "All aurd, isit?"

"Except for the Corporation manuas hardly anything's printed, except printouts for the deaf, and
primers to accompany sound texts for early learners- The campaign against the old ideographic forms
seemsto have been very intense. Maybe it made people afraid to write—made them distrust writing in
generd. Anyway, dl I've been able to get hold of by way of literature is sound tapes and nearedls. |ssued
by the World Minigtry of Information and the Centra Ministry of Poetry and Art. Mogt of theworks are
actudly information or educationd materid rather than, well, literature or poetry as| understand the
terms. Though alot of the nearedls are dramatisations of practical or ethical problemsand solutions....”
Shewastrying so hard to spesk factudly, unjudgmentaly, without pregjudice, that her voice wastotdly
toneless.

"Soundsdull,” said Tong, il flitting through files

"Wel, I'm, I think I'm insengitive to this aesthetic. It is so deeply and, and, and flatly political. Of
courseevery atispolitica. But whenit's all didactic, dl inthe service of abelief system, | resent, |
mean, | resstit. But | try not to. Maybe, since they've essentially erased their history— Of course there
was no way of knowing they were on the brink of acultura revolution, a thetime | was sent here— But
anyhow, for this particular Observer-ship, maybe a Terran was a bad choice. Given that weon Terraare
living the future of a people who denied their past.”

She stopped short, appalled at everything she had said.

Tong looked round at her, unappalled. He said, "I don't wonder that you feel that what you've been
trying to do can't be done. But | needed your opinion. So it wasworth it to me. But tiresome for you. A
changeisin order." Therewasagleam in hisdark eyes. "What do you say to going up theriver?"

"Theriver?'

"It's how they say 'into the backwoods," isn't it? But in fact | meant the Ereha.”

When he said the name, she remembered that abig river ran through the capita, partly paved over
and so hidden by buildings and embankments that she couldn't remember ever having seen it except on
maps.

"Y ou mean go outside Dovza City?"

"Yes," Tong sad. "Outsde the city! And not on aguided tour! For thefirst timein fifty yeard" He
beamed like a child revealing a hidden present, a beautiful surprise. "I've been heretwo years, and I've
put in eighty-one requests for permission to send astaff member to live or stay somewhere outside
Dovza City or Kangnegne or

Ert. Politely evaded, eighty times, with offers of yet another guided tour of the space-program facilities
or the beauty of spring in the Eastern Ides. | put in such requests by habit, by rote. And suddenly oneis
granted! Yes! A member of your staff isauthorised to spend amonth in Okzat-Ozkat.' Or isit
Ozkat-Okzat? Itsasmadl city, in thefoothills, up theriver. The Ereharisesin the High Headwaters
Range, about fifteen hundred kilosinland. | asked for that area, Rangma, never expecting to get it, and |
got it!" He beamed.

"Why there?"

"l heard about some people there who sound interesting.”

"An ethnic fragment population?’ she asked, hopeful. Early in her stay, when shefirst met Tong Ov
and the other two Observers presently in Dovza City, they had al discussed the massive
mono-culturalism of modern Akainitslarge cities, the only placesthe very few offworlders permitted on
the planet were dlowed to live. They wereall convinced that Akan society must have diversitiesand
regiona variations and frustrated that they had no way to find out.

"Sectarians, | suspect, rather than ethnic. A cult. Possibly remnantsin hiding of abanned rdligion.”

"Ah," shesaid, trying to preserve her expression of interest.

Tong was dtill searching hisfiles. "I'm looking for thelittle I've gathered on the subject. Socio-cultural
Bureau reports on surviving crimina antiscientific cult activities. And also afew rumorsand tales. Secret



rites, walking on the wind, miraculous cares, predictions of the future. The usud.”

Tofdl her to ahigtory of three million yearswasto find little in human behavior or invention that could
be cdled unusud. Though the Hainish boreit lightly, it was aburden on their various descendants to
know that they would have a hard time finding anew thing, even animaginary new thing, under any sun.

Sutty said nothing.

"In the materid the First Observers here sent to Terra," Tong pursued, "did anything concerning
religions get through?"

"Well, ance nothing but the language report came through undamaged, information about anything was
pretty much only what we could infer from vocabulary.”

"All that information from the only people ever dlowed to sudy Akafredy—logt inaglitch," sad
Tong, stting back and letting a seerch completeitself in hisfiles. "What terrible luck! Or wasit aglitch?!

Liked| Chiffewarians, Tong was quite hairless—a chihuahua, in the dang of Vaparaiso. To minimize
his outlandishness here, where bal dness was very uncommon, he wore a hat; but snce the Akans seldom
wore hats, he looked perhaps more dien with it than without it. He was a gentle-mannered man, informal,
sraightforward, putting Sutty as much at her ease as she was capable of being; yet he was so uninvasive
asto be, findly, aloof. Himsdlf uninvadable, he offered no intimacy. She was grateful that he accepted her
distance. Up to now, he had kept his. But shefelt his question as disingenuous. He knew, surely, that the
loss of the transmission had been no accident. Why should she have to explain it? She had madeit clear
that she was traveling without luggage, just as Observers and Mobiles who'd been in space for centuries
did. She was not answerable for the place she had left sixty light-years behind her. She was not
respongblefor Terraand itsholy terrorism.

But the sllence went on, and she said at last, " The Beijing ansible was sabotaged.”

" Sabotaged?”

She nodded.

"By theUnigs?'

"Toward the end of the regime there were attacks on most of the Ekumenica ingdlations and the
treaty aress. The Pales.”

"Were many of them destroyed?"

Hewastrying to draw her out. To get her to talk about it. Anger flooded into her, rage. Her throat felt
tight. She said nothing, because she was unable to say anything.

A consderablepause.  "Nothing but the language got through, then,” Tong said.

"Almogt nothing."

"Terribleluck!" he repesated energeticdly. "That the First Observerswere Terran, so they sent their
report to Terrainstead of Hain —not unnaturally, but still, bad luck. And even worse, maybe, that ansible
transmissons sent from Terradl got through. All the technical information the Akans asked for and Terra
sent, without any question or restriction... Why, why would the First Observers have agreed to such a
massve culturd intervention?”

"Maybethey didn't. Maybethe Unists sent it."

"Why would the Unigts start Aka marching to the stars?"

She shrugged. "Prosdlytisng.”

"Y ou mean, persuading othersto believe what they believed? Wasindustrid technologica progress
incorporated as an dement of the Unigt religion?’

Shekept hersdf from shrugging.

"So during that period when the Unists refused ansible contact with the Stabiles on Hain, they were ...
converting the Akans? Sutty, do you think they may have sent, what do you cal them, missonaries,
here?'

"] don't know."

He was not probing her, not trapping her. Eagerly pursuing his own thoughts, he was only trying to get
her, aTerran, to explain to him what the Terrans had done and why. But she would not and could not
explain or spesk for the Unidts.

Picking up her refusdl to speculate, he said, "Y es, yes, I'm sorry. Of course you were scarcely inthe



confidence of the Unist leaders! But I've just had an idea, you see— If they did send missionaries, and if
they transgressed Akan codesin some way, you see? — that might explain the Limit Law." He meant the
abrupt announcement, made fifty years ago and enforced ever since, that only four offworlders would be
dlowed on Akaat atime, and only inthecities. "And it could explain the banning of religion afew years
later!" He was carried away by histheory. He beamed, and then asked her dmost pleadingly, ™Y ou
never heard of asecond group sent here from Terra?"

“No."

He sighed, sat back. After aminute he dismissed his speculationswith alittle flip of hishand. "Weve
been here seventy years," he said, "and al we know is the vocabulary.”

Sherelaxed. They were off Terra, back on Aka. She was safe. She spoke carefully, but with the
fluency of relief. "In my last year in training, some facamile artifacts were recongtituted from the damaged
records. Pictures, afew fragments of books. But not enough to extrapolate any mgjor cultural eements
from. And since the Corporation State wasin place when | arrived, | don't know anything about what it
replaced. | don't even know when religion was outlawed here. About forty years ago?' She heard her
voice: placating, fase, forced. Wrong.

Tong nodded. "Thirty years after the first contact with the Ekumen. The Corporation put out the first
decree declaring 'rdigious practice and teaching unlawful. Within afew yearsthey were announcing
gppalling pendlties.... But what's odd about it, what made me think the impetus might have come from
offworld, istheword they usefor religion.”

"Derived from Hainish," Sutty said, nodding.

"Woas there no native word? Do you know one?"

"No," she said, after conscientioudy going through not only her Dovzan vocabulary but severd other
Akan languages she had studied at Vdparaiso. "l don't.”

A great dedl of the recent vocabulary of Dovzan of course came from offworld, ong with the
indugtrid technologies; but that they should borrow aword for anative ingditution in order to outlaw it?
Odd indeed. And she should have noticed it. She would have noticed it, if she had not tuned out the
word, the thing, the subject, whenever it came up. Wrong. Wrong.

Tong had become a bit distracted; the item he had been searching for had turned up at last, and he set
his noter to retrieve and decode. Thistook sometime. "Akan microfiling leaves something to be desired,”
he said, poking afina key.

"'Everything breaks down on schedule," Sutty said. "That's the only Akan joke | know. The trouble
withitis, it'strue”

"But congider what they've accomplished in seventy yeard" The Envoy sat back, warmly discursive,
his hat dightly askew. "Rightly or wrongly, they were given the blueprint for aG86." G86 was Hainish
historians shorthand jargon for asociety in fast-forward industrial technologica mode. "And they
devoured that information in one gulp. Remade their culture, established the Corporate worldstate, got a
paceship off to Hain—adl inasingle human lifetimel Amazing people, redly. Amazing unity of
discipling”

Sutty nodded dutifully.

"But there must have been resistance dong the way. This anti-religious obsession.... Evenif we
triggered it dong with the technologica expangon....”

It was decent of him, Sutty thought, to keep saying "we," asif the Ekumen had been responsible for
Tearasintervention in Aka That was the underlying Hainish dement in Ekumenical thinking: Take
responsibility.

The Envoy was pursuing histhought. " The mechanisms of control are so pervasve and effective, they
must have been set up in response to something powerful, don't you think? If resistance to the Corporate
State centered in areligion —awel l-established, widespread religion —that would explain the
Corporation's suppression of religious practices. And the attempt to set up national theismasa
replacement. God as Reason, the Hammer of Pure Science, all that. In the name of which to destroy the
temples, ban the preachings. What do you think?"

"| think it understandable,” Sutty said.



It was perhaps not the response he had expected. They were silent for aminute.
"The old writing, the ideograms,” Tong said, "you can read them fluently?"
"It was dl there wasto learn when | wasin training. It wasthe only writing on Aka, seventy years

"Of course" he sad, with the disarming Chiffewarian gesture that Sgnified Please forgive the idiot.
"Coming from only twelve years distance, you see, | learned only the modern script.”

"Sometimes I've wondered if I'm the only person on Akawho can read the ideograms. A foreigner,
an offworlder. Surdly not."

"Surely not. Although the Dovzans are a systematic people. So systematic that when they banned the
old script, they dso systematicaly destroyed whatever was written in it—poems, plays, history,
philosophy. Everything, you think?'

She remembered the increasing bewilderment of her early weeksin Dovza City: her incredulity at the
scant and vapid contents of what they caled libraries, the blank wall that met al her attempts at research,
when she had il believed there had to be some remnants, somewhere, of the literature of an entire
world.

"If they find any books or texts, even now, they destroy them," she said. "One of the principa bureaus
of the Ministry of Poetry isthe Office of Book Location. They find books, confiscate them, and send
them to be pulped for building materid. Insulating materid. The old books are referred to as pulpables. A
woman there told me that she was going to be sent to another bureau because there were no more
pulpablesin Dovza. It was clean, she said. Cleansed.”

She heard her voice getting edgy. She looked away, tried to ease the tension in her shoulders.

Tong Ov remained cam. "An entire history lost, wiped out, asif by aterrible disaster,” he said.
"Extraordinary!"

"Not that unusua," she said, very edgily— Wrong. She rearranged her shoulders again, breathed in
once and out once, and spoke with conscious quietness. " The few Akan poems and drawings that were
recongtructed at the Terran Ansible Center would beillegd here. | had copieswith mein my noter. |
erased them.”

"Yes. Yes, quiteright. We can't introduce anything that they don't want to have lying about.”

"l hated to doiit. | felt | was colluding.”

"The margin between collusion and respect can be narrow,” Tong said. "Unfortunately, we exist in that
margin, here"

For amoment shefelt adark gravity in him. He was looking away, looking far away. Then hewas
back with her, genia and serene.

"But then," he said, "there are agood many scraps of the old caligraphy painted up here and there
around the city, aren't there? No doubt it's considered harmless since no one now canread it.... And
things tend to survive in out-of-the-way places. | was down in theriver district one evening —it's quite
disreputable,

| shouldn't have been there, but now and then one can wander about in acity this size without one's
hosts knowing it. At least | pretend they don't. At any rate, | heard some unusual music. Wooden
ingruments lllegd intervas.

Shelooked her question.

"Composers are required by the Corporation State to use what | know asthe Terran octave."

Sutty looked stupid.

Tong sang an octave.

Sutty tried to look intelligent.

"They cdl it the Scientific Scale of Intervas, here,” Tong said. And till seeing no greet sign of
understanding, he asked, smiling, "Does Akan music sound rather more familiar to you than you had
expected?’

"l hadn't thought about it—I don't know. | can't carry atune. | don't know what keys are.”

Tong'ssmile grew broad. "To my ear Akan music sounds asif none of them knew what akey is.
Well, what | heard down in theriver district wasn't like the music on the loudspeskers at all. Different



intervas. Very subtle harmonies. 'Drug music,' the peoplethere cdled it. | gathered that drug musicis
played by faith heders, witch doctors. So one way and another | managed eventualy to arrange a chat
with one of these doctors. He said, "'We know some of the old songs and medicines. We don't know the
dories.

We can't tell them. The people who told the storiesare gone.' | pressed him alittle, and he said,
'Maybe some of them are fill up theriver there. In the mountains.™ Tong Ov smiled again, but wistfully.
"I longed for more, but of course my presence there put him at risk." He made rather along pause. "One
has this sense, sometimes, that..."

"That it'sdl our fault.”

After amoment hesaid, "Yes. It is. But Since we're here, we have to try to keep our presence light.”

Chiffewarianstook responsibility, but did not cultivate guilt the way Terransdid. She knew she had
misinterpreted him. She knew he was surprised by what she had said. But she could not keep anything
light. She said nothing.

"What do you think the witch doctor meant, about stories and the people who told them?"

Shetried to get her mind around the question but couldn't. She could not follow him any further. She
knew what the saying meant: to come to the end of your tether. Her tether choked her, tight around her
throat.

Shesad, "l thought you sent for meto tell me you were transferring me."

"Off the planet? No! No, no," Tong said, with surprise and aquiet kindness.

"] shouldn't have been sent here.”

"Why do you say that?"

"| trained asalinguist and in literature. Aka has one language | eft and no literature. | wanted to bea
historian. How can |, on aworld that's destroyed its history?"

"It'snot easy," Tong said fedingly. He got up to check thefile recorder. He said, "Please tell me,
Sutty, isthe inditutionalised homophobiavery difficult for you?”

"l grew up with it."

"Under theUnigts."

"Not only the Unigts."

"l see" Tong said. Still standing, he spoke carefully, looking at her; she looked down. "I know that
you lived through a great religious upheaval. And | think of Terraas aworld whose history has been
shaped by religions. So | see you asthe best fitted of usto investigate the vestiges, if they exig, of this
world'sreligion. Ki Alahas no experience of reigion, you see, and Garru has no detachment fromiit." He
stopped again. She made no response. Y our experience,” he said, "may have been of akind that would
make detachment difficult for you. To have lived dl your life under theocratic repression, and the turmoil
and violence of thelast yearsof Unism___ "

She had to speak. She said coldly, "I believe my training will allow meto observe another culture
without excessve prgjudice.”

"Y our training and your own temperament: yes. | believe so too. But the pressures of an aggressive
theocracy, the great weight of it al through your life, may well have left you aresidue of distrugt, of
resstance. If I'm asking you —again! —to observe something you detest, please tell me that.”

After afew seconds which seemed long to her she said, "1 ' redlly am no good at al with music.”

"l think the musicisasmall eement of something very large," said Tong, doe-eyed, implacable.

"l see no problem, then,” she said. Shefdt cold, false, defeated. Her throat ached.

Tong waited alittle for her to say more, and then accepted her word. He picked up the microcrystal
record and gaveit to her. Shetook it automaticaly.

"Read thisand listen to the music herein thelibrary, please, and then eraseit,” he said. "Erasureisan
art we must learn from the Akans. Serioudy! | mean it. The Hainish want to hang on to everything. The
Akanswant to throw everything awvay. Maybe theresamiddle way? At any rate, we have our first
chance to get into an area where maybe history wasn't erased so thoroughly.”

"I don't know if I'll know what I'm seeing when | seeit. Ki Alas been hereten years. Y ou've had
experience on four other worlds." She had told him there was no problem. She had said she could do



what he asked. Now she heard hersdf ill trying to whine her way out of it. Wrong. Shameful.

"I've never lived through agreat socid revolution,” Tong said. "Nor has Ki Ala. Were children of
peece, Sutty. | need achild of conflict. Anyhow, Ki Alaisilliterate. | amilliterate. Y ou can read.”

"Dead languagesin abanned script.”

Tong looked a her again for aminute in sillence, with an intellectua, impersond, red tenderness. "l
believe you tend to undervalue your capacities, Sutty,” he said. "The Stabiles chose you to be one of the
four representatives of the Ekumen on Aka. | need you to accept the fact that your experience and your
knowledge are essentia to me, to our work here. Please consider that.”

Hewaited until shesaid, "l will."

"Before you go up to the mountains, if you do, | also want you to consider therisks. Or rather to
consider the fact that we don't know what the risks may be. The Akans seem not to be aviolent people;
but that's hard to judge from our insulated position. | don't know why they've suddenly given usthis
permission. Surely they have some reason or motive, but we can find what it isonly by taking advantage
of it." He paused, hiseyes till on her. "Theré's no mention of your being accompanied, of having guides,
watchdogs. Y ou may be quite on your own. Y ou may not. We don't know. None of us knowswhat life
islike outsde the cities. Every difference or sameness, everything you see, everything you reed,
everything you record, will beimportant. | know aready that you're asensitive and impartia observer.
And if therés any higtory |eft on Aka, you're the member of my crew here best suited to find it. To go
look for these 'stories,’ or the people who know them. So, please, listen to these songs, and then go
home and think about it, and tell me your decison tomorrow. O.K.?"

He said the old Terran phrase tiffly, with some pride in the accomplishment. Sutty tried to amile.
"OK.," shesad.



TWO

ON the way home, inthe monorail, she suddenly broke into tears. Nobody noticed. Crowded in
the car, peopletired from work and dulled by the long rocking ride all sat watching the holopro above
theade: children doing gymnastics, hundreds of tiny children in red uniformskicking and jumping in
unison to dhrill cheery musicinthear.

On thelong climb up the stairsto her apartment she wept again. There was no reason to cry. There
had to be areason. She must be sick. The misery she felt was fear, awretched panic of fear. Dread.
Terror. It was crazy to send her off on her own. Tong was crazy to think of it. She could never handleit.
She sat down at her workdesk to send him aforma request for return to Terra. The Hainish words
would not come. They weredl wrong.

Her head ached. She got up to find something to eat. There was nothing in her foodstorage, nothing at
al. When had she eaten last? Not at midday. Not in the morning. Not last night.

"What's wrong with me?' she said to the air. No wonder her ssomach hurt. No wonder she had fits of
weeping and panic. She had never in her life forgotten to eat. Even in that time, the time after, when she
went back to Chile, even then she had cooked food and eaten it, forcing food salty with tears down her
throat day after day after day.

"l won't do this," she said. She didn't know what she meant. She refused to go on crying.

She walked back down the stairs, flashed her ZIL at the exit, walked ten blocks to the nearest
Corp-Star foodshop, flashed her ZIL at the entrance. All the foods were packaged, processed, frozen,
convenient; nothing fresh, nothing to cook. The sight of the wrapped rows made her tears break out
again. Furious and humiliated, she bought a hot stuffed roll at the Eat Quick counter. The man serving
was too busy to look at her face.

She stood outside the shop on the street, turned away from people passing by, and crammed the food
into her mouth, salty with tears, forced herself to swallow, just like back then, back there. Back then she
had known she had to live. It was her job. To

livelife after joy. Leavelove and death behind her. Go on. Go alone and work. And now she was
going to ask to get sent back to Earth? Back to death?

She chewed and swallowed. Music and dogans blared in broken bursts from passing vehicles. The
light at acrossing four blocks away had failed, and robocab horns outblared the music. People on foot,
the producer-consumers of the Corporation State, in uniforms of rust, tan, blue, green, or in
Corporation-made standard trousers, tunics, jackets, dl wearing canvas StarMarch shoes, came
crowding past, coming up from the underground garages, hurrying toward one gpartment house or
another.

Sutty chewed and swallowed the last tough, sweet-sdt lump of food. She would not go back. She
would go on. Go aone and work. She went back to her apartment house, flashed her ZIL at the
entrance, and climbed the eight flights of stairs. She had been given abig, flashy, top-floor gpartment
because it was considered suitable for an honored guest of the Corporation State. The elevator had not
been working for amonth.

She nearly missed the boat. The robocab got lost trying to find theriver. It took her to the Aquarium,
then to the Bureau of Water Resources and Processing, then to the Aquarium again. She had to override
it and reprogram it three times. As she scurried across the wharf, the crew of Ereha River Ferry Eight
wasjust pulling in the gangway. She shouted, they shoved the gangway back down, she scrambled
aboard. She tossed her bags into her tiny cabin and came out on deck to watch the city go by.

It showed adingier, quieter Sde down here on the water, far under the canyon walls of the blocks and
towers of business and government. Beneath huge concrete embankments were wooden docks and
warehouses black with age, a water-beetle come-and-go of little boats on errands that were no doubt
benesath the notice of the Ministry of Commerce, and houseboat communities wresthed in flowering
vines, flapping laundry, and the stink of sawage.



A stream ran through a concrete ditch between high dark wallsto join the greet river. Aboveit a
fisherman leaned on therall of ahumpback bridge: a glhouette, Smple, immobile, timdess— theimage
of adrawing in one of the Akan books they had partialy salvaged from thelost transmission.

How reverently she had handled those few pages of images, lines of poems, fragments of prose, how
she had pored over them, back in Vaparaiso, trying to fed from them what these people of another
world were like, longing to know them. It had been hard to erase the copies from her noter, here, and no
matter what Tong said, she dtill felt it asawrong, a capitulation to the enemy. She had studied the copies
in her noter onelast time, lovingly, painfully, trying to hold on to them before she deleted them. And there
are no footprints in the dust behind us.... She had shut her eyes as she deleted that poem. Doing <o,
shefdt that she was erasing dl her yearning hope that when she cameto Akashe'd learn what it was
about.

But she remembered the four lines of the poem, and the hope and yearning were dtill there.

The quiet engines of Ferry Eight drummed softly. Hour by hour the embankments grew lower, older,
more often broken by stairs and landings. At last they sank away atogether into mud and reeds and
shrubby banks, and the Ereha spread itself out wider and wider and amazingly wider across a flatness of
green and yellow-green fidds.

For five days the boat, moving steadily eastward on that steady breadth of water through mild
sunshine and mild starry darkness, wasthe tdlest thing in Sight. Now and then it cameto ariverside city
whereit would tie up at an old dock dwarfed under high new office and apartment towers and take on
supplies and passengers.

Sutty found it amazingly easy to tak to people on the boat. In Dovza City everything had conspired to
keep her reserved and silent. Though the four offworlders were given apartments and a certain freedom
of movement, the Corporation scheduled their lives very closely with gppointments, programming and
supervising their work and amusements. Not that they were the only ones so controlled: Akas abrupt
and tremendous technol ogical advance was sustained by rigid discipline universaly enforced and
sdlf-enforced. It seemed that everybody in the city worked hard, worked long hours, dept short hours,
atein haste. Every hour was scheduled. Everybody she'd been in touch with in the Ministries of Poetry
and of Information knew exactly what they wanted her to do and how she should do it, and as soon as
she garted doing asthey directed, they hurried off about their business, leaving her to hers.

Though the technologies and achievements of the Ekumenical worlds were held as the shining mode
for everything on Aka, the four visitors from the Ekumen were kept, as Tong said, in afish tank. From
timeto timethey were put on diplay to the public and in the nearedls, smiling figures stting at a
Corporation banquet or somewhere near the chief of abureau giving a speech; but they were not asked
to speak. Only to smile. Possibly the ministers did not trust them to say exactly what they ought to say.
Possibly the ministers found them rather flat, dull examples of the superior civilisations Akawas gtriving
s0 hard to emulate. Mogt civilisations, perhaps, ook shinier in genera terms and from severd light-years
avay.

Though Sutty had met many Akansand didiked few of them, after ahalf year on the planet she had
scarcely had anything deserving the name of a conversation with any one of them. She had seen nothing
of Akan private life except the stiff dinner parties of upper-level bureaucrats and Corporation officiads.
No persond friendship had ever come even remotely into view. No doubt the people she met had been
advised not to talk with her more than necessary, so that the Corporation could remain in full control of
the information she received. But even with people she saw congtantly, intimacy did not grow. Shedid
not fed this distance as prejudice, xenophobia; the Akans were remarkably unconcerned about
foreignness as such. It was that they were dl so busy, and al bureaucrats. Conversation went by
program. At the banquets people talked business, sports, and technology. Waiting in lines or &t the
laundry, they talked sports and the latest nearedls. They avoided the persond and, in public, repeated the
Corporation line on al matters of policy and opinion, to the point of contradicting her when her
description of her world didn't tally with what they had been taught about wonderful, advanced,
resourceful Terra,

But on the riverboat, people taked. They taked persondly, intimately, and exhaustively. They leaned



ontherailing talking, sat around on the deck talking, Stayed at the dinner table with aglass of wine
taking.

A word or smile from her was enough to include her in thair talk. And she realised, dowly, becauseit
took her by surprise, that they didn't know she was an dien.

They al knew there were Observers from the Ekumen on Aka; they'd seen them on the nearedls, four
infinitely remote, meaningless figures among the ministers and executives, Suffed aiens among the suffed
shirts; but they had no expectation of meeting one among ordinary people.

She had expected not only to be recognised but to be set apart and kept at aremove wherever she
traveled. But no guides had been offered and no supervisors were apparent. It seemed that the
Corporation had decided to let her be genuinely on her own. She had been on her ownin the city, but in
the fish tank, abubble of isolation. The bubble had popped. She was outside.

It was alittle frightening when she thought about it, but she didn't think much about it, because it was
such a pleasure. She was accepted —one of the travelers, one of the crowd. She didn't have to explain,
didn't have to evade explanation, because they didn't ask. She spoke Dovzan with no more accent,
indeed less, than many Akans from regions other than Dovza. People assumed from her physical type
—aghort, dight, dark-skinned —that she came from the east of the continent. "Y ou're from the east, aren't
you?' they said. "My cousin Muniti married aman from Turu,” and then they went on talking about
themsdlves

She heard about them, their cousins, their families, their jobs, their opinions, their houses, their hernias.
People with petstraveled by riverboat, she discovered, petting awoman's furry and affable kittypup.
People who didiked or feared flying took the boat, as a chatty old gentleman told her in vast detail.
People not in ahurry went by boat and told each other their stories. Sutty got told even more stories than
most, because she listened without interrupting, except to say, Redly? What happened then? and How
wonderful! or How terrible! She listened with greed, tireless. These dull and fragmentary relations of
ordinary lives could not bore her. Everything she had missed in Dovza City, everything the officid
literature, the heroic propagandaleft out, they told. If she had to choose between heroes and hernias, it
was no contest.

Asthey got farther upstream, deeper inland, passengers of adifferent kind began to come aboard.
Country people used the riverboat as the smplest and cheapest way to get from one town to another
—walk onto the boat here and get off it there. The towns were smaller now, without tall buildings. By the
seventh day, passengers were boarding not with pets and luggage but with fowls in baskets, goats on
leashes.

They weren't exactly goats, or deer or cows or any other earthly thing; they were eberdin; but they
blatted, and had silky hair, and in Sutty's mental ecology they occupied the goat niche. They were raised
for milk, mest, and the silky hair. In the old days, according to a bright-colored page of a picture book
that had survived the lost transmission, eberdin had pulled carts and even carried riders. She remembered
the blue-and-red banners on the cart, and the inscription under the picture: SETTING OFF FOR THE
GOLDEN MOUNTAIN. Shewondered if it had been afantasy for children, or alarger breed of
eberdin. Nobody could ride these; they were only about knee-high. By the eighth day they were coming
aboard in flocks. The aft deck was knee-deep in eberdin.

The city folk with pets and the aerophobes had al disembarked early that morning at Eltli, abig town
that ran arailway line up into the South Headwaters Range resort country. Near Eltli the Erehawent
through three locks, one very deep. Above them it was adifferent river —wilder, narrower, fagter, its
water not cloudy blue-brown but airy blue-green.

Long conversations a so ended at Eltli. The country folk now on the boat were not unfriendly but were
shy of strangers, talking mostly to their own acquaintances, in diaect. Sutty welcomed her recovered
solitude, which |ft her eyesto see.

Off to the left as the stream bent north, mountain peaks spired up one after another, black rock, white
glaciers. Ahead of the boat, upstream, no peaks were visible, nothing dramatic; the land just went dowly
up, and up, and up. And Ferry Eight, now full of blatting and squawking and the quiet, intermittent voices
of the country people, and smelling of manure, fried bread, fish, and sweet melons, moved dowly, her



slent engines working hard againgt the dragtic current, between wide rocky shores and tregless plains of
thin, pae, plumy grass. Curtains of rain swept across the land, dropping from vast, quick clouds, and
trailled off leaving sunlight, diamond air, the fragrance of the soil. Night was silent, cold, starlit. Sutty
stayed up late and waked early. She came out on deck. The east was brightening. Over the shadowy
western plains, dawn lit the far peaks one by one like matches.

The boat stopped where no town or village was, no sign of habitation. A woman in fleece tunic and
felt hat crowded her flock onto the gangplank, and they ran ashore, she running with them, shouting
curses a them and raucous goodbyes to friends aboard. From the aft rail Sutty watched the flock for
miles, ashrinking pale blot on the grey-gold plain. All that ninth day passed in atrance of light. The boat
moved dowly. Theriver, now clear asthe wind, rushed by so silently that the boat seemed to float above
it, between two airs. All around them were levels of rock and pale grass, pae distances. The mountains
werelogt, hidden by the vast swell of rising land. Land, and sky, and the river crossing from oneto the
other.

Thisisalonger journey, Sutty thought, sanding again at therail that evening, than my journey from
Earthto Aka

And she thought of Tong Ov, who might have made thisjourney himsdlf and had given it to her to
make, and wondered how to thank him. By seeing, by describing, by recording, yes. But she could not
record her happiness. Theword itsalf destroyed it.

She thought: Pao should be here. By me. She would have been here. We would have been happy.

Thear darkened, the water held the light.

One other person was on deck. He was the only other passenger who had been on the boat al the
way from the capita, aslent, fortyish man, a Corporation officia in blue and tan. Uniformswere
ubiquitous on Aka. Schoolchildren wore scarlet shorts and tunics: masses and lines and little hopping dots
of brilliant red dl over the streets of the cities, astartling, cheerful sight. College students wore green and
rust. Blue and tan was the Socio-cultural Bureau, which included the Central Ministry of Poetry and Art
and the World Minigtry of Information. Sutty was very familiar with blue and tan. Poets wore blue and
tan—official poets, at any rate —and producers of tapes and nearedls, and librarians, and bureaucratsin
branches of the bureau with which Sutty waslessfamiliar, such as Ethica Purity. Theinggniaonthis
man'sjacket identified him asaMonitor, fairly high in the hierarchy. When shewasfirst aboard,
expecting somekind of official presence or supervision, some watchdog watching her excursion, Sutty
had waited for him to show some attention to her or evidence of kegping an eye on her. She saw nothing
of thekind. If he knew who she was, nothing in his demeanor showed it. He had been entirely silent and
aoof, ate at the captain'stable at meals, communicated only with his noter, and avoided the groups of
talkersthat she dwaysjoined.

Now he cameto stand at therail not far from her. She nodded and ignored him, which was what he
had always appeared to want.

But he spoke, breaking the intense silence of the vast dusk landscape, where only the water
murmured its resistance quietly and fiercely to the boat's prow and sides. "A dreary country,” the Monitor
sad.

His voice roused ayoung eberdin tied to a stanchion nearby. It blested softly, Ma-ma!l and shook its
head.

"Barren," theman said. "Backward. Areyou interested in lovers eyes?'

Mamal said thelittle eberdin.

"Excuse me?' said Suty.

"Lovers eyes. Gems, jewdls."

"Why arethey called that?"

"Primitive fancy. Imagined resemblance.” The man's glance crossed hersfor amoment. In so far as
she had thought anything about him at al, she had thought him gtiff and dull, alittle egocrat. The cold
keenness of hislook surprised her.

"They're found along stream banks, in the high country. Only there," he said, pointing upstream, "and
only onthisplanet. | take it some other interest brought you here.”



He did know who she was, then. And from his manner, he wished her to know that he disapproved of
her being on theloose, on her own.

"In the short time I've been on Aka, I've seen only Dovza City. | received permission to do some
Sghtseaing.”

"To go upriver," the man said with atight pseudo-smile. He waited for more. She felt a pressure from
him, an expectancy, asif he considered her accountable to him. Sheresisted.

He gazed at the purplish plains fading into night and then down at the water that seemed till to hold
some trangparency of light withinit. He said, "Dovzaisaland of beautiful scenery. Rich farmlands,
prosperous industries, delightful resortsin the South Headwaters Range. Having seen nothing of that, why
did you chooseto vidt this desert?"

"l come from adesert,” Sutty said.

That shut him up for abit.

"Weknow that Terraisarich, progressive world." His voice was dark with disapproval.

"Some of my world isfertile. Much of it istill barren. We have misused it badly.... It'sawhole world,
Monitor. With room enough for alot of variety. Just as here."

She heard the note of challengein her voice.

"Y et you prefer barren places and backward methods of travel ?

Thiswas not the exaggerated respect shown her by peoplein Dovza City, who had treated her asa
fragile exotic that must be sheltered from redlity. Thiswas suspicion, distrust. He wastelling her that
aliens should not be allowed to wander about alone. Thefirst xenophobia she'd met on Aka

" likeboats" she said, with care, pleasantly. "And | find this country beautiful. Austere but beautiful.
Don't you?'

"No," he said, an order. No disagreement alowed. The corporate, officia voice.

"So what brings you up the river? Are you looking for lovers eyes?' She spokelightly, even abit
flirtily, allowing him to change tone and get out of the challenge-response mode if he wanted to.

Hedidn't. "Busness," hesad. Vizdiat, the ultimate Akan justification, the inarguable am, the bottom
line. "There are pockets of cultural fosslisation and recacitrant reactionary activity inthisarea. | hope
you have no intention of traveling out of town into the high country. Where education has not yet reached,
the natives are brutal and dangerous. In sofar as| have jurisdiction inthisarea, | must ask you to remain
intouch with my office a al times, to report any evidence of illega practices, and to inform usif you plan
totrave."

"| gppreciate your concern and shal endeavor to comply with your request,” Sutty said, straight out
of Advanced Exercisesin Dovzan Usage and Locutions for Barbarians.

The Monitor nodded once, his eyes on the dowly passing, dowly darkening shore. When she looked
again where he had stood he was gone.



THREE

the wonderful voyage of aship climbing ariver through adesert ended on the tenth day at
Okzat-Ozkat. On the map the town had been a dot at the edge of an endless tangle of isobars, the High
Headwaters Range. In the late evening it was ablur of whitish walsin the clear, cold darkness, dim
horizontal windows set high, smells of dust and dung and rotten fruit and adry sweetness of mountain air,
asingsong of voices, the clatter of shod feet on stone. Scarcely any whedled traffic. A gleam of rusty light
shone on somekind of high, pae, distant wal, faintly visble above ornate roofs, againg the last greenish
clarity of the western sky.

Corporation announcements and music blared across the wharfs. That noise after ten days of quiet
voices and river Slence drove Sutty straight away.

No tour guide was waiting for her. Nobody followed her. Nobody asked her to show her ZIL.

Still in the passive trance of thejourney, curious, nervous, aert, she wandered through the streets near
the river till her shoulder bag began to drag her down and she felt the knife edge of thewind. In adark,
smdll street that ran uphill she stopped at a doorway. The house door was open, and awoman satin a
chair inthe ydlow light from within the house asif enjoying abamy summer evening.

"Canyou tdl mewherel might find aninn?'

"Here," the woman said. She was crippled, Sutty saw now, with legslike sticks. "Ki!" she called.

A boy of fifteen or so appeared. Wordlessly he invited Sutty into the house. He showed her to a
high-ceilinged, big, dark room on the ground floor, furnished with arug. It was a magnificent rug, crimson
eberdin wool with severe, complex, concentric patternsin black and white. The only other thing in the
room was the light fixture, a peculiar, squarish bulb, quite dim, fixed between two high-s&t, horizontal
windows. Its cord came snaking in one of the windows.

"|sthere abed?’

The boy gestured shyly to acurtain in the shadows of thefar corner.

"Bath?'

He ducked his head toward adoor. Sutty went and opened it. Threetiled stepswent down to alittle
tiled room in which were various strange but interpretable devices of wood, metd, and ceramic, shiningin
thewarm glow of an dectric heater.

"It looksvery nice" shesad. "How muchisit?'

"Eleven haha," the boy murmured.

"Thenight?'

"For aweek." The Akan week was ten days.

"Oh, that'svery nice" Sutty said. "Thank you."

Wrong. She should not have thanked him. Thanks were"servile address." Honorifics and meaningless
ritual phrases of greeting, leave-taking, permisson-asking, and false gratitude, please, thank you, you're
welcome, goodbye, fossil relics of primitive hypocrisy—al were stumbling blocks to truthful ness between
producer-consumers. She had learned that lesson, in those terms, amost as soon as she arrived. She had
trained herself quite out of any such bad habits acquired on Earth. What had made the uncouth thanks
jump now from her mouth?

The boy only murmured something which she had to ask him to repest: an offer of dinner. She
accepted without thanks.

In half an hour he brought alow table into her room, set with afigured cloth and dishes of dark-red
porcelain. She had found cushions and afat bedroll behind the curtain; had hung up her clothes on the
bar and pegs aso behind the curtain; had set her books and notebooks on the polished floor under the
snglelight; and now sat on the carpet doing nothing. She liked the extraordinary sense of room inthis
room —space, height, stillness.

The boy served her adinner of roast poultry, roast vegetables, awhite grain that tasted like corn, and
lukewarm, aromatic tea. She sat on the silky rug and ateit al. The boy looked in silently a couple of



timesto seeif she needed anything.

"Tdl methe name of thiscered, please No. Wrong. "Bt firgt, tell me your name.”

"Akidan," hewhispered. "That'stuz.” "It'svery good. | never ateit before. Doesit grow here?'
Akidan nodded. He had a strong, sweet face, till childish, but the man visible. "It's good for the wood,"
he murmured. Sutty nodded sagely. "And delicious.

"Thank you, yoz." Y oz: aterm defined by the Corporation as servile address and banned for the last
fifty yearsat least. It meant, more or less, fellow person. Sutty had never heard the word spoken except
on the tapes from which she had |earned Akan languages back on Earth. And 'good for the wood,' was
that an evil fossl of some kind too? She might find out tomorrow. Tonight shed have abath, unroll her
bed, and deep in the dark, blessed slence of thishigh place.

A gentle knock, presumably by Akidan, guided her to breskfast waiting on the tray-table outside her
door. Therewasabig piece of cut and seeded fruit, bits of something yellow and pungent in asaucer, a
crumbly greyish cake, and ahandldless mug of lukewarm tea, thistime faintly bitter, with ataste she
didiked at first but found increasingly satisfying. Thefruit and bread were fresh and ddlicate. Sheleft the
ydlow pickled bits. When the boy came to remove the tray, she asked the name of everything, for this
food was entirdly different from anything she had esten in the capital, and it had been presented with
sgnificant care. The pickled thing was abid, Akidan said. "It'sfor the early morning,” he said, "to help the
sweet fruit.”

"So | should egt it?'

He smiled, embarrassed. "It helpsto balance.”

"l see. I'll et it, then." She ateit. Akidan seemed pleased. "I come from very far avay, Akidan," she
sad.

"DovzaCity."

"Farther. Another world. Terraof the Ekumen.”

“AR

"So I'mignorant about how to live here. I'd like to ask you lots of questions. Isthat dl right?"

He gave alittle shrug-nod, very adolescent. Shy as he was, he was salf-possessed. Whatever it meant
to him, he accepted with aplomb the fact that an Observer of the Ekumen, an aien whom he could have
expected to see only as an dectronic image sent from the capital, wasliving in his house. Not atrace of
the xenophobia she had diagnosed in the disagreeable man on the boat.

Akidan's aunt, the crippled woman, who looked asif she wasin congtant low-leve pain, spokelittle
and did not smile, but had the same tranquil, acceptant manner. Sutty arranged with her to stay two
weeks, possibly longer. She had wondered if she was the only guest at the inn; now, finding her way
about the house, she saw there was only one guest room.

Inthe city, a every hotel and apartment house, restaurant, shop, store, office, or bureau, every
entrance and exit ran an automatic check of your persond 1D chip, the al-important ZIL, the warranty of
your existence as a producer-consumer entered in the data banks of the Corporation. Her ZIL had been
issued her during the lengthy formalities of entrance at the spaceport. Withouit it, she had been warned,
she had no identity on Aka. She could not hire aroom or arobocab, buy food at amarket or ina
restaurant, or enter any public building without setting off an alarm.

Most Akans had their chip embedded in the left wrist. She had taken the option of wearing hersina
fitted bracelet. Speaking with Akidan's aunt in thelittle front office, she found herself looking around for
the ZIL scanner, holding her left arm ready to make the universal gesture. But the woman pivoted her
chair to amassive desk with dozens of small drawersin it. After quite afew tranquil mistakes and pauses
to ponder, she found the drawer she wanted and extracted a dusty booklet of forms, one of which she
tore off. She pivoted the chair back round and handed the form to Sutty to fill out by hand. It was so old
that the paper was crumbly, but it did have a space for the ZIL code.

"Please, yoz, tell me how to addressyou,” Sutty said, another sentence from the Advanced
Exercises.

"My nameislziezi. Please tell me how to address you, yoz and deyberienduin.”

Welcome-my-roof-under. A niceword. "My nameis Sutty, yoz and kind innkeeper." Invented for the



occasion, but it seemed to serve the purpose. 1ziezi's thin, drawn face warmed faintly. When Sutty gave
her the form back, she drew her clasped hands againgt her breastbone with adight but very formal
inclination of the head. A banned gestureif ever there was one. Sutty returned it.

Asshel€ft, Iziezi was putting the form book and the form Sutty had filled out into a desk drawer, not
the same one. It looked asif the Corporation State was not going to know, for afew hours anyhow,
exactly where individua /EX/HH 440 T 386733849 H 4/4939 was staying.

I've escaped the net, Sutty thought, and walked out into the sunshine.

Ingdethe houseit wasrather dim, al the horizontal windows being set very high up in thewall so that
they showed nothing but fierce blue sky. Coming outdoors, she was dazzled. White housewalls, glittering
roof tiles, steep streets of dark date flashing back the light. Above the roofs westward, as she began to
be able to see again, she saw the highest of the white walls— immensdly high — awrinkled curtain of
light halfway up the sky. She stood blinking, staring. Wasit acloud? A volcanic eruption? The Northern
Lightsin daytime?

"Mother," said asmall, toothless, dirt-colored man with athree-wheded barrow, grinning at her from
the street.

Sutty blinked at him.

"Erehas mother," he said, and gestured at thewadll of light. "Silong. Eh?"

Mount Silong. On the map, the highest point of the Headwaters Range and of the Great Continent of
Aka. Yes. Asthey came up theriver, therise of the land had kept it hidden. Here you could see perhaps
the upper half of it, a serrated radiance above which floated, till more remote, immense, ethered, a
horned peek haf dissolved in golden light. From the summit streamed the thin snow-banners of eterna
wind.

As she and the barrow man stood gazing, others stopped to hel p them gaze. That was the impression
Sutty got. They al knew what Silong looked like and therefore could help her seeit. They said itsname
and called it Mother, pointing to the glitter of theriver down at the foot of the street. One of them said,
"Y ou might go to Sllong, yoz?'

They were smdll, thin people, with the padded cheeks and narrow eyes of hill dwellers, bad teeth,
patched clothes, thin, fine hands and feet coarsened by cold and injury. They were about the same color
of brown shewas.

"Go there?' Shelooked at them al smiling and could not help smiling. "Why?!

"On Silong you live forever," said agnarly woman with abackpack full of what looked like pumice
rock.

"Caves," said aman with ayelowish, scarred face. "Cavesfull of being."

"Good sex!" said the barrow man, and everybody laughed. " Sex for three hundred years!”

"It'stoo high," Sutty said, "how could anybody go there?!

They dl grinned and sad, "Hy!"

"Could aplane land on that?'

Cackles, headshakes. The gnarly woman said, "Nowhere," the yellow man said, "No planes,” and the
barrow man said, "After three-hundred-year sex, anybody can fly!" And then asthey were dl laughing
they stopped, they wavered like shadows, they vanished, and nobody was there except the barrow man
trundling his barrow hafway down the street, and Sutty staring a the Monitor.

On the ship she had not seen him asabig man, but here he loomed. His skin, hisflesh, were different
from that of the people here, smooth, tough, and even, like plagtic. His blue-and-tan tunic and leggings
were clean and smooth and like uniforms everywhere on every world, and he didn't belong in
Okzat-Ozkat any more than she did. Hewas an alien.

"Beggingisillegd," hesad.

"l wasn't begging.”

After adight pause he said, ™Y ou misunderstand. Do not encourage beggars. They are parasiteson
the economy. Aims-givingisillegd.”

"No one was begging."

He gave his short nod —all right then, consider yoursdlf warned —and turned away.



"Thank you so much for your charm and courtesy!" Sutty said in her native language. Oh, wrong,
wrong. She had no business being sarcastic in any language, even if the Monitor paid no attention. He
wasinsufferable, but that did not excuse her. If shewasto obtain any information here, she must Stay in
the good graces of locd officiddom; if shewasto learn anything here, she must not be judgmenta. The
old farfetchers motto: Opinion ends reception. Maybe those people had in fact been beggars, working
her. How did she know? She knew nothing, nothing about this place, these people.

She set off to learn her way around Okzat-Ozkat with the humble determination not to have any
opinionsabout it at al.

The modern buildings—yprison, district and civic prefectures, agriculturd, cultura, and mining
agencies, teachers college, high school —looked like dl such buildingsin the other cities shed seen:
plain, massive blocks. Here they were only two or three stories high, but they loomed, the way the
Monitor did. Therest of the city was smdl, subtle, dirty, fragile. Low house walls washed red or orange,
horizonta windows set high under the eaves, roofs of red or olive-green tile with curlicues running up the
angles and fantastic ceramic animas pulling up the cornersin their toothy mouiths; little shops, their outer
and inner walls entirely covered with writing in the old ideographs, whitewashed over but showing
through with a queer subliminal legibility. Steep date-paved streets and steps leading up to locked doors
painted red and blue and whitewashed over. Work yards where men made rope or cut stone. Narrow
plots between houses where old women dug and hoed and weeded and changed the flow patterns of
miniature irrigation systems. A few cars down by the docks and parked by the big white buildings, but
the street traffic dl on foot and by barrow and handcart. And, to Sutty's delight, a caravan comingin
from the country: big eberdin pulling two-whedled carts with green-fringed tent tops, and two even bigger
eberdin, the size of ponies, with bellstied in the creamy wool of their necks, each ridden by awomanina
long red coat Stting impassivein the high, horned saddle.

The caravan passed the facade of the Digtrict Prefecture, atiny, jaunty, jingling scrap of the past
creeping by under the blank gaze of the future. Inspirational music interspersed with exhortations blared
from theroof of the Prefecture. Sutty followed the caravan for severa blocks and watched it stop at the
foot of one of the long flights of steps. Peoplein the street also stopped, with that same amiable air of
helping her watch, though they said nothing to her. People came out the high red and blue doors and
down the steps to welcome the riders and carry in the luggage. A hotel? The owners townhouse?

She climbed back up to one of the shops she had passed in the higher part of town. If she had
understood the signs around the door, the shop sold lotions, unguents, smells, and fertiliser. A purchase
of hand cream might give her time to read some of the inscriptionsthat covered every wall from floor to
celling, dl intheold, theillega writing. On the facade of the shop the inscriptions had been whitewashed
out and painted over with signsin the modern aphabet, but these had faded enough that she could make
out some of the underlying words. That was where she had made out "smells and fertiliser." Probably
perfumes and —what? Fertility? Fertility drugs, maybe? Shewent in.

She was a once engulfed in the smells—powerful, sweet, sharp, strange. A dim, pungent air. She
had the curious sensation that the pictographs and ideograms that covered the walls with bold black and
dark-blue shapes were moving, not jumpily like half-seen print but evenly, regularly, expanding and
ghrinking very gently, asif they were breathing.

Theroom was high, lighted by the usua high-set windows, and lined with cabinetsfull of little drawers.
As her eyes adjusted, she saw that athin old man stood behind a counter to her Ieft. Behind his head two
characters sood out quite clearly on thewall. She read them automatically, various of their various
meanings arriving more or lessat once: eminent / peak / felt hat / look down / start up, and two /
duality / sides/ loins/ join / separate.

"Y oz and deyberienduin, may | beof usetoyou?"  Sheasked if he had an unguent or lotion for
dry skin. The proprietor nodded pleasantly and began seeking among histhousand little drawers with an
air of peaceful certainty of eventualy finding what he wanted, like Iziezi at her desk.

Thisgave Sutty timeto read the walls, but that distracting illusion of movement continued, and she
could not make much sense of the writings. They seemed not to be advertisements as she had assumed,
but recipes, or charms, or quotations. A lot about branches and roots. A character she knew as blood,



but written with adifferent Elementd qudlifier, which might make it mean lymph, or sgp. Formulaslike
"the five from the three, the three from thefive." Alchemy? Medicine, prescriptions, charms? All she
knew was that these were old words, old meanings, that for the first time she was reading Akas past.
And it made no sense.

Tojudge by hisexpression, the proprietor had found adrawer he liked. He gazed into it for some
whilewith a satisfied look before he took an unglazed clay jar out of it and put it down on the counter.
Then he went back to seeking gently among the rows of unlabeled drawers until he found another one he
approved of. He opened it and gazed into it and, after awhile, took out agold-paper box. With thishe
disappeared into an inner room. Presently he came back with the box, asmall, brightly glazed pot, and a
spoon. He set them al down on the counter in arow. He spooned out something from the unglazed pot
into the glazed pot, wiped the spoon with ared cloth he took from under the counter, mixed two
spoonfuls of afine, talc-like powder from the gold box into the glazed pot, and began to tir the mixture
with the same unhurried patience. "It will make the bark quite smooth,” he said softly.

"Thebark," Sutty repested.

He smiled and, setting down the spoon, smoothed one hand over the back of the other.

"The body islike atree?'

"Ah," he said, theway Akidan had said, "Ah." It was asound of assent, but qualified. It was yes but
not quite yes. Or yes but we don't use that word. Or yes but we don't need to talk about that. Yeswith a
loophole.

"In the dark cloud descending out of the sky... the forked... the twice-forked...?" Sutty said,
trying to read afaded but magnificently written inscription high on the wall.

The proprietor dapped one hand loudly on the counter and the other over his mouth.

Sutty jumped.

They stared at each other. The old man lowered his hand. He seemed undisturbed, despite his
gartling reaction. He was perhgps smiling. "Not aoud, yoz," he murmured.

Sutty went on staring for amoment, then shut her mouith.

"Just old decorations," the proprietor said. " Old-fashioned wallpaper. Senseless dots and lines.
Old-fashioned people live around here. They leave these old decorations around instead of painting walls
clean and white. White and dlent. Silence is snowfall. Now, yoz and honored customer, this ointment
permitsthe skin to breathe mildly. Will you try it?'

She dipped afinger in the pot and spread the dab of pale cream on her hands. "Oh, very nice. And
what apleasant smell. What isit caled?"

"The scent isthe herb immimi, and the ointment is my secret, and the price isnothing.”

Sutty had picked up the pot and was admiring it; it was surely an old piece, enamel on heavy glass,
with an eegantly fitted cap, alittle jewe. "Oh, no, no, no," she said, but the old man raised his clasped
hands as 1ziezi had done and bowed his head with such dignity that further protest wasimpaossible. She
repeated his gesture. Then she smiled and sad, "Why?"

"... the twice-forked lightning-tree grows up from earth,” hesad dmos inaudibly.

After amoment shelooked back up at the inscription and saw that it ended with the words he had
gpoken. Their eyes met again. Then he melted into the dim back part of the room and she was out on the
dreet, blinking in the glare, clutching the gift.

Walking back down the steep, complicated streets to her inn, she pondered. It seemed that first the
Mobile, then the Monitor, and now the Fertiliser, or whatever he was, had promptly and painlesdy
co-opted her, involving her in their intentions without telling her what they were. Go find the people who
know the stories and report back to me, Tong said. Avoid dissident reactionaries and report back to me,
said the Monitor. Asfor the Fertiliser, had he bribed her to be silent or rewarded her for speaking? The
latter, she thought. But al she was certain of wasthat she was far too ignorant to do what she was doing
without danger to hersdlf or others.

The government of thisworld, to gain technological power and intellectual freedom, had outlawed the
past. She did not underestimate the enmity of the Akan Corporation State toward the "old decorations’
and what they meant. To this government who had declared they would be free of tradition, custom, and



history, all old habits, ways, modes, manners, ideas, pieties were sources of pestilence, rotten corpsesto
be burned or buried. The writing that had preserved them was to be erased.

If the educational tapes and historica neareal dramas she had studied in the capital were factud, as
she thought they were at least in part, within the lifetime of people now living, men and women had been
crushed under the walls of temples, burned aive with books they tried to save, imprisoned for life for
teaching anachronistic sedition and reactionary ideology. The tapes and dramas glorified thiswar against
the pagt, relating the bombings, burnings, bulldozingsin sternly heroic terms. Brave young men and
women broke free from stupid parents, conniving priests, teachers of supergtition, fomenters of reaction,
and unflinchingly burned the pestilentid forests of error, planting healthy orchardsin their place
—denounced the wicked professor who had hidden

adictionary of ideograms under his bed—blew up the monstrous hives where the poison of ignorance
was stored — drove tractors through the flimsy rituals of superdtition —and then, hand in hand, led their
fellow producer-consumersto join the March to the Stars.

Behind the glib and bloated rhetoric lay red suffering, real passion. On both sides. Sutty knew that.
Shewas a child of violence, as Tong Ov had said. Still shefound it hard to keep in mind, and bitterly
ironicd, that hereit was dl the reverse of what she had known, the negative: that here the believers
weren't the persecutors but the persecuted.

But they were dl true believers, both Sdes. Secular terrorists or holy terrorists, what difference?

Theonly thing she had found &t al unusud in the endless propaganda from the Ministries of
Information and Poetry was that the heroes of the exemplary tales usually came in pairs—abrother and
sgter, or abetrothed or married couple. If asexud pair, heterosexud, aways. The Akan government
was obsessve in its detestation of ‘deviance.’ Tong had warned her about it as soon as she arrived: "We
must conform. No discussion, no question is possible. Anything that can be seen and reported as a sexual
advance to a person of the same sex isa capital offense. So tiresome, so sad. These poor people!” He
sghed for the sufferings of bigots and puritans, the sufferings and cruelties.

She had scarcely needed hiswarning, sSince she had so little contact with people asindividuds, but she
had of course heeded it; and it had been an eement of her early, severe disappointment, her
discouragement. The old Akan usages and language she had learned on Earth had led her to think she
was coming to asexudly easygoing society with little or no gender hierarchy. The society of her native
corner of Earth had till been cramped by socid and gender caste, further rigidified by Unist misogyny
and intolerance. No place on Earth had been entirely out from under that shadow, not even the Pales.
One of the reasons she had speciaised in Aka, had learned the languages, was that she and Pao had
read in the First Observers reports that Akan society was not hierarchicaly gendered and that
heterosexudity was not compul sory, not even privileged. But dl that had changed, changed utterly, during
the years of her flight from Earth to Aka. Arriving here, she had had to go back to circumspection,
caution, self-suppression. And danger.

So, then, why did they all so prompitly try to enlist her, to use her? She was scarcely ajewe in
anybody's crown.

Tong's reasons were superficialy plain: hed jumped at the first chance to send somebody out
unsupervised, and chose her because she knew the old writing and language and would know what she
found when she found it. But if she found it, what was she supposed to do with it? It was contraband.
[licit goods. Anti-Corporation sedition. Tong had said she wasright to delete the fragments of the old
books from the ansible transmisson. Y et now he wanted her to record such material ?

Asfor the Monitor, he was playing power games. It must be athrill for a middle-weight supervisor of
culturd correctnessto find a genuine dien, an authentic Observer of the Ekumen, to give ordersto: Don't
talk to social parasites— don't leave town without permission — report to the boss man, me.

What about the Fertiliser? She could not shake the impression that he knew who she was, and that his
gift had some meaning beyond courtesy to astranger. No telling what.

Given her ignorance, if shelet any of them control her, she might do harm. But if shetried to do
anything bold and decisive on her own, she would amost certainly do harm. She must go dow, walt,
watch, learn.



Tong had given her acode word to usein amessagein case of trouble: 'devolve.’ But he hadn't redly
expected trouble. The Akansloved their dien guests, the cows from whom they milked the milk of high
technology. They wouldn't et her get into danger. She mustn't pardyse hersdf with caution.

The Monitor's rumbling about brutal tribespeople was bogey talk. Okzat-Ozkat was a safe, a
touchingly safe placeto live. It wasasmdl, poor, provincid city, dragged adong in the rough wake of
Akan progress, far enough behind that it still held tattered remnants of the old way of life—theold
civilisation. Probably the Corporation had consented to |et an offworlder come here because it was so
very out of theway, aharmless, picturesque bywater. Tong had sent her here to follow up ahunch or
hope of finding under the monalithic, univoca success story of modern Aka some traces of what the
Ekumen treasured: the singular character of apeople, their way of being, their history. The Akan
Corporation State wanted to forget, hide, ban, bury al that, and if she learned anything here, it would not
please them. But the days of burying and burning aive were over. Weren't they? The Monitor would
bluster and bully, but what could he do?

Nothing much to her. A good dedl, perhaps, to those who talked to her.

Hold till, shetold hersdf. Listen. Listen to what they haveto tell.

Theair wasdry at thisdtitude, cold in the shadow, hot in the sun. She stopped at a cafeteria near the
Teachers College to buy abottle of fruit juice and sat with it at atable outdoors. Cheery music,
exhortations, news about crops, production statistics, health programs blared across the square from the
loudspeskers as ways. Somehow she had to learn to listen through that noiseto what it hid, the meaning
under it.

Wasiits ceasdessnessits meaning? Were the Akans afraid of silence?

Nobody about her seemed to be afraid of anything. They were students in green-and-rust Education
uniforms. Many had the padded cheekbones and ddlicate bone structure of the old street people here,
but they were plump and shiny with youth and confidence, chattering and shouting across her without
seeing her. Any woman over thirty was an dien to them.

They were eating the kind of food she had eaten in the capitd, high-protein, sweet-sdt packaged
suff, and drinking akakafi, a native hot drink rebaptized with asemi-Terran name. The Corporation
brand of akakafi was called Starbrew and was ubiquitous. Bitterswest, black, it contained aremarkable
mixture of dkaoids, stimulants, and depressants. Sutty loathed the taste, and it made her tongue furry,
but she had learned to swallow it, Since sharing akakafi was one of the few rituals of social bonding the
people of Dovza City alowed themselves, and therefore very important to them. "A cup of akakafi?"
they cried as soon as you came into the house, the office, the meeting. To refuse wasto offer arebuff,
even an insult. Much small talk centered around akakafi: where to go for the best powder (not Starbrew,
of course), where it was grown and processed, how to brew it. People boasted about how many cups
they drank aday, asif the mild addiction were somehow praiseworthy. These young Educators were
drinking it by the liter.

She listened to them dutifully, hearing chatter about examinations, prize lists, vacation travel. Nobody
talked about reading or course materia except two students nearby arguing about teaching preschoolers
to usethetoilet. The boy inssted that shame was the best incentive. The girl said, "Wipeit up and smile,"
which annoyed the boy into giving quite alecture on peer adjustment, ethica god setting, and hygienic
laxity.

Waking home, Sutty wondered if Akawas aguilt culture, a shame culture, or something dl its own.
How wasit that everybody in the world was willing to move in the same direction, talk the same
language, believe the same things? Fear of being evil, or fear of being different?

There she was, back with fear. Her problem, not theirs.

Her crippled hostess was sitting in the doorway when she got home. They greeted each other shyly
withillegd civilities. Making conversation, Sutty said, "l like the teas you serve so much. Much better
than akakafi."

Iziezi didn't dap one hand down and the other across her mouth, but her hands did move abruptly,
and shesad, "Ah," exactly asthe Fertiliser had said it. Then, after along pause, cautioudy, shortening the
invented word, she said, "But akafi comes from your country.”



"Some people on Terradrink something like it. My people don't.”

|ziezi |ooked tense. The subject was evidently fraught.

If every topic was aminefield, there was nothing to do but talk on through the blasts, Sutty thought.
Shesad, "Youdont likeit either?’

|ziezi screwed up her face. After anervous slence she said earnestly, "It's bad for people. It driesup
the sap and disorders the flow. People who drink akafi, you can see their hands tremble and their heart
jump. That's what they used to say, anyhow. The old-time people. A long time ago. My grandmother.
Now everybody drinksit. It was one of those old rules, you know. Not modern. Modern peoplelikeit.”

Caution; confusion; conviction.

"l didn't like the breakfast tea at first, but then | did. What isit? What doesit do?'

|ziezi's face smoothed out. "That's bezit. It starts the flow and reunites. It refreshes the liver alittle,
too."

"You'rea... herb teacher,” Sutty said, not knowing the word for herbalist.

"Ah!"

A smdl minegoing off. A samdl warning.

"Herb teachers are respected and honored in my homeland,” Sutty said. "Many of them are doctors.”

Iziezi said nothing, but gradually her face smoothed out again.

As Sutty turned to enter the house, the crippled woman said, " I'm going to exercise classin afew
minutes”

Exercises? Sutty thought, glancing at theimmobile stick-shinsthat hung from Iziezi's knees.

"If you haven't found a class and would careto come...."

The Corporation was very strong on gymneastics. Everybody in Dovza City belonged to a
gymno-group and went to fitness classes.

Severa timesaday brisk music and shouts of One! Two! blared from the loudspeakers, and whole
factories and office buildings poured their producer-consumers out into streets and courtyards to jump
and punch and bend and swing in vigorous unison. As aforeigner, Sutty had mostly succeeded in evading
these groups; but she looked at |ziezi'sworn face and said, "I'd like to come.”

She went in to find aplace of honor in her bathroom for the Fertiliser's beautiful pot and to change
from leggingsinto loose pants. When she came back out, 1ziezi was transferring herself on crutchesto a
small powered whedlchair, Corporation issue, Starflight modd. Sutty praised itsdesign. Iziezi said
dismissvely, "It'sdl right in flat places," and took off, jolting and lurching up the steep, uneven dreet.
Sutty walked aongside, lending ahand when the chair bucked and stuck, which it did about every two
meters. They arrived at alow building with windows under the eaves and ahigh double door. Oneflap
had been red and the other blue, with some kind of red-and-blue cloud motif painted above, now
showing ghostly pink and grey through coats of whitewash. 1ziezi headed her chair straight for the doors
and barged them open. Sutty followed.

It seemed pitch-black inside. Sutty was getting used to these trangtions from inside dark to outside
dazzle and back, but her eyes weren't. Just inside the door, |ziezi paused for Sutty to take her shoes of f
and set them on ashelf at the end of adim row of shoes, dl black canvas StarMarch issue, of course.
Then 1ziezi steered her chair at afearless clip down along ramp, parked it behind abench, and levered
herself around onto the bench. It seemed to be at the edge of alarge matted area, beyond which all was
velvet gloom.

Sutty was able to make out shadowy figures sitting here and there cross-legged on the that. Near
Iziezi on the bench sat aman with oneleg. 1ziezi got hersdf arranged, set down her crutches, and looked
up at Sutty. She made alittle patting gesture at the that near her. The door had opened briefly as
someone camein, and inthe brief grey vishility, Sutty saw lziezi amile. It was alovely and touching sight.

Sutty sat down on the that cross-legged with her handsin her 1ap. For along time nothing else
happened. It was, she thought, certainly unlike any exercise class she had ever seen, and far moreto her
taste. People camein silently, one or two at atime. As her eyes adjusted fully, she saw the room was
vadt. It must be dmost entirely dug into the ground. Itslong, low windows, right up where the wall met
the calling, were of athick bluish glassthat let in only diffuse light. Above them the callingwent onupina



low dome or series of arches; she could just make out dark, branching beams. She restrained her curious
eyes and tried to Sit, breathe, and not fall adeep.

Unfortunately, in her experience, sitting meditation and deep had always tended to converge. When
the man sitting nearest her began to swell and shrink like the ideograms on the Fertiliser's shop wall, it
roused only adreamy interest in her. Then, Stting up alittle straighter, she saw that hewasraisng his
outstretched armstill the backs of his hands met above his head and then lowering them in avery dow,
regular breath-rhythm. 1ziezi and some others were doing the same, in more or less the same rhythm. The
serene, soundless movements were like the pulsing of jdlyfish in adim aguarium. Sutty joined the
pulsation.

Other motions wereintroduced here and there, one at atime, al arm movements, all in dow
breath-rhythm. There would be periods of rest, and then the peaceful swelling and shrinking— stretch
and relax, pulse out, draw in— would begin again, first one vague figure then another. A soft, soft sound
accompanied the movements, awordl ess rhythmic murmur, bresth-music seemingly without source.
Across the room onefigure grew dowly up and up, whitish, undulant: aman or woman was afoot,
making the arm gestures while bending forward or back or sideways from the waist. Two or three others
rosein the same bondessy supple way and stood reaching and swaying, never lifting afoot from the
ground, more than ever like rooted sea creatures, anemones, akelp forest, while the dmost inaudible,
ceasdess chanting pulsed like the seaswll, lifting and sinking...

Light, noiss—ahard, loud, white blast asif the roof had been blown off. Bare square bulbs glared
dangling from dugty vaultings.

Sutty sat aghast asal around her people leapt to their feet and began to prance, kick, do jumping
jacks, while a harsh voice shouted, "One! Two! One! Two! One! Two!" She stared round at |ziezi, who
sat on her bench, jerking like a marionette, punching the air with her fists, one, two, one, two. The
one-legged man next to her shouted out the beat, damming his crutch against the bench intime.

Catching Sutty's eye, 1ziezi gestured, Up!

Sutty stood up, obedient but disgusted. To achieve such abeautiful group meditation and then destroy
it with this stupid muscle building—what kind of people were these?

Two women in blue and tan were striding down the ramp after aman in blue and tan. The Monitor.
Hiseyeswent straight to her.

She stood among the others, who were all motionless now, except for the quick riseand fall of bresth.

Nobody said anything.

The ban on servile address, on greetings, goodbyes, any phrase acknowledging presence or
departure, left holesin the texture of socia process, gaps crossed only by adight effort, arecurrent
grain. City Akans had grown up with the artificiality and no doubt did not fed it, but Sutty till did, and it
seemed these people did too. The stiff silence enforced by the three standing on the ramp put the others
at adisadvantage. They had no way to defuseit. The one- legged man at last cleared histhroat and said
with some bravado, "We are performing hygienic aerobic exercises as prescribed in the Health Manual
for Producer-Consumers of the Corporation.”

The two women with the Monitor looked at each other, bored, sour, |1-told-you-so. The Monitor
spoke to Sutty acrossthe air between them as if no one else were there: Y ou came here to practice
aerobics?'

"We have very smilar exercisesin my homdand,” she said, her dismay and indignation concentrating
itself on himin aburst of eoquence. "I'm very glad to find agroup hereto practice them with. Exerciseis
often mogt profitable when performed with asincerely interested group. Or so we beievein my
homeland on Terra. And of course | hopeto learn new exercises from my kind hosts here.”

The Monitor, with no acknowledgment of any kind except a moment's pause, turned and followed the
blue-and-tan women up the ramp. The women went out. He turned and stood just inside the doors,
watching.

"Continuel" the one-legged man shouted. "One! Two! One! Two!" Everybody punched and kicked
and bounced furioudy for the next five or ten minutes. Sutty's fury was genuine a first; then it boiled off
with the silly exercises, and she wanted to laugh, to laugh off the shock.



She pushed |ziezi's chair up the ramp, found her shoes among the row of shoes. The Monitor ill
stood there. She smiled a him. ™Y ou should join us," she said.

His gaze was impersond, appraising, entirely without response. The Corporation waslooking at her.

Shefdt her face change, fdlt her eyesflick over him with dismissveincredulity asif seeing something
small, uncouth, a petty monster. Wrong! wrong! But it was done. She was past him, outsdein the cold
eveningar.

She kept hold of the chair back to help 1ziezi zigzag bumpily down the Street and to distract hersdlf
from the crazy surge of hatred the Monitor had roused in her. "1 see what you mean about level ground,”
shesad.

"Therésno —leve—ground,” 1ziezi jerked out, holding on, but lifting one hand for amoment toward
the vast verticdities of Silong, flaring white-gold over roofs and hills dready drowned in dusk.

Back in the front hallway of theinn, Sutty said, "1 hope | may join your exercise class again soon.”

|ziezi made a gesture that might have been polite assent or hopel ess gpology.

"| preferred the quieter part,” Sutty said. Getting no smile or response, she said, "1 really would like to
learn those movements. They're beautiful. They fdt asif they had ameaning in them.”

|ziezi Hill said nothing.

"Isthere abook about them, maybe, that | could study?' The question seemed absurdly cautious yet
foolighly rash.

|ziezi pointed into the common Sitting room, where avid/ neareal monitor sat blank in one corner.
Stacks of Corporation-issue tapes were piled next to it. In addition to the manua's, which everybody got
anew set of annudly, new tapes were frequently delivered to one's door, informative, educationd,
admonitory, ingpirationa . Employees and students were frequently examined on themin regular and
gpecia sessonsat work and in college. 1lIness does not excuse ignorance! blared therich
Corporationa voice over vids of hospitalised workmen enthusiagtically partissing in aneared about
plastic molding. Wealth is work and work is wealth! sang the chorusfor the Capita-Labor instructional
vid. Most of the literature Sutty had studied consisted of pieces of thiskind in the poetic and inspirationa
syle. Shelooked with malevolence at the piles of tapes.

"The hedth manud," 1ziezi murmured vaguely.

"l wasthinking of something | could read in my room a night. A book."

"AhI" The minewent off very closethistime. Then sllence. Y oz Sutty,” the crippled woman
whispered, "books..."

Silence, laden. "I don't mean to put you at any risk."

Sutty found hersdlf, ridiculoudy, whispering.

Iziezi shrugged. Her shrug said, Risk, S0, everything'sarisk.

"The Monitor seemsto be following me."

|ziezi made agesture that said, No, no. "They come often to the class. We have a person to watch the
dreet, turn thelightson. Thenwe..." Tiredly, she punched the air, One! Two!

"Tel methe pendties, yoz |1 ziezi."

"For doing the old exercises? Get fined. Maybe lose your license. Maybe you just have to go to the
Prefecture or the High School and study the manuals.”

"For abook? Owning it, reading it?"

"An... old book?"

Sutty made the gesture that said, Yes.

|ziezi was reluctant to answer. She looked down. She said findly, in awhisper, "Maybe alot of
trouble

|ziezi sat in her wheelchair. Sutty stood. Thelight had died out of the sireet entirely. High over the
roofsthe barrier wall of Silong glowed dull rust-orange. Aboveit, far and radiant, the pesk ill burned
gold.

"| can read the old writing. | want to learn the old ways. But | don't want you to lose your inn license,
yoz lziezi. Send me to somebody who isn't her nephew's sole support.”

"Akidan?" Iziezi said with new energy. "Oh, held take you right up to the Taproot!" Then she dapped



one hand on the wheelchair arm and put the other over her mouth. " So much isforbidden,” she said from
behind her hand, with aglance up at Sutty that wasamost dy.

"And forgotten?'

"People remember.... People know, yoz. But | don't know anything. My sister knew. She was
educated. I'm not. | know some peoplewho are ... educated  But how far do you want to go?"

"Asfar asmy guideslead mein kindness," Sutty said. It was a phrase not from the Advanced
Exercisesin Grammar for Barbarians but from the fragment of abook, the damaged page that had
had on it the picture of aman fishing from a bridge and four lines of a poem:

Where my guides lead me in kindness
| follow, follow lightly,

and there are no footprints

in the dust behind us.

"Ah," |ziezi said, not aland mine, but along sigh.



FOUR

if the monitor was keeping her under observation, she could go nowhere, learn nothing, without getting
peopleinto trouble. Possibly getting into trouble herself. And he was here to watch her; he had said o, if
sheldd only listened. It had taken dl thistime to dawn upon her that Corporation officids didn't travel by
boat. They flew in Corporation planes and helis. Her conviction of her own insgnificance had kept her
from understanding his presence and heeding hiswarning.

She hadn't listened to what Tong Ov told her ether: likeit or not, admit it or not, she wasimportant.
She was the presence of the Ekumen on Aka. And the Monitor had told her, and she hadn't listened, that
the Corporation had authorised him to prevent the Ekumen —her—from investigating and reveding the
continued existence of reactionary practices, rotten-corpse ideologies.

A dog in agraveyard, that's how he saw her. Keep far the Dog that's friend to men, or with his
nailshe'll digit up again....

"Y our heritageis Anglo-Hindic." Uncle Hurree, with hiswild white eyebrows and his sad, fiery eyes.
"Y ou must know Shakespeare and the Upanishads, Sutty. Y ou must know the Gita and the L ake Poets.”

Shedid. She knew too many poets. She knew more poets, more poetry, she knew more grief, she
knew more than anybody needed to know. So she had sought to beignorant. To cometo a place where
shedidn't know anything. She had succeeded beyond al expectation.

After long pondering in her peaceful room, long indecision and anxiety, some moments of despair, she
sent her firgt report to Tong Ov —and incidentally to the Office of Peace and Surveillance, the
Socio-culturd Ministry, and whatever other bureaus of the Corporation intercepted everything that came
to Tong's office. It took her two daysto write two pages. She described her boat journey, the scenery,
the city. She mentioned the excellent food and fine mountain air. She requested a prolongation of her
holiday, which had proved both enjoyable and educationd, though hampered by the well-intended but
overprotective zed of an officia who thought it necessary to insulate her from conversations and
interactions with the loca people.

The corporative government of Aka, while driven to control everyone and everything, also wanted
very much to please and impresstheir visitors from the Ekumen. To measure up, as Uncle Hurree would
have said. The Envoy was expert a using that second motiveto limit the first; but her message could
cause him problems. They had let him send an Observer into a'primitive area, but they had sent an
observer of their own to observe the Observer.

Shewaited for Tong'sreply, increasingly certain that he would be forced to call her back to the
capitd. The thought of Dovza City made her redise how much she did not want to leave thelittle city, the
high country. For three days she went on hikes out into the farmlands and up a ong the bank of the
glacier-blue, rowdy young river, sketched Silong above the curlicued roofs of Okzat-Ozkat, entered
|ziezi's recipesfor her exquisite food in her noter but did not return to ‘exercise class with her, talked
with Akidan about his schoolwork and sports but did not talk to any strangers or street people, was
sudioudy tourigtic and innocuous.

Since she came to Okzat-Ozkat, she had dept well, without the long memory-excursions that had
broken her nightsin Dovza City; but during thistime of waiting she woke every night in the depths of the
darkness and was back in the Pale.

Thefird night, shewasin thetiny living room of her parents flat, watching Dalzul on the nearedl.
Father, aneurologist, abominated vr-proprios. "Lying to the body isworse than torturing it," he growled,
looking like Uncle Hurree. He had long ago disconnected the vr modules from their set, so that it
functioned merely asaholo TV. Having grown up in the village with no commtech but radiosand an
ancient 2D television in the town meeting hdl, Sutty didn't miss vr-prop. She had been studying, but
turned her chair round to see the Envoy of the Ekumen standing on the ba cony of the Sanctum, flanked
by the white-robed Fathers.

The Fathers mirror masks reflected the immense throng, hundreds of thousands of people gathered in



the Great Square, asatiny dappling. Sunlight shone on Dalzul's bright, amazing hair. The Angd, they
caled him now, God's Herdd, the Divine Messenger. Mother scoffed and grumbled at such terms, but
she watched him asintently, listened to hiswords as devoutly as any Unit, as anybody, everybody in the
world. How did Dazul bring hope to the faithful and hope to the unbdlievers at the sametime, in the same
words?

"l want to distrust him,” Mother said. "But | can't. Heisgoing to do it—to put the Mdliorist Fathers
into power. Incredible! Heisgoing to set usfree.”

Sutty had no trouble believing it. She knew, from Uncle Hurree and from school and from her own
gpparently innate conviction, that the Rule of the Fathers under which she had lived al her lifehad been a
fit of madness. Unism was a panic response to the great famines and epidemics, a gpasm of globa guilt
and hystericd expiation, which had been working itsdlf intoitsfina orgy of violence when Dalzul the
"Angd" camefrom "Heaven" and with hismagic oratory turned dl that zedl from destructionto
loving-kindness, from mass murder to mild embrace. A matter of timing; atip of the balance. Wise with
the wisdom of Hainish teachers who had been through such episodes athousand timesin their endless
history, canny as his white Terran ancestors who had convinced everybody el se on Earth that their way
was the only way, Dalzul had only to set hisfinger on the scalesto turn blind, bigoted hatred into blind,
universa love. And now peace and reason would return, and Terrawould regain her place among the
peaceful, reasonable worlds of the Ekumen. Sutty was twenty-three and had no trouble believing it at dl.

Freedom Day, the day they opened the Pale: the restrictions on unbedlieverslifted, dl theredtrictions
on communications, books, women's clothing, travel, worship and non-worship, everything. The people
of the Pale came pouring out of the shops and houses, the high schools and the training schoolsinto the
rainy streets of VVancouver.

They didn't know what to do, redlly, they had lived so long silent, demure, cautious, humble, whilethe
Fathers preached and ruled and ranted and the Officers of the Faith confiscated, censored, threatened,
punished. It had aways been the faithful who gathered in huge crowds, shouted praises, sang songs,
celebrated, marched here and marched there, while the unbelieverslay low and talked soft. But therain
let up, and people brought guitars and sitars and saxophones out into the streets and squares and began
playing music and dancing. The sun came out, low and gold under big clouds, and they went on dancing
the joyous dances of unbelief. In McKenzie Square therewas agirl leading around dance, black heavy
glossy hair, ivory skin, Sino-Canadian, laughing, anoisy, laughing girl, too loud, brassy, self-confident,
but Sutty joined her round dance because the peoplein it were having such agood time and the boy
playing the concertinamade such terrific music. She and the black-haired girl came faceto facein some
figure of the dance they had just invented. They took each other's hands. One laughed, and the other
laughed. They never let go of each other'shands dl night.

From that memory Sutty plunged soft and straight into deep, the untroubled deep she dmost dways
had in thishigh, quiet room.

Next day she hiked along way up theriver, came back late and tired. She atewith |ziezi, read a
while, unrolled her bed.

As soon as she turned the light off and lay down, she was back in VVancouver, the day after freedom.

They had gone for awalk up above the city in New Stanley Park, the two of them. There were il
some hig trees there, enormous trees from before the pollution. Firs, Pao said. Douglasfirs, and spruce,
they were cdled. Once the mountains had been black with them. "Black with them!" she said in her
husky, unmodul ated voice, and Sutty saw the great black forests, the heavy, glossy black hair.

"Y ou grew up here?" she asked, for they had everything to learn about each other, and Pao said, "Yes
| did, and now | want to get out!"

"Whereto?'

"Hain, Ve, Chiffewar, Werd, Y eowe-Werd, Gethen, Urras-Anarres, O!"

"0, O, OI" Sutty crowed, laughing and half crying to hear her own litany, her secret mantra shouted
out loud. "1 do too! | will, I will, I'm going!"

"Areyouintraning?'

"Third year."



"l just started."

"Catch up!" Sutty said.

And Pao dmogt did so. She got through three years of work in two. Sutty graduated after the first of
those years and stayed on the second as a graduate associate, teaching deep grammar and Hainish to
beginning students. When she went to the Ekumenica

School in Vaparaiso, she and Pao would be apart only eight months; and she would fly back up to
Vancouver for the December holiday, so they'd only actudly be separated for four months and then four
months again, and then together, together al the way through the Ekumenica School, and dl the rest of
their lives, al over the Known Worlds. "WEIl be making love on aworld nobody even knows the name
of now, athousand years from now!" Pao said, and laughed her lovely chortling laugh that started down
insde her belly, in what she caled her tan-tien-tummy, and ended up rocking her to and fro. Sheloved to
laugh, sheloved to tell jokes and be told them. Sometimes she laughed out loud in her deep. Sutty would
fed and hear the soft laughter in the darkness, and in the morning Pao would explain that her dreams had
been so funny, and laugh again trying to tell the funny dreams.

They lived in the flat they'd found and moved into two weeks after freedom, the dear grubby
basement flat on Souché Street, Sushi Street because there were three Japanese restaurants on it. They
had two rooms. one with wall-to-wall futons, one with the stove, the sink, and the upright piano with four
dead keysthat came with the flat because it was too far goneto repair and too expensive to move. Pao
played crashing waltzes with holesin them while Sutty cooked bhaigan tamatar. Sutty recited the poems
of Esnanaridaratha of Darranda and filched dmonds while Pao fried rice. A mouse gave birth to infant
mice in the storage cabinet. Long discussions about what to do about the infant mice ensued. Ethnic durs
were exchanged: the ruthlessness of the Chinese, who treated animals as insentient, the wickedness of the
Hindus, who fed sacred cows and let children starve. "1 will not live with micel" Pao shouted. "1 will not
livewith amurderer!™ Sutty shouted back. The infant mice became adolescents and began making forays.
Sutty bought a second-hand box trap. They baited it with tofu. They caught the mice one by one and
released them in New Stanley Park. The mother mouse was the last to be caught, and when they
released her they sang:

God will bless thee, loving mother
Of thy faithful husband's child,
Cling to him and know no other,
Living pure and undefiled.

Pao knew alot of Unist hymns, and had one for most occasions. Sutty got the flu. Fluwasa
frightening thing, SO many strains of it werefatal. She remembered vividly her terror, ganding in the
crowded streetcar while the headache got worse and worse, and when she got home and couldn't focus
her eyes on Pao's face. Pao cared for her night and day and when the fever went down made her drink
Chinese medicind teasthat tasted like piss and mildew. She waswesk for days and days, lying there on
the futons staring a the dingy ceiling, weak and stupid, peaceful, coming back to life.

But in that epidemic little Aunty found her way back to the village. Thefirst time Sutty was sirong
enough to visit home, it was strange to be there with Mother and Father and not with Aunty. She kept
turning her head, thinking Aunty was standing in the doorway or sitting in her chair in the other roomin
her ragged blanket cocoon. Mother gave Sutty Aunty's bangles, the six everyday brass ones, the two
gold onesfor dressing up, tiny, frail circlets through which Sutty's hands would never pass. She gave
them to Lakshmi for her baby girl to wear when she got bigger. "Don't hold on to things, they weigh you
down. Keep in your head what's worth keeping,” Uncle Hurree had said, preaching what he'd had to
practice; but Sutty kept the red-and-orange saree of cotton gauze, which folded up into nothing and
could not weigh her down. It wasin the bottom of her suitcase here, in Okzat-Ozkat. Someday maybe
shewould show it to Iziezi. Tell her about Aunty. Show her how you wore a saree. Most women
enjoyed that and liked to try it on themselves. Pao had tried on Sutty's old grey-and-silver saree once, to
entertain Sutty while she was convaescing, but she said it felt too much like skirts, which of course she



had been forced to wear in public dl her life because of the Unist clothing laws, and she couldn't get the
trick of securing the top. "My tits are going to pop out!" she cried, and then, encouraging them to do so,
had performed aremarkable version of what she called Indian classicd danceall over thefutons.

Sutty had been frightened again, very badly frightened, when she discovered that everything shed
learned in the months before she got the flu— the Ekumenical history, the poems shed memorised, even
smple words of Hainish she had known for years — seemed to have been wiped out. "What will | do,
what will 1 do, if | can't keep things even in my head?"' she whispered to Pao, when shefindly broke
down and confessed to the terror that had been tormenting her for aweek. Pao hadn't comforted her
much, just et her tell her fear and misery, and findly said, "1 think that will wear off. | think you'l find it al
coming back." And of course shewasright. Talking about it changed it. The next day, as Sutty wasriding
the streetcar, the opening lines of The Terraces of Darranda suddenly flowered out in her mind like
great fireworks, the marvel ous impetuous orderly fiery words; and she knew thet al the other words
were there, not logt, waiting in the darkness, ready to come when she called them. She bought ahuge
bunch of daisies and took them home for Pao. They put them in the one vase they had, black plastic, and
they looked like Pao, black and white and gold. With the vision of those flowers an intense and complete
awareness of Pao's body and presence filled her now, herein the high quiet room on another world, asit
had filled her constantly there, then, when she was with Pao, and when she wasn't with her, but there was
no time that they weren't together, no time that they were truly gpart, not even that long, long flight down
all the coast of the Americas had separated them. Nothing had separated them. Let me not to the
marriage, of true minds admit impediment... "O my true mind," she whispered in the dark, and felt the
warm arms holding her before she dept.

Tong Ov'sbrief reply came, a printout, received at abureau of the Didtrict Prefecture and
hand-delivered, after ingpection of her ZIL bracelet, by auniformed messenger. Observer Sutty Dass:
Consider your holiday the beginning of a field trip. Continue research and recording personal
observations as you seefit.

So much for the Monitor! Surprised and jubilant, Sutty went outdoorsto look up at the bannered
peak of Silong and think where to start.

She had gathered in her mind innumerable thingsto learn about: the meditation exercises, the
double-cloud doors, which she had found all over the city, dways whitewashed or painted over; the
inscriptionsin shops; the tree metaphors she kept hearing in talk about food or health or anything to do
with the body; the possible existence of banned books; the certain existence of aweb or net of
information, subtler than the el ectronic one and uncontrolled by the Corporation, that kept people dl over
the city in touch and aware at al times of, for instance, Sutty: who she was, where she was, what she
wanted. She saw this awareness in the eyes of street people, shopkeepers, schoolchildren, the old
women who dug in thelittle gardens, the old men who sat in the sun on barrels on street corners. Shefelt
it asun-invasive, asif she waked among faint lines of guidance, not bonds, not congtraints, but
reassurances. That she had not first entered either 1ziezi's or the Fertiliser's door entirely by chance now
seemed probable, though she could not explain it, and acceptable, though she did not know why.

Now that she was free, she wanted to go back to the Fertiliser's shop. She went up into the hills of the
city, began to climb that narrow Street. Halfway up it she came face to face with the Monitor.

Released from concern about either obeying or evading him, shelooked at him as she had at first on
theriver journey, not as the object of bureaucratic control looks at the bureaucrat, but humanly. Hehad a
straight back and good features, though ambition, anxiety, authority had made hisface hard, tight.
Nobody starts out that way, Sutty thought. There are no hard babies. Magnanimous, she greeted him,
"Good morning, Monitor!"

Her cheery, foolish voice rang in her own ears. Wrong, wrong. To him such agreeting was mere
provocetion. He stood silent, facing her.

He cleared histhroat and said, "I have been ordered to withdraw my request to you to inform my
office of your contacts and travel plans. Since you did not comply withit, | attempted to keep some
protective survelllance over you. | am informed that you complained of this. | apologisefor any
annoyance or inconvenience caused you by myself or my saff.”



Histone was cold and dour but he had some dignity, and Sutty, ashamed, said, "No— I'm sorry, |

"l warnyou," he said, paying no attention, his voice moreintense, "that there are people herewho
intend to use you for their own ends. These people are not picturesque relics of atime gone by. They are
not harmless. They arevicious. They are the dregs of adeadly poison —the drug that stupefied my
people for ten thousand years. They seek to drag us back into that paralyss, that mindless barbarism.
They may treat you kindly, but | tell you they are ruthless. Y ou are aprize to them. They'll flatter you,
teach you lies, promise you miracles. They are the enemies of truth, of science. Their so-caled
knowledge is rant, superstition, poetry. Their practices areillegal, their books and rites are banned, and
you know that. Do not put my peopleinto the painful position of finding ascientist of the Ekumenin
possession of illegal materials— participating in obscene, unlawful rites. | ask this of you—asascientist
of the Ekumen —" He had begun to ssammer, groping for words.

Sutty looked at him, finding his emotion unnerving, grotesque. She said drily, "'l am not ascientist. |
read poetry. And you need not tell methe evilsreligion can do. | know them.”

"No," he said, "you do not." His hands clenched and unclenched. "Y ou know nothing of what we
were. How far we have come. We will never go back to barbarism.”

"Do you know anything at al about my world?' she said with incredulous scorn. Then none of thistalk
seemed worthwhile to her, and she only wanted to get away from the zealot. "'l assure you that no
representative of the Ekumen will interferein Akan concerns unless explicitly asked to do so," she said.

Helooked straight at her and spoke with extraordinary passion. Do not betray usl™

"l have no intention — "

Heturned hishead aside asif in denia or pain. Abruptly he walked on past her, down the Strest.

Shefelt awave of hatred for him that frightened her.

She turned and went on, telling hersdlf that she should be sorry for him. He was sincere. Most bigots
aresincere. The stupid, arrogant fool, trying to tell her that religion was dangerous! But he was merely
parroting Dovzan propaganda. Trying to frighten her, angry because his superiors had put himinthe
wrong. That he couldn't control her was so intolerable to him that held lost control of himsdlf. Therewas
absolutely no need to think about him any more.

She waked on up the street to the little shop to ask the Fertiliser what the double-cloud doors were,
as she had intended.

When she entered, the high dim room with its word-covered walls seemed part of adifferent redity
altogether. She stood there for aminute, letting that reality become hers. She looked up at the
inscription: In the dark cloud's descent from sky the twice-forked lightning-tree grows up from
earth.

The elegant little pot the Fertiliser had given her bore amotif that she had taken to be a stylised shrub
or tree before she saw that it might be a variation on the cloud-door shape. She had sketched the design
from the pot. When the Fertiliser materidised from the dark backward and abysm of his shop, she put
her sketch down on the counter and said, "Please, yoz, can you tel me what thisdesign is?'

He studied the drawing. He observed in histhin, dry voice, "It'savery pretty drawing.”

"It'sfrom the gift you gave me. Has the design ameaning, asignificance?'

"Why do you ask, yoz?'

"I'm interested in old things. Old words, old ways."

He watched her with age-faded eyes and said nothing.

"Y our government” — she used the old word, biedins, 'system of officids,’ rather than the modern
vizdestit, 'joint business or ‘corporation' —"Y our government, | know, prefersthat its people learn new
ways, not dwelling on their past.” Again she used the old word for people, not riyingdutey,
producer-consumers. "But the historians of the Ekumen are interested in everything that our member
worlds have to teach, and we believe that auseful knowledge of the present isrooted in the past.”

The Fertiliser listened, affably impassve.

Sheforged ahead. "'I've been asked by the official senior to mein the capital to learn what | can about
some of the old waysthat no longer exist in the capital, the arts and beliefs and customs that flourished on



Akabefore my people came here. I've received assurance from a Socio-cultura Monitor that his office
won't interfere with my studies." She said the last sentence with a certain vengeful relish. She il felt
shaken, sore, from her confrontation with the Monitor. But the peacefulnessin this place, thedim air, the
faint scents, the haf-visible ancient writings, made dl that seem far away.

A pause. The old man'sthin forefinger hovered over the design she had drawn. "We do not seethe
roots," he said.

Shelistened.

"Thetrunk of thetree" he said, indicating the eement of the design that, in abuilding, wasthe
double-leafed door. "The branches and foliage of the tree, the crown of leaves.” Heindicated the
five-lobed ‘cloud' that rose above the trunk. "Also thisis the body, you see, yoz." He touched hisown
hips and sides, patted his head with a certain leafy motion of thefingers, and smiled alittle. "Thebody is
the body of the world. The world's body ismy body. So, then, the one makes two." Hisfinger showed
wherethetrunk divided. "And the two bear each three branches, that rgoin, making five." Hisfinger
moved to thefive lobes of foliage. "And the five bear the myriad, the leaves and flowersthat die and
return, return and die. The beings, creatures, stars. The being that can be told. But we don't seethe
roots. We cannot tell them.”

"Therootsareintheground ... 7'

"The mountainistheroot." He made abeautiful forma gesture, the backs of hisfingerstouching at the
tip to shape a peak, then moving in to touch his breast over his heart.

"The mountainistheroot,” she repeated. "These are mydteries.”

Hewassdlent.

"Can you tell me more? Tell me about the two, and the three, and thefive, yoz."

"These are thingsthat take along timeto tell, yoz."

"My timeisadl for listening. But | don't want to waste yours, or intrude on it. Or ask you to tell me
anything you don't want to tell me, anything better kept secret.”

"Everything's kept secret now," he said in that papery voice. "And yet it'sdl in plain sght." He looked
round at the cases of little drawers and the walls above them entirely covered with words, charms,
poems, formulas. Today in Sutty's eyes the ideograms did not swell and shrink, did not breathe, but
rested motionless on the high, dim walls. "But to so many they aren't words, only old scratches. So the
police leave them done.... In my mother'stime, al children could read. They could begin to read the
story. Thetdling never stopped. In the forests and the mountains, in the villages and the cities, they were
telling the story, telling it doud, reading it loud. Y et it was dl secret then too. The mystery of the
beginning, of theroots of the world, the dark. The grave, yoz. Whereit begins.”

S0 her education began. Though later she thought it had truly begun when she st at thelittle tray-table
inher roomin ziezi's house, with the first taste of that food on her tongue.

One of the historians of Darrandasaid: To learn a belief without
belief isto sing a song without the tune.

A yidding, an obedience, awillingnessto accept these notes as the right notes, this pattern asthe true
pattern, isthe essentid gesture of performance, trandation, and understanding. The gesture need not be
permanent, alasting posture of the mind or heart; yet it isnot fase. It is more than the suspension of
disbdlief needed to watch aplay, yet lessthan a conversion. It isaposition, aposture in the dance. So
Sutty's teachers, gathered from many worldsto the city Vaparaiso de Chile, had taught her, and she had
had no cause to question their teaching.

She had cometo Akato learn how to sing thisworld's tune, to dance its dance; and at last, she
thought, away from the city's endless noise, she was beginning to hear the music and to learn how to
movetoit.

Day after day she recorded her notes, observations that ssumbled over each other, contradicted,
amplified, backtracked, speculated, awild profusion of information on al sorts of subjects, ajumbled



and jigsawed map that for dl its complexity represented only arough sketch of one corner of the
vastness she had to explore: away of thinking and living devel oped and el @borated over thousands of
years by the vast mgority of human beings on thisworld, an enormousinterlocking system of symbols,
metaphors, correspondences, theories, cosmology, cooking, calisthenics, physics, metaphysics,
metdlurgy, medicine, physiology, psychology, dchemy, chemigry, cdligraphy, numerology, herba-ism,
diet, legend, parable, poetry, history, and story.

In thisvast menta wilderness shelooked for paths and signs, indtitutions that could be described,
ideas that could be defined. Ingtinctively she avoided grest cloudy concepts and sought tangibilities, such
as architecture. The buildingsin Okzat-Ozkat with the double doors that represented the Tree had been
temples, umyazu, aword now banned, anon-word. Non-words were useful markers of paths that might
lead through the wilderness. Was 'templ € the best trandation? What had gone on in the umyazu?

Wéll, people said, people used to go there and listen.

Towhat?

Oh, well, the stories, you know.

Who told the Sories?

Oh, the maz did. They lived there. Some of them.

Sutty gathered that the umyazu had been something like monasteries, something like churches, and
very much like libraries. places where professionds gathered and kept books and people cameto learn
to read them, to read them, and to hear them read. In richer aress, there had been great, rich umyazu, to
which people went on pilgrimage to see the treasures of the library and 'hear the Telling.' These had dl
been destroyed, pulled down or blown up, except the oldest and most famous of dl, the Golden
Mountain, far to the eest.

From an officia neared she had partissed in while she wasin Dovza City, she knew that the Golden
Mountain had been made into a Corporate Site for the worship of the God of Reason: an artificid cult
that had no existence except at thistourist center and in dogans and vague pronouncements of the
Corporation. The Golden Mountain had been gutted, first, however. The neared showed scenes of
books being removed from a great underground archive by machinery, big scoops shoveling books up
likedirt into dump trucks, backhoes ramming and scraping booksinto alandfill. The viewer of the
neared partissed in the operation of one of these machines, while lively, bouncy music played. Sutty had
stopped the nearedl in the midst of this scene and disconnected the vr-proprios from the set. After that
she had watched and listened to Corporation neareals but never partissed in one again, though she
reconnected the vr-p modules every day when she left her specia research cubicle at the Centra
Ministry of Poetry and Art.

Memories such asthat inclined her to some sympathy with thisreligion, or whatever it was she was
studying, but caution and suspicion balanced her view. It was her job to avoid opinion and theory, stick
to evidence and observation, listen and record what she wastold.

Despitethefact that it was al banned, dl illicit, people talked to her quite fredly, trustfully answering
her questions. She had no trouble finding out about the yearlong and lifedlong cycles and patterns of feasts,
fasts, indulgences, abstinences, passages, festivals. These observances, which seemed in agenera way to
resemble the practices of most of the religions she knew anything about, were now of course
subterranean, hidden away, or so intricately and unobtrusively woven into the fabric of ordinary life that
the Monitors of the Socio-cultura Office couldn't put their finger on any act and say, "Thisisforbidden.”

The menus of the little restaurants for working people in Okzat-Ozkat were anice example of this
kind of obscurdy flourishing surviva of illicit practices. The menu was written up in the modern aphabet
on aboard at the door. Along with akakafi, it featured the foods produced by the Corporation and
advertised, distributed, and sold dl over Aka by the Bureau of Public Hedlth and Nutrition: produce from
the great agrifactories, high-protein, vitamin-enriched, packaged, needing only heating. The restaurants
kept some of these thingsin stock, freeze-dried, canned, or frozen, and afew people ordered them.
Most people who came to these little places ordered nothing. They sat down, greeted the waiter, and
waited to be served the fresh food and drink that was appropriate to the day, the time of day, the season,
and the westher, according to an immemorial theory and practice of diet, the god of which wasto live



long and well with agood digestion. Or with apeaceful heart. The two phrases were the samein
Rangma, the local language.

In her noter in one of her long evening recording sessions, late in the autumn, Stting onthered rugin
her quiet room, she defined the Akan system as ardligion-philosophy of the type of Buddhism or Taoism,
which she had learned about during her Terran education: what the Hainish, with their passon for lists
and categories, cdled areligion of process. "There are no native Akan words for God, gods, the divine,"
shetold her noter. "The Corporation bureaucrats made up aword for God and ingtaled sate theism
when they learned that a concept of deity was important on the worlds they took as models. They saw
that religion isauseful tool for thosein power. But there was no native theism or deism here. On Aka,
god isaword without referent. No capita letters. No creator, only creation. No eterna father to reward
and punish, justify injustice, ordain crudty, offer salvation. Eternity not an endpoint but acontinuity.
Prima division of being into material and spiritua only as two-as-one, or one in two aspects. No
hierarchy of Nature and Supernatural. No binary Dark/Light, Evil/ Good, or Body/Soul. No afterlife, no
rebirth, noimmortal disembodied or reincarnated soul. No heavens, no hells. The Akan sysemisa
spiritud discipline with spiritual goals, but they're exactly the same godsit seeksfor bodily and ethica
well-being. Right action isits own end. Dharmawithout karma."

She had arrived at adefinition of Akan religion. For aminute she was perfectly satisfied with it and
with hersdlf.

Then she found she was thinking about a group of mythsthat Ottiar Uming had been telling. The
centrd figure, Ezid, astrange, romantic character who appeared sometimes as a beautiful, gentle young
man and sometimes as a beautiful, fearless young woman, was cdled "the Immortd." She added anote:
"What about 'Tmmorta Ezid? Doesthisimply belief in an afterlife? Is Ezid one person, two, or many?
Immortal/living-forever seemsto mean: intense, repeated many times, famous, perhaps aso a specia
‘educated’ meaning: in perfect bodily/spiritud hedth, living wisdly. Check this."

Again and again in her notes, after every concluson: Check this. Conclusionsled to new beginnings.
Terms changed, were corrected, recorrected. Before long she became unhappy with her definition of the
system asardigion; it seemed not incorrect, but not wholly adequate. The term philosophy was even
less adequate. She went back to calling it the system, the Great System. Later she called it the Forest,
because she learned that in ancient timesit had been called the way through the forest. She cdlled it the
Mountain when shefound that some of her teachers called what they taught her the way to the mountain.
She ended up cdling it the Telling. But that was after she came to know Maz Elyed.

She had long debates with her noter about whether any word in Dovzan, or in the older and partly
non-Dovzan vocabulary used by ‘educated’ people, could be said to mean sacred or holy. There were
words she trand ated as power, mystery, not-controlled-by-people, part-of-harmony. These termswere
never reserved for acertain place or type of action. Rather it appeared that in the old Akan way of
thinking any place, any act, if properly perceived, was actudly mysterious and powerful, potentialy
sacred. And perception seemed to involve description —telling about the place, or the act, or the event,
or the person. Taking about it, making it into astory.

But these stories weren't gospel. They weren't Truth. They were essays at the truth. Glances, glimpses
of sacredness. One was not asked to believe, only to listen.

"Well, that's how | learned the story,” they would say, having told a parable or recounted ahistorical
episode or recited an ancient and familiar legend. "Wdll, that's the way thistdling goes.”

Theholy peoplein their stories achieved holiness, if that waswheat it was, by al kinds of different
means, none of which seemed particularly holy to Sutty. There were no rules, such as poverty chadtity
obedience, or exchanging one's worldly goods for awooden begging bowl, or reclusonona
mountaintop. Some of the heroes and famous maz in the stories were flamboyantly rich; their virtue had
gpparently consisted in generosity —building great beautiful umyazu to house their treasures, or going on
processions with hundreds of companions al mounted on eberdin with slver harnesses. Some of the
heroes were warriors, some were powerful leaders, some were shoemakers, some were shopkeepers.
Some of the holy people in the stories were passionate lovers, and the story was about their passion. A
lot of them were couples. There were no rules. There was always an dternative. The story-tellers, when



they commented on the legends and histories they told, might point out that that had been agood way or
aright way of doing something, but they never talked about the right way. And good was an adjective,
aways: good food, good hedlth, good sex, good westher. No capitdl |etters. Good or Evil as entities,
warring powers, never.

Thissystem wasn't ardligion at al, Sutty told her noter with increasing enthusiasm. Of courseit had a
gpiritud dimension. Infact, it was the spiritud dimension of lifefor those who lived it. But religion asan
indtitution demanding belief and claiming authority, religion as acommunity shaped by aknowledge of
foreign deities or competing indtitutions, had never existed on Aka

Until, perhaps, the present time.

Aka's habitable lands were a single huge continent with an immensely long archipelago off its eastern
coast. Dovzawas the farthest southwestern region of the great continent. Undivided by oceans, the
Akanswere physicdly al of onetypewith dight local variations. All the Observers had remarked on this,
al had pointed out the ethnic homogeneity, thelack of societal and cultura diversity, but none of them
had quite redlised that among the Akans there were no foreigners. There had never been any foreigners,
until the ships from the Ekumen landed.

It was asmplefact, but one remarkably difficult for the Terran mind to comprehend. No diens. No
others, in the deadly sense of othernessthat existed on Terra, the implacable division between tribes, the
arbitrary and impassable borders, the ethnic hatreds cherished over centuries and millennia. "'The people
here meant not my people, but people—everybody, humanity. ‘Barbarian' didn't mean an
incomprehens ble outlander, but an uneducated person. On Aka, al competition wasfamilid. All wars
werecivil wars.

One of the grest epics Sutty was now recording in pieces and fragments concerned along-running
and bloody feud over afertile valley, which began as aquarrel between a brother and sister over
inheritance. Struggles between regions and city-states for economic dominance had gone on al through
Akan higtory, flaring often into armed conflict. But these wars and feuds had been fought by professond
soldiers, on bettlefields. It was avery rare thing, and treated in the histories and annd's as shamefully,
punishably wrong, for soldiersto destroy cities or farmlands or to hurt civilians. Akans fought each other
out of greed and ambition for power, not out of hatred and not in the name of abdlief. They fought by the
rules. They had the same rules. They were one people. Their system of thought and way of life had been
universal. They had al sung one tune, though in many voices.

Much of this commundity, Sutty thought, had depended on the writing. Before the Dovzan cultura
revolution there had been severa mgjor languages and innumerable diaects, but they had dl used the
sameideograms, mutudly intelligibleto all. Clumsy and archaic as non-aphabetic scripts werein some
respects, they could bond and preserve, as Chineseideograms had done on Earth, agreat diversity of
languages and didects, and they made texts written thousands of years ago readable without trandation
even though the sounds of the words had changed out of al recognition. Indeed, to the Dovzan
reformers, that may have been the chief reason for getting rid of the old script: it was not only an
impediment to progress but an actively conservative force. It kept the past dive.

In Dovza City she had met nobody who could, or who admitted they could, read the old writing. Her
few early questions concerning it met with such disgpprova and blank rejection that she promptly learned
not to mention the fact that she could read it. And the officias dealing with her never asked. Theold
writing had not been used for decades; it probably never occurred to them that, through the accident of
time lgpse during space trave, it had been the writing she learned.

She had not been entirely foolish to wonder, therein Dovza City, if she might actualy be the only
person in the world who could now read it, and not entirely foolish to be frightened by the thought. If she
carried the entire history of apeople, not her own people, in her head, then if she forgot one word, one
character, one diacritica mark, that much of dl thoselives, al those centuries of thought and fedling,
would belost forever....

It had been avadt relief to her to find, herein Okzat-Ozkat, many people, old and young, even
children, carrying and sharing that precious cargo. Most could read and write afew dozen characters, or
afew hundred, and many went on to full literacy. In the Corporation schools, children learned the



Hainish-derived a phabet and were educated as producer-consumers, at homeor inillicit classesin little
rooms behind a shop, aworkshop, awarehouse, they learned the ideograms. They practiced writing the
characters on small blackboards that could be wiped clean with astroke. Their teachers were working
people, householders, shopkeepers, common people of the city.

These teachers of the old language and the old way, the 'educated people,’ were called maz. Y oz was
aterm indicating respectful equality; maz as an address indicated increased respect. Asatitle or anoun,
it meant, as Sutty began to understand it, afunction or profession that wasn't definable as priest, teacher,
doctor, or scholar, but contained aspects of them dll.

All the maz Sutty met, and as the weeks went on she met most of the maz in Okzat-Ozkat, lived in
more or less comfortable poverty. Usualy they had atrade or job to supplement what they were paid as
maz for teaching, dispensing medicine and counsd on diet and hedlth, performing certain ceremonies such
asmarriage and burid, and reading and talking in the evening meetings, the tellings. The maz were poor,
not because the old way was dying or was treasured only by the old, but because the people who paid
them were poor. Thiswas ahard-bitten little city, marginal, without wedl th. But the people supported
their maz, paid for their teaching "by the word," asthey said. They came to the house of one maz or
another in the evening to listen to the stories and the discussions, paying regular feesin copper money,
small paper bills. There was no shame in the transaction on either Side, no hypocrisy of ‘donation’: cash
was paid for value received.

Many children were brought along in the evening to the tellings, to which they listened, more or less,
or fell quietly adeep. No fee was charged for children until they were fifteen or so, when they began to
pay the same fees as adults. Adolescents favored the sessions of certain maz who specidised in reciting
or reading epics and romances, such as The Valley War and thetales of Ezid the Beauttiful. Exercise
classes of the more vigorous and martia kind were full of young men and women.

The maz, however, were mostly middle-aged or old, again not because they were dying out asa
group, but because, asthey said, it took alifetimeto learn how to walk in the forest.

Sutty wanted to find out why the task of becoming educated was interminable; but the task of finding
out seemed to be interminable itsalf. What wasiit these people believed? What was it they held sacred?
She kept looking for the core of the matter, the words at the heart of the Telling, the holy booksto study
and memorise. Shefound them, but not it. No bible. No koran. Dozens of upanishads, amillion sutras.
Every maz gave her something elseto read. Already she had read or heard countless texts, written, ord,
both written and oral, many or most of them exigting in more than one mode and more than one version.
The subject matter of the tellings seemed to be endless, even now, when so much had been destroyed.

Early in the winter she thought she had found the centrd texts of the system in a series of poemsand
treatises called The Arbor. All the maz spoke of it with greet respect, dl of them quoted fromiit. She
spent weeks studying it. Aswell as she could determine, it had mostly been written between fifteen
hundred and athousand years ago in the centra region of the continent during a period of materia
prosperity and artistic and intellectud ferment. It was avast compendium of sophisticated philosophica
reasonings on being and becoming, form and chaos, mystica meditations on the Making and the Made,
and beautiful, difficult, metaphysical poems concerning the Onethat is Two, the Two that are One, dl
interconnected, illuminated, and complicated by the commentaries and marginaiaof dl the centuries
since. Uncle Hurree's niece, the scholar-pedant, rushed exulting into that jungle of sgnificances, willing to
be lost there for years. She was brought back to daylight only by her conscience, which trailed dong
carrying the heavy baggage of common sense, nagging: But thisisn't the Tdlling, thisisjust apart of it, just
asmall part of it....

Consciencefindly got decisive help initstask from Maz Oryen Viya, who mentioned that the text of
The Arbor that Sutty had been coming to study at his house every day for amonth was only a portion of,
and in many places entirdly different from, atext he had seen many years ago in agreat umyazu in
Amareza

There was no correct text. There was no standard version. Of anything. There was not one Arbor but
many, many arbors. The jungle was endless, and it was not one jungle but endlessjungles, dl burning
with bright tigers of meaning, endlesstigers...



Sutty finished scanning Oryen Viyasverson of The Arbor into her noter, put the crystal away,
knocked her inner pedant on the head, and started al over.

Whatever it was she was trying to learn, the education she was trying to get, was not ardigion with a
creed and asacred book. It did not deal in belief. All its books were sacred. It could not be defined by
symbols and ideas, no matter how beautiful, rich, and interesting its symbols and ideas. And it was not
caled the Forest, though sometimes it was, or the Mountain, though sometimesit was, but was mostly, as
far as she could see, cdled the Tdling.

Why?

Wil (said common sense, ruddly), because what the educated people do al thetimeistell stories.

Y es, of course (her intellect replied with some disdain) they tell parables, Sories, that's how they
educate. But what do they do?

She et out to observe the maz.

Back on Terra, when shefirst studied the languages of Aka, she had learned that al the mgjor ones
had apeculiar sngular/dua pronoun, used for apregnant woman or animal and for amarried couple. She
had met it again in The Arbor and many other texts, whereit referred to the single/double trunk of the
tree of being and aso to the mythic-heroic figures of the stories and epics, who usualy—like the
producer-consumer heroes of Corporation propaganda—came in pairs. This pronoun had been banned
by the Corporation. Use of it in speech or writing was punishable by fine. She had never heard it spoken
in Dovza City. But here she heard it daily, though not publicly, spoken of and to the teacher-officiants,
the maz. Why?

Because the maz were couples. They were dways couples. A sexud partnership, heterosexua or
homaosexua, monogamous, lifelong. More than lifedlong, for if widowed they never remarried. They took
and kept each other's name. The Fertiliser'swife, Ang

Sotyu, had been dead fifteen years, but he was still Sotyu Ang. They were two who were one, one
who was two.

Why?

She got excited. She was on thetrack of the centra principle of the system: it wasthe Two that are
One. She must concentrate upon understanding it.

Obliging maz gave her many texts, dl more or lessrelevant. Shelearned that from theinterplay of the
Two arisethetriple Branchesthat join to make the Foliages, conssting of the Four Actions and the Five
Elements, to which the cosmology and the medical and ethical systems congtantly referred, and which
were built into the architecture and were structural to the language, particularly in itsideogrammatic
form___ Sheredlised that she was getting into another jungle, avery ancient one, an appdlingly exuberant
one. She stood on the outskirts and peered in, yearning but cautious, with conscience whining behind her
like adog. Good dog, dharmadog. She did not go into that jungle.

She remembered that she had intended to find what it was that the maz actually did.

They performed, or enacted, or did, the Telling. They told.

Some people had only alittle to tell. They owned abook or poem or map or treatise that they had
inherited or been given, and that, at least once ayear, generdly in the winter, they displayed or read
aoud or recited from memory to anybody who wanted to come. Such people were politely caled
educated people, and were respected for owning and sharing their treasure, but they were not maz.

The maz were professonds. They gave amgor part of ther life to acquiring and sharing what they
told, and made their living by doing so.

Some of them, specidigtsin ceremonies, resembled the priests of conventiond Terran reigions,
officiating at the rites of passage, marriages, funerds, welcoming the newborn into the community,
celebrating the fifteenth birthday, which was cons dered an important and fortunate occasion (One plus
Two plus Three plus Four plus Five). Thetellings of such maz were mostly formulaic — chantsand
rituals and recitations of the most familiar hero tales.

Some maz were physicians, heders, herbalists, or botanists. Like the leaders of exercise and
gymnastic arts, they told the body, and a so listened to the body (the body that was the Tree, that was
the Mountain). Their tellings were factua, descriptive, medical teachings.



Some maz worked mostly with books: they taught children and adultsto write and read the
ideograms, they taught the texts and ways of understanding them.

But the essentia work of the maz, what gave them honor among the people, wastdling: reading
aoud, reciting, telling stories, and talking about the stories. The more they told, the more they were
honored, and the better they told it, the better they were paid. What they talked about depended on what
they knew, what they possessed of the lore, what they invented on their own, and, evidently, what they
fdt liketaking about at the moment.

Theincoherence of it all was staggering. During the weeks that Sutty had [aborioudy learned about the
Two and the One, the Tree and the Foliage, she had gone every evening to hear Maz Ottiar Uming tell a
long mythico-historica saga about the explorations of the Rumay among the Eastern Idessix or seven
thousand years ago, and aso gone severd mornings aweek to hear Maz Imyen Katyan tell the origins
and history of the cosmos, name the stars and constellations, and describe the movements of the other
four planetsin the Akan system, while displaying beautiful, accurate, ancient charts of the sky. How did it
al hang together? Was there any relation at al among these disparate things?

Fed up with the abstractions of philosophy, for which she had little gift and lessinclination, Sutty
turned to what the maz called body-telling. The hedler maz seemed to know agood deal about
maintaining health. She asked Sotyu Ang to teach her about medicine. He patiently began to tell her the
curative properties of each of the itemsin theimmense herbary he had inherited from Ang Sotyu's
parents, which filled most of thelittle drawersin his shop.

He was very pleased that she was recording al hetold her in her noter. So far she had met no arcane
wisdomsin the Telling, no holy secretsthat could be told only to adepts, no knowledge withheld to fortify
the authority of the learned, magnify their sanctity, or increase their fees. "Write down what | tell you!" dl
the maz kept saying. "Memoriseit! Keep it to tell other people!" Sotyu Ang had spent hisadullt life
learning the properties of the herbs, and having no disciple or gpprentice, he was touchingly grateful to
Sutty for preserving that knowledge. "It isdl | haveto givethe Teling,” he said. Hewas not ahedler
himself but an gpothecary and herbalist. He wasn't strong on theory; his explanations of why this or that
herb worked were often mere associative magic or went in pure verba circles: thisbark dispelsfever
because it isafebrifuge— But the system of medicine that underlay this pharmaceutics was, aswell as
she could judge, pragmatic, preventive, and effective.

Pharmacy and medicine were one of the branches of the Great System. There were many, many
branches. The endless story-telling of the maz was about many, many things. All things, dl the leaves of
theimmensefoliage of the Tree. She could not give up the conviction that there must be some guiding
motive, some centra concern. The trunk of the Tree. Wasit ethics? The right conduct of life?

Having grown up under Unism, shewas not so naive asto think there was any necessary relation
between religion and mordlity, or that if therewasardation it waslikely to be abenevolent one.

But she had begun to discern and learn a characteristic Akan ethic, expressed in all the parables and
mord tales she heard in the tellings, and in the behavior and conversation of the people she knew in
Okzat-Ozkat. Like the medicine, the ethic was pragmatic and preventive, and seemed to be pretty
effective. It chiefly prescribed respect for your own and everybody el se's body, and chiefly proscribed
usury.

The frequency with which excess profit making was denounced in the stories and in public opinion
showed that the root of al evil went deep on Aka. In Okzat-Ozkat, crime consisted mostly of theft,
cheating, embezzlement. There waslittle persona violence. Assault and baitery, perpetrated by thieves or
by enraged victims of theft or extortion getting revenge, was so rare that every case of it was discussed
for days or weeks. Crimes of passion were even rarer. They were not glamorised or condoned. Inthe
tales and histories, heroism was not earned by murder or daughter. Heroes were those who atoned for
violent acts, or those who died bravely. The word for murderer was a cognate of the word for madman.
|ziezi couldn't tell Sutty whether murdererswere locked up in ajail or in amadhouse, because she didn't
know of any murderersin Okzat-Ozkat. She had heard that in the old days rapists had been castrated,
but wasn't sure how rape was punished now, because she didn't know of any cases of it either. Akans
were gentlewith their children, and 1ziezi seemed to find the idea.of misiresting children amost



inconceivable; she knew somefolktales of crud parents, of children left orphaned who starved because
nobody took them in, but she said, "Those stories are from long ago, before people were educated.”

The Corporation, of course, had introduced anew ethic, with new virtues such as public spirit and
patriotism, and avast new areaof crime: participation in banned activities. But Sutty had yet to meet
anybody in Okzat-Ozkat, outside Corporation officials and perhaps some of the students at the
Teachers Coallege, who thought of the maz or anything they did as crimina. Banned, illicit, illegd, deviant:
these new categories redefined behavior, but they were without moral meaning except to their authors.

Had there been no crimes, then, in the old days, but rape, murder, and usury?

Maybe there had been no need for further sanctions. Maybe the system had been so universal that
nobody could imagine living outsdeit, and only self-destructive insanity could subvert it. It had been the
way of life. It had been the world.

That ubiquity of the system, its great antiquity, the tremendous force of habit it had acquired through
its detailed patterning of daily life, food, drink, hours and aims of work and recreation —all this, Sutty
told her noter, might explain modern Aka. At least it might explain how the Corporation of Dovza had
achieved hegemony so easily, had been able to enforce uniform, minute control over how peoplelived,
what they ate, drank, read, heard, thought, did. The system had been in place. Anciently, massively in
place, dl over the Continent and Ides of Aka. All Dovza had done was take the system over and change
itsgoas. From agreat consensud socid pattern within which each individua sought physical and spiritual
satisfaction, they had madeit agrest hierarchy in which each individua served the indefinite growth of the
society's material wealth and complexity. From an active homeostatic balance they had turned it to an
active forward-thrusting imbaance.

The difference, Sutty told her noter, was between somebody sitting thinking after agood med and
somebody running furioudy to catch the bus.

She was pleased with that image.

She looked back on her first haf year on Akawith incredulity and with pity both for herself and for
the consumer-producers of Dovza City. "What sacrifices these people have made!" shetold her noter.
"They agreed to deny their entire culture and impoverish their livesfor the 'March to the Stars —an
artificid, theoretica god — an imitation of societies they assumed to be superior merely because they
were capable of space flight. Why? There's a step missing. Something happened to cause or catalyse this
enormous change. Wasit nothing more than the arrivad of the First Observers from the Ekumen? Of
course that was an enormous event for a people who'd never known outsiders...."

An enormous burden of responsibility on the outsiders, too, she thought.

"Do not betray us!" the Monitor had said. But her people, the starfarers of the Ekumen, the Observers
who were so careful not to intervene, not to interfere, not to take control, had brought betrayd with
them. A few Spaniards arrive, and the great empires of the Incas, the Aztecs, betray themsealves,
collapse, let their gods and their very language be denied  So the Akans had been their own
conquerors. Bewildered by foreign concepts, by the very concept of foreignness, they had let the
ideologues of Dovza dominate and impoverish them. Asthe ideologues of Communo-capitalisminthe
twentieth century, and the zedlots of Unism in her own century, had dominated and impoverished the
Earth.

If indeed this process had begun with first contact, perhaps it was by way of reparation that Tong Ov
wanted to learn what could be learned of Akabefore the First Observers came. Did he have some hope
of eventudly restoring to the Akans what they had thrown away? But the Corporation State would never
dlowit.

"L ook in the garbage for the gold piece," was asaying she had learned from Maz Ottiar Uming, but
she didn't think the Monitor would agree with it. To him the gold piece was arotten corpse.

She had mental conversations with the Monitor quite often during that long winter of learning and
listening, reading and practicing, thinking and rethinking. She st him up as her boxing dummy. He didn't
get to answer, only to listen to her. There were things she didn't want to record in her noter, things she
thought in the privacy of her head, opinionsthat she couldn't cease to cherish but tried to keep separate
from observation. Such as her opinion that if the Telling was ardigion it was very different from Terran



religions, snceit entirely lacked dogmeatic belief, emotiona frenzy, deferra of reward to afuturelife, and
sanctioned bigotry. All those e ements, which the Akans had done so well without, she thought, had been
introduced by Dovza. It was the Corporation State that was the religion. And so sheliked to summon up
the blue-and-tan uniform, the tiff back and cold face of the Monitor, and tell him what a zedlot he was,
and what afool, dong with al the other bureaucrat-ideologues, for grasping after other people's
worthless goods while tossing his own treasure into the garbage.

Theactua flesh-and-blood Monitor must have left Okzat-Ozkat; she had not met him in the streets
for weeks. It was arelief. She much preferred him as aminatory figment.

She had stopped posing the question about what the maz did. Any four-year-old could have said
what they did. They told. They retold, read, recited, discussed, explained, and invented. Theinfinite
matter of their talk was not fixed and could not be defined. And it was till growing, even now; for not dl
the texts were learned from others, not al the stories were of ancient days, not al the thoughts and ideas
had been handed down over the years.

Thefirg time she met the maz Odiedin Manmawas at atelling where hetold the story of ayoung
man, avillager up in the foothills of Silong, who dreamed that he could fly. The young man dreamed flying
50 often and so vividly that it seemed he began to take his dreams for waking life. He would describe the
sensations of flight and the things he saw from the air. He drew maps of beautiful unknown lands on the
other sde of the world that he discovered in hisflights. People cameto hear him tell about flying and to
see the marvelous maps. But one day, climbing down ariver gorge after a strayed eberdin, he missed his
footing, fell, and waskilled.

That was dl the story. Odiedin Manma made no comment, and no one asked questions. Thetelling
was at the house of the maz Ottiar and Uming. Sutty later asked Maz Ottiar Uming about the story, for it
puzzled her.

The old woman said, "Odiedin's partner Manmawas killed in afal when he was twenty-seven. They
had been maz only ayear.”

"And Manmaused to tdl hisdreams of flying?"

Ottiar Uming shook her head. "No," she said. "That isthe story, yoz. Odiedin Manmas story. Hetells
that one. Therest of histelling isin the body." She meant exercises, gymnastic practice, of which Odiedin
was a highly respected teacher.

"l see," Sutty said, and went away and thought about it.

She knew one thing, she had learned one thing for sure, here in Okzat-Ozkat: she had learned how to
listen. To listen, hear, keep listening to what she'd heard. To carry the words away and listen to them. If
telling wasthe kill of the maz, listening wasthe skill of the yoz. Asthey dl liked to remark, neither one
was any use without the other.



FIVE

winter came without much snow but bitterly cold, winds knifing down out of theimmense wilderness
of mountainsto the west and north. 1ziezi took Sutty to a second-hand clothing store to buy aworn but
sturdy leather coat lined with its own slky fleece. The hood lining was the feathery fur of some mountain
animal of which 1ziezi said, "All gone now. Too many hunters" She said the lesther was not eberdin, as
Sutty had thought, but minule, from the high mountains. The coat came below her knees and was met by
light, fleece-lined boots. These were new, made of artificid materids, for mountain sports and hiking. The
people of the old way placidly accepted new technologies and products, so long as they worked better
than the old ones and so long as using them did not require changing oneslifein any important way. To
Sutty this seemed a profound but reasonable conservatism. But to an economy predicated on endless
growth, it was anathema.

Sutty tramped around theicy Streetsin her old coat and her new boots. In winter in Okzat-Ozkat
everybody looked dikein their old leather coats and fleecy hoods, except for the uniformed bureaucrats,
who al looked aikein their coats and hoods of artificid fabricsin bright uniform colors, purple, rust, and
blue. The merciless cold gave akind of fellowship of anonymity. When you got indoors the warmth was
an unfailing source of relief, pleasure, companionly feding. On abitter blue evening, to struggle up the
steep streetsto some smdll, stuffy, dim-lit room and gather with the others at the hearth — an electric
hester, for there was little wood here near timberline, and al warmth was generated by the ice-cold
energy of the Ereha—and to take your mittens off and rub your hands, which seemed so naked and
delicate, and look round at the other wind-burned faces and ice-dewed eyelashes, and hear thelittle
drum go tabaitt, tabatt, and the soft voice begin to spesk, listing the names of the rivers of Hoying and
how each flowed into the next, or telling the story of Ezid and Inamemaon the Mountain of Gam, or
describing how the Council of Mez raised an army against the western barbarians—that was a solid,
enduring, reliable pleasure to Sutty, al winter long.

The western barbarians, she now knew, were the Dovzans. Almost everything the maz taught, al their
legends and history and philosophy, came from the center and east of the great continent, and from past
centuries, past millennia. Nothing came from Dovza but the language they spoke; and here that wasfull of
words from the originad language of this area, Rangma, and other tongues.

Words. A world made of words.

Therewas music. Some of the maz sang heding chants like those Tong Ov had recorded in the city;
some played string instruments, plucked or bowed, to accompany narrative ballads and songs. Sutty
recorded them when she could, though her musical stupidity kept her from appreciating them. There had
been art, carvings and paintings and tapestries, using the symbols of the Tree and the Mountain and
figures and events from the legends and histories. There had been dance, and there were still the various
forms of exercise and moving meditation. But first and last there were the words.

When the maz put the mantle of their office—aflimsy length of red or blue cloth —over their
shoulders, they were perceived as owning a sacred authority or power. What they said then was part of
the Tdling.

When they took the scarf off they returned to ordinary status, claiming no persona spiritual authority
at adl; what they said then weighed no more than what anybody said. Some people of courseinssted on
ascribing permanent authority to them. Like the people of Sutty's own tribe, many Akanslonged to
follow aleader, turn earned payment into tribute, load responsibility onto somebody el se's shoulders. But
if the maz had one quality in common, it was astubborn modesty. They were not in the charisma
business. Maz Imyen Katyan was as gentle aman as she had ever met, but when awoman called him by
areverent title, munan, used for famous maz in the stories and histories, he turned on her with real rage
—"How dare you cdl methat?' —and then, having regained his cam, "When I've been dead a hundred
years, yoz."

Sutty had assumed that since everything the maz did professionally wasin defiance of the law, &t redl



personal risk, some of thismodest style, thisvery low profile, was arecent thing. But when she said so,
Maz Ottiar Uming shook her head.

"Oh, no," the old woman said. "We haveto hide, to keep everything secret, yes. But in my
grandparents time | think most of the maz lived the way we do. Nobody can wear the scarf dl thetime!
Not even Maz Elyed Oni.... Of courseit was different in the umyazu.”

"Tdl me about the umyazu, maz."

"They were places built so the power could gather in them. Places full of being. Full of peopletdling
and listening. Full of books."

"Where werethey?'

"Oh, everywhere. Here in Okzat-Ozkat there was one up where the High School is now, and one
where the pumice worksisnow. And dl theway to Silong, in the high valleys, on the trade roads, there
were umyazu for the pilgrims. And down where the land's rich, there were huge, great umyazu, with
hundreds of maz living in them, and visiting from oneto another dl their lives. They kept books, and
wrote them, and made records, and kept on telling. They could give their wholelifeto it, you see. They
could aways be there where it was. People would go visit them to hear the telling and read the booksin
the libraries. People went in processions, with red and blue flags. They'd go and stay al winter,
sometimes. Save up for years so they could pay the maz and pay for their lodging. My grandmother told
me about going to the Red Umyazu of Tenban. She was eleven or twelve years old. It took them nearly
the whole year to go and stay and come back. They were pretty wedthy, my grandmother'sfamily, so
they could ride dl the way, the whole family, with eberdin pulling the wagon. They didn't have the cars
and planes then, you know. Nobody did. Most people just walked. But everybody had flags and wore
ribbons. Red and blue." Ottiar Uming laughed with pleasure at the thought of those processions. "My
mother's mother wrote the story of that journey. I'll get it out and tell it sometime.”

Her partner, Uming Ottiar, was unfolding abig, stiff square of paper on the table in the back room of
their grocery shop. Ottiar Uming went to help him, setting a polished black stone on each curling corner
to keep it flat. Then they invited their five listenersto come forward, sdute the paper with the
mountain-heart gesture, and study the chart and inscriptions onit. They displayed it thus every three
weeks, and Sutty had come each time all winter. It had been her first forma introduction to the thought
system of the Tree. The couple's most precious possession, given them fifty years ago by their
teacher-maz, it was amarveloudy painted map or mandaaof the Onethat is Two giving riseto the
Three, to the Five, to the Myriad, and the Myriad again to the Five, the Three, the Two, the One.... A
Tree, a Body, aMountain, inscribed within the circle that was everything and nothing. Delicate little
figures, animas, people, plants, rocks, rivers, lively asflickering flames, made up each of the greater
forms, which divided, rgloined, transformed each into the others and into the whole, the unity made up of
infinite variety, the mystery plain asday.

Sutty loved to study it and try to make out the inscriptions and poems surrounding it. The painting was
beautiful, the poetry was splendid and elusive, the whole chart was awork of high art, absorbing,
enlightening. Maz Uming sat down and after afew knocks on his drum began intoning one of the
interminable chants that accompanied the rituals and many of thetellings. Maz Ottiar read and discussed
some of the inscriptions, which were four or five hundred years old. Her voice was soft, full of slences.

Softly and hesitantly, the students asked questions. She answered them the same way.

Then she drew back and sat down and took up the chant in agnat voice, and old Uming, haf blind,
his speech thickened by a stroke, got up and talked about one of the poems.

"That's by Maz Niniu Raying, five, Six, seven hundred years back, eh?It'sin The Arbor. Somebody
wroteit here, agood calligrapher, because it talks about how the leaves of the Tree perish but aways
return so long as we see them and say them. See, here it says. "'Word, the gold beyond thefall, returns
the glory to the branch." And underneath it here, see, somebody later on wrote, 'Mind'slifeis memory.™
He smiled round at them, akind, lopsided smile. "Remember that, eh? 'Mind'slifeismemory.' Don't
forget!" He laughed, they laughed. All the while, out front in the grocery shop, the maz' grandson kept the
volume turned up high on the audio system, cheery music, exhortations, and news announcements blaring
out to cover theillicit poetry, the forbidden laughter.



It was apity, but no surprise, Sutty told her noter, that an ancient popular
cosmol ogy-philosophy-spiritud discipline should contain alarge proportion of superdtition and verge over
into what shelabeled in her noter HP, hocus-pocus. The great jungle of significance had its swvamps and
morasses, and she had at last sstumbled into some of them. She met afew maz who claimed arcane
knowledge and superna powers. Boring as she found all such claims, she knew she could not be sure of
what was vauable and what was drivel, and painstakingly recorded whatever information she could buy
from these maz concerning achemy, numerology, and literal readings of symboalic texts. They sold her bits
of texts and snippets of methodology at afairly stiff price, grudgingly, hedging the transactions with
portentous warnings about the danger of this powerful knowledge.

She particularly detested the literd readings. By such literalism, fundamentaism, religions betrayed the
best intentions of their founders. Reducing thought to formula, replacing choice by obedience, these
preachersturned the living word into dead law. But she put it dl into her note—which she had now had
to unload into crystal storage twice, for she could not transmit any of the treasure-and-trash she was
amassing.

At thisdistance, with al means of communication monitored, there was no way to consult with Tong
Ov asto what she should or heintended to do with al this material. She couldn't even tell him sheld
found it. The problem remained, and grew.

Among the HP she came on abrand that was, asfar as she knew, unique to Aka: asystem of arcane
sgnificances attached to the various strokes that composed the ideogrammatic characters and the further
strokes and dots that qualified them with verbal tense and mode and nomina case and with Action or
Element (for everything, literaly every thing, could be categorised under the Four Actions and the Five
Elements). Every character of the old writing thus became a code to be interpreted by specidists, who
functioned much as horoscope readers had in Sutty's homeland. She discovered that many peoplein
Okzat-Ozkat, including officials of the Corporation, would undertake nothing of importance without
cdlingin a'sign reader' to write out their name and other relevant words and, after poring over these and
referring to impressively daborate charts and diagrams, to advise and foretdll. "Thisisthe kind of thing
that makes me sympathise with the Monitor,” shetold her noter. Then she said, "No. It'swhat the
Monitor wants from his own kind of HP. Politica HP. Everything locked in place, on course, under
control. But he's handed over the controls just as much asthey have."

Many of the practices she learned about had equivalents on Earth. The exercises, like yoga and tai
chi, were physical-menta, alifelong discipline, leading toward mindfulness, or toward atrance state, or
toward martial vigor and readiness, depending on the style and the practitioner's desire. Trance seemed
to be sought for its own sake as an experience of essentia stillness and balance rather than as satori or
revelation. Prayer... Wdll, what about prayer?

The Akansdid not pray.

That seemed S0 strange, o unnaturd, that as soon as she had the thought, she qudified it: it was very
possible that she didn't properly understand what prayer was.

If it meant asking for something, they didn't do it. Not even to the extent that she did. She knew that
when shewas very dartled she cried, "O Ram!™ and when she was very frightened she whispered, "O
please, please.” Thewords were strictly meaningless, yet she knew they were akind of prayer. She had
never heard an Akan say anything of the kind. They could wish one another well — "May you have a
good year, may your venture prosper'—ijust asthey could curse one another—"May your sons eat
stones," she had heard Diodi the barrow man murmur as a blue-and-tan stalked by. But those were
wishes, not prayers. People didn't ask God to make them good or to destroy their enemy. They didn't
ask the gods to win them the lottery or cure their sick child. They didn't ask the cloudsto let therain fdll
or thegrain grow. They wished, they willed, they hoped, but they didn't pray.

If prayer was praise, then perhaps they did pray. She had come to understand their descriptions of
natural phenomena, the Fertiliser's pharmacopoeia, the maps of the stars, the lists of oresand minerds, as
litanies of praise. By naming the names they rejoiced in the complexity and specificity, the wedth and
beauty of the world, they participated in the fullness of being. They described, they named, they told all
about everything. But they did not pray for anything.



Nor did they sacrifice anything. Except money.

To get money, you had to give money: that was afirm and universa principle. Before any business
undertaking, they buried silver and brass coins, or threw them into theriver, or gave them to beggars.
They pounded out gold coinsinto airy, tranducent gold leaf with which they decorated niches, columns,
even wholewalls of buildings, or had them spun into thread and woven into gorgeous shawls and scarves
to give away on New Y ear's Day. Silver and gold coins were hard to come by, as the Corporation,
detesting this extravagant waste, had gone over mostly to paper; so people burned paper money like
incense, made paper boats of it and sailed them off on theriver, chopped it up fine and ate it with salad.
The practice was pure HP, but Sutty found it irresistible. Slaughtering goats or one's firstborn to placate
the supernatura seemed to her the worst kind of perversity, but she saw agambler's gdlantry in this
money sacrifice. Easy come, easy go. At the New Y ear, when you met afriend or acquaintance, you
each lighted aone-ha bill and waved it about like alittle torch, wishing each other health and prosperity.
She saw even employees of the Corporation doing this. She wondered if the Monitor had ever doneit.
The more naive people that she cameto know at the tellings and in the classes, and Diodi and other
friendly acquaintances of the streets, dl believed in Sign reading and achemica marvels and talked about
dietsthat let you live forever, exercisesthat had given the ancient heroes the strength to withstand whole
amies. Even Iziezi held firmly by sign reading. But most of the maz, the educated, the teachers, clamed
no specid powersor atanmentsat dl. They lived firmly and wholly in the redl world. Spiritua yearning
and the sense of sacrednessthey knew, but they did not know anything holier than theworld, they did
not seek a power greater than nature. Sutty was certain of that. No miracles! shetold her noter, jubilant.

She coded her notes, got into her coat and boots, and set off through the vicious early-spring wind for
Maz Odiedin Manma's exercise class. Sllong was visble for thefirst timein weeks, not the barrier wall
but only the peak aboveit, standing like asilver horn over dark storm clouds.

Shewent regularly to exercise with Iziezi now, often staying on to watch Akidan and other
adolescents and young people do "two-one," an athletic form performed in pairs, with spectacular feints
and falls. Odiedin Manma, the teller of the strange story about the man who dreamed he could fly, was
much admired by these young people, and some of them had first taken Sutty to his class. He taught an
audtere, very beautiful form of exercise-meditation. He had invited her to join his group.

They met in an old warehouse down by theriver, aless safe place than the umyazu-turned-gymnasium
she went to with 1ziezi, where legitimate health-manua gymnastics did take place and served as cover for
theillega ones. The warehouse was lighted only by dirty dit windows high up under the eaves. Nobody
spoke above the barest whisper. There was no hocus-pocus about Odiedin, but Sutty found the class,
the sllent, dow movementsin darkness, hauntingly strange, sometimes disturbing; it had entered into her
dreams.

A man Sitting near Sutty this morning stared at her as shetook her place on the that. While the group
went through thefirgt part of the form, he kept staring, winking, gesturing, grinning at her. Nobody
behaved like that. She was annoyed and embarrassed until, during along-held pose, she got alook at the
man and realised that he was half-witted.

When the group began a set of movements she wasn't yet familiar with, she watched and followed
along as best she could. Her mistakes and omissions upset her neighbor. He kept trying to show her
when and how to move, pantomiming, exaggerating gestures. When they stood up, she stayed sitting,
which was dways permissible, but this distressed the poor felow very much. He gestured, Up! up! He
mouthed the word, and pointed upward. Finaly, whispering, "Up —like this—see?" he took astep
onto the air. He brought the other foot up on theinvisble stair, and then climbed another step up the
same way. He was standing barefoot haf ameter above the floor, looking down at her, smiling anxioudy
and gesturing for her to join him. Hewas stlanding on the air.

Odiedin, alithe, trim man of fifty with ascrap of blue cloth around his neck, cameto him. All the
others kept on steadily with the complex, swaying kelp-forest patterns. Odiedin murmured, "Come
down, UKi." Reaching up, he took the man's hand and led him down two nonexistent steps to the floor,
patted his shoulder gently, and moved on. Uki joined in the pattern, swaying and . turning with flawless
grace and power. He had evidently forgotten Suity.



She could not bring hersaf to ask Odiedin any questions after the class. What would she ask?"Did
you seewhat | saw? Did I?" That would be stupid. It couldn't have happened, and so he'd no doubt
merely answer her question with aquestion.

Or perhaps the reason she didn't ask was that she was afraid he would smply answer, "Yes."

If amime can make air into abox, if afakir can climb aropetied to air, maybe a poor fool can make
ar into astep. If spiritual strength can move mountains, maybe it can make stairs. Trance sate. Hypnotic
or hypnogogic suggestion.

She described the occurrence briefly in her daily notes, without comment. As she spoke into her
noter, she became quite sure that there had in fact been some kind of step there that she hadn't seenin
thedim light, ablock, abox perhaps, painted black. Of course there had been something there. She
paused, but did not say anything more. She could see the block or box, now. But she had not seen it.

But often in her mind's eye she saw those two calused, muscular, bare feet stepping up the absent
mountain. She wondered what the air felt like on the soles of your feet when you walked on it. Cool?
Reslient?

After that she made hersdlf pay more attention to the old texts and tal es that talked about walking on
thewind, riding on clouds, traveling to the stars, destroying distant enemies with thunderbolts. Such fests
were alway's ascribed to heroes and wise maz far away and long ago, even though a good many of them
had been made commonplace fact by modern technologies. She still thought they were mythic,
metaphoric, not meant to be taken literdly. She arrived at no explanation.

But her attitude had been changed. She knew now that sheld still missed the point, a misunderstanding
S0 gross and total that she couldn't seeit.

A tdling isnot an explaining.

Can't see the forest for the trees, the pedants, the pundits, Uncle Hurree growled in her mind.
Poetry, girl, poetry. Read the Maha-bharata. Everything's there.

"Maz Elyed," she asked, "what isit you do?'

"| tdl, yoz Sutty.”

"Yes. But the sories, dl thethingsyou tdll, what do they do?!

"They tel theworld."

"Why, maz?'

"That's what people do, yoz. What we're herefor.”

Maz Elyed, like many of the maz, taked softly and rather hesitantly, pausing, starting up again about
the time you thought she'd stopped. Silence was part of al she said.

Shewas smdll, lame, and very wrinkled. Her family owned alittle hardware shop in the poorest
district of the city, where many houses were not built of stone and wood but were tents or yurts of felt
and canvas patched with plastic, set on platforms of besten clay. Nephews and grandnieces abounded in
the hardware shop. A very smdll great-grandnephew staggered about it, hisgoa in lifeto eat screwsand
washers. An old 2D photograph of Elyed with her partner Oni hung on thewall behind the counter: Oni
Elyed tall and dreamy-eyed, Elyed Oni tiny, vivid, beautiful. Thirty years ago they had been arrested for
sexual deviance and teaching rotten-corpse ideology. They were sent to are-education camp on the west
coast. Oni had died there. Elyed came back after ten years, lame, with no teeth: knocked out or lost to
scurvy, she never said. She did not talk about herself or her wife or her age or her concerns. Her days
were spent in an unbroken ritua continuity that included al bodily needs and functions, preparing and
egting meals, deeping, teaching, but above dl reading and telling, a soft, endless repetition of the texts she
had been learning her wholelife long.

At first Elyed had appeared unearthly, inhuman to Sutty, asindifferent and inaccessibleasacloud, a
domestic saint living entirely ingdetheritua system, asort of automaton of recitation without emotion or
personality. Sutty had feared her. She was afraid that thiswoman who embodied the system fully, who
lived it totaly, would force her to admit that it was hysterical, obsessiond, absolutist, everything she hated
and feared and wanted it not to be. But as she listened to Elyed'stellings, she heard adisciplined,
reasoning mind, though it spoke of what was unreasonable.

Elyed used that word often, unreasonable, in aliteral sense: what cannot be understood by thinking.



Once when Sutty wastrying to find a coherent line of thought connecting severd different tellings, Elyed
said, "What we do is unreasonable, yoz."

"But thereisareason for it"

"Probably.”

"What | don't understand is the pattern. The place, the importance of thingsin the pattern. Y esterday
you weretelling the story about 1aman and Deberren, but you didn't finish it, and today you read the
descriptions of the leaves of the trees of the grove at the Golden Mountain. | don't understand what they
have to do with each other. Or isit that on certain days a certain kind of materia is proper? Or are my
questionsjust stupid?’

"No," the maz said, and laughed her small laugh that had no teeth to show. "I get tired remembering.
So | read. It doesn't matter. It'sall the leaves of the tree.”

"S0... anything—anything that'sin the booksis equally important?*

Elyed consdered. "No," shesaid. "Yes" She drew ashaky breath. Shetired quickly when she could
not rest in the stream of ritua act and language, but she never dismissed Sutty, never evaded her
questions. "It'sal we have. Y ou see? It's the way we have the world. Without the telling, we don't have
anything at al. The moment goes by like the water of the river. Weld tumble and spin and be helplessif
wetried to live in the moment. Wed be like ababy. A baby can do it, but we'd drown. Our minds need
totell, need thetelling. To hold. The past has passed, and there's nothing in the future to catch hold of.
Thefutureisnothing yet. How could anybody live there? So what we have isthe words that tell what
happened and what happens. What wasand is."

"Memory?" Sutty said. "Higtory?'

Elyed nodded, dubious, not satisfied by theseterms. She sat thinking for sometime and finaly said,
"We're not outside the world, yoz. Y ou know? We are the world. Were its language. So welive and it
lives. You see? If we don't say the words, what isthere in our world?'

She wastrembling, little spasms of the hands and mouth that she tried to conced. Sutty thanked her
with the mountain-heart gesture, gpologised for wearing her out with talk. Elyed gave her smdll, black
laugh. "Oh, yoz, | keep going with talk. Just the way the world does,” she said.

Sutty went away and brooded. All this about language. It dways came back to words. Likethe
Greeks with their Logos, the Hebrew Word that was God. But thiswas words. Not the Logos, the
Word, but words. Not one but many, many.... Nobody made the world, ruled the world, told theworld
to be. It was. It did. And human beings made it be, made it be a human world, by saying it? By telling
what wasin it and what happened in it? Anything, everything—taes of heroes, maps of the sars, love
songs, lists of the shapes of leaves  For amoment she thought she understood.

She brought this half-formed understanding to Maz Ottiar Uming, who was easier to tak with than
Elyed, wanting to try to put it into words. But Ottiar was busy with a chant, so Sutty talked to Uming,
and somehow her words got contorted and pedantic. She couldn't speak her intuition.

Asthey struggled to understand each other, Uming Ottiar showed a bitterness, dmost the first Sutty
had met with among these soft-voiced teachers. Despite hisimpediment he was afluent talker, and he got
going, mildly enough & firgt: "Animals have no language. They havetheir nature. Y ou see? They know the
way, they know where to go and how to go, following their nature. But we're animals with no nature. Eh?
Animals with no nature! That's strange! We're so strange! We have to talk about how to go and what to
do, think about it, study it, learnit. Eh? We're born to be reasonable, so we're born ignorant. Y ou see? If
nobody teaches us the words, the thoughts, we stay ignorant. If nobody shows alittle child, two, three
years old, how to look for the way, the signs of the path, the landmarks, then it getslost on the mountain,
doesn't it?

Anddiesinthenight, in the cold. So. So." He rocked his body alittle.

Maz Ottiar, acrossthelittle room, knocked on the drum, murmuring some long chronicle of ancient
daysto asingle, deepy, ten-year-old listener.

Maz Uming rocked and frowned. " So, without the telling, the rocks and plants and animalsgo on all
right. But the people don't. People wander around. They don't know amountain fromitsreflectionina
puddie. They don't know apath from acliff. They hurt themsalves. They get angry and hurt each other



and the other things. They hurt animas because they're angry. They make quarrels and cheat each other.
They want too much. They neglect things. Crops don't get planted. Too many crops get planted. Rivers
get dirty with shit. Earth getsdirty with poison. People eat poison food. Everything is confused.
Everybody's sick. Nobody |ooks after the sick people, the sick things. But that's very bad, very bad, en?
Because looking after things, that's our job, eh? Looking after things, looking after each other. Who else
would do it? Trees? Rivers? Animas? They just do what they are. But we're here, and we haveto learn
how to be here, how to do things, how to keep things going the way they need to go. The rest of the
world knowsiits business. Knows the One and the Myriad, the Tree and the Leaves. But al weknow is
how to learn. How to study, how to listen, how to talk, how to tell. If we don't tell the world, we don't
know theworld. Werelost init, wedie. But we havetotdl it right, tell it truly. Eh? Take careand tell it
truly. That's what went wrong. Down there, down therein Dovza, when they started telling lies. Those
false maz, those big munan, those boss maz. Telling people that nobody knew the truth but them, nobody
could speak but them, everybody had to tell the same liesthey told. Traitors, usurers! Leading people
adtray for money! Getting rich off their lies, bossing people! No wonder the world stopped going around!
No wonder the police took over!™

The old man was dark red in the face, shaking hisgood hand asif heheld agtick in it. Hiswife got up,
came over, and put the drum and drumstick into his hands, al the time going on with her droning
recitation. Uming bit hislip, shook his head, fretted abit, knocked the drum rather hard, and took up the
recitation on the next line.

"I'm sorry," Sutty said to Ottiar as the old woman went with her to the door. "I didn't mean to upset
Maz Uming."

"Oh,it'sdl right," Ottiar said. "All that was before |/we were born. Down in Dovza."

"Y ou weren't part of Dovza, up here?!

"We're mostly Rangma here. My/our people al talked Rangma. The grandparents didn't know how to
talk much Dovzan till after the Corporation police came and made everybody talk it. They hated it! They
kept the worst accents they could!”

She had amerry smile, and Sutty smiled back; but she waked down the hill-street in amaze of
thoughts. Uming'stirade againgt the 'boss maz' had been about the period before the Dovzan
Corporation ruled the world, before 'the police came," possibly before the First Observers of the Ekumen
came. As he spoke, it had occurred to her that of the hundreds of stories and histories she had heard in
the tellings, none had to do with eventsin Dovza, or any events of thelast five or Six decades except very
locd ones. She had never heard amaz tell atale about the coming of the offworlders, therise of the
Corporation State, or any public event of the last seventy years or more.

"lziezi," she said that night, "who were the boss maz?'

Shewas helping 1ziezi pedl akind of fungusthat had just come into season up on the hillswherethe
snow was melting at the edge of thawing drifts. It was caled demyedi, first-of-spring, tasted like snow,
and was good for balancing the peppery banam shoots and the richness of ailfish, thus keeping the sap
thin and the heart easy. Whatever e se she had missed and misunderstood in thisworld, she had learned
when, and why, and how to cook itsfood.

"Oh, that was along time ago," said |ziezi. "When they started bossng everybody around, downin
Dovza"

"A hundred years ago?'

"Maybethat long ago.”

"Who are 'the police?"

"Oh, you know. The blue-and-tans.”

"Judt them?"’

"Well, | guesswe cal all those people the police. From down there. Dovzans.... First they used to
arrest the boss maz. Then they started to arrest all the maz. When they sent soldiers up hereto arrest
peoplein the umyazu, that's when people started caling them police. And people call skuyen the police,
too. Or they say, They're working for the police.

"Skuyen?'



"People who tell the blue-and-tans about illega things. Books, tellings, anything.... For money. Or for
hatred." 1ziezi's mild voice changed on the last words. Her face had closed into itstight ook of pain.

Books, tellings, anything. What you cooked. Who you made love with. How you wrote the word for
tree. Anything.

No wonder the system was incoherent, fragmented. No wonder Uming's world had stopped going
around. The wonder wasthat anything remained of it at all.

Asif her redlisations had summoned him out of nothingness, the Monitor passed her on the Street next
morning. Hedid not look at her.

A few dayslater she went to visit Maz Sotyu Ang. His shop was closed. It had never been closed
before. She asked aneighbor sweeping hisfront step if he would be back soon. "I think the
producer-consumer isaway," the man said vaguely.

Maz Elyed had lent her a beautiful old book—lent or given, she was not sure. "Keep it, it's safe with
you," Elyed had said. It was an ancient anthology of poemsfrom the Eastern Ides, an inexhaudtible
treasure. She was deep in studying and transferring it into her noter. Severa days passed before she
thought to visit her old friend the Fertiliser again. She walked up the steep street that shone blinding black
in the sunshine. Spring came late but fast to these foothills of the greet range. The air blazed with light.
She walked past the shop without recognising it.

She was disoriented, turned back, found the shop. It was dl white: whitewashed, ablank front. All the
signs, the bold characters, the old words gone. Silenced. Snowfdll.... The door stood gjar. She looked in.
The counters and the walls of tiny drawers had been torn out. The room was empty, dirty, ransacked.
The walls where she had seen the living words, the breathing words, had been smeared over with brown
paint.

The twice-forked lightning tree. ...

The neighbor had come out when she passed. He was sweeping his step again. She began to spesk to
him and then did not. Skuyen? How did you know?

She started back home and then, seeing theriver glittering at the foot of the streets, turned and went
along the hillsde out of town to a path that led down to and followed the river. She had hiked that path
al one day, one of those dayslong, long ago in the early autumn when she was waiting for the Envoy to
tell her to go back to the city.

She set of f upriver beside thickets of newly leafed-out shrubs and the dwarfed frees that grew here
not far from timberline. The Ereharan milky blue with the first glacier mdit. Ice crunched in the ruts of the
road, but the sun was hot on her head and back. Her mouth was still dry with shock. Her throat ached.

Go back to the city. She should go back to the city. Now. With the three record crystals and the
noter full of stuff, full of poetry. Get it dl to Tong Ov before the Monitor got it.

There was no way to send it. She must take it. But travel must be authorised. O Ram! where was her
ZIL? She hadn't worn it for months. Nobody here used ZILs, only if you worked for the Corporation or
had to go to one of the bureaus. It wasin her briefcase, in her room. She'd haveto use her ZIL at the
telephone on Dock Street, get through to Tong, ask him to get her an authorisation to cometo the city.
By plane. Taketheriverboat down to Eltli and fly from there. Do it dl out in the open, let them al know,
s0 they couldn't stop her privately, trick her somehow. Confiscate her records. Silence her. Where was
Maz Sotyu? What were they doing to him?Wasit her fault?

She could not think about that now. What she had to do was save what she could of what Sotyu had
given her. Sotyu and Ottiar and Uming and Odiedin and Elyed and |ziezi, dear 1ziezi. She could not think
about that now.

Sheturned round, walked hurriedly back adong the river into town, found her ZIL bracelet in her
briefcase in her room, went to Dock Street, and put in acall to Tong Ov at the Ekumenica Officein
DovzaCity.

His Dovzan secretary answered and said supercilioudly that hewasin ameeting. "1 must speek to him,
now," Sutty said and was not surprised when the secretary said in ameek tone that shewould call him.

When Sutty heard hisvoice she said, in Hainish, hearing the words as foreign and strange, "Envoy,
I've been out of touch for so long, | fed asif we needed to talk.”



"l see" Tong said, and afew other meaningless things, while she and probably hetried to figure out
how to say anything meaningful. If only he knew any of her languages, if only sheknew hidl But their only
common languages were Hainish and Dovzan.

"Nothing devolving in particular?' heinquired., "No, no, not redlly. But I'd like to bring you the
materid I've been collecting,” she said. "Just notes on daily lifein Okzat-Ozkat."

"1 was hoping to come see you there, but that seemsto be contraindicated at present,” Tong said.
"With awindow just wide enough for one, of courseit'sapity to closethe blinds. But | know how much
you love Dovza City and must have been missing it. I'm equally sure that you've found nothing much
interesting up there. So, if your work's al done, by all means come on back and enjoy yoursdlf here.”

Sutty groped and stammered, and finaly said, "Wdll, asyou know it'savery, the Corporation State is
avery homogeneous culture, very powerful and definitely in control, very successful. So everything here
is, yes, isvery much the same here asthere. But maybe | should stay on and finish the, finish the tapes
before | bring them? They're not very interesting.”

"Here, asyou know," said Tong, "our hosts share al kinds of information with us. And we share ours
with them. Everybody hereis getting loads of fresh materid, very educationa and ingpiring. So what
you're doing thereisn't redly dl that important. Don't worry about it. Of course I'm not at all uneasy
about you. And have no need to be. Do 17"

"No, yes, of course not," shesad. "Honestly."

She left the telephone office, showing her ZIL at the door, and hurried back to her inn, her home. She
thought she had followed Tong's backward talk, but it destroyed itself in her memory. She thought he had
been trying to tell her to stay there, not to try to bring what she had to him, because he would have to
show it to officia s there and it would be confiscated, but she was not sure that was what he had meant.
Maybe he truly meant it was not al that important. Maybe he meant he could not help her at al.

Helping |1ziezi prepare dinner, she was sure that she had panicked, had been stupid to call Tong, thus
bringing atention to herself and her friends and informants here. Fedling that she must be careful,
cautious, she said nothing about the desecrated shop.

Iziezi had known Maz Sotyu Ang for years, but she said nothing about him ether. She showed no sgn
of anything being wrong. She showed Sutty how to dice the fresh numiem, thin and on the bias, to bring
the flavor out.

It was one of Elyed'steaching nights. After sheand Akidan and |ziezi had esten, Sutty took her leave
and went down River Street into the poor part of town, the yurt city, where the Corporation had not
brought dectric enlightenment and there were only thetiny gleams of oil lampsinside the shacksand
tents. It was cold, but not the bone-dry, blade-keen cold of winter. A damp, spring-smelling cold, full of
life. But Sutty's heart swelled with dread as she came near Elyed's shop: to find it al whited out, gutted,
raped...

The great-grandnephew was screaming bloody murder as somebody separated him from a
screwdriver, and nieces smiled at Sutty as she went through the shop to the back room. Shewas early
for the teaching hour. Nobody was in the little room but the maz and an unobtrusive grandnephew setting
up chairs.

"Maz Elyed Oni, do you know Maz Sotyu Ang—the herbalis—his shop — " She could not keep the
words from burgting out.

"Yes" the old woman said. "He's staying with his daughter.” "The shop, the herbary—"

" Thatisgone"

"BUL"

Her throat ached. She struggled with tears of rage and outrage that wanted to be cried, here with this
woman who could be her grandmother, who was her grandmother.

"It was my fault."

"No," Elyed said. "Y ou did no wrong. Sotyu Ang did no wrong. Thereisno fault. Things are going
badly. It's not possible dwaysto do right when things are difficult.”

Sutty stood silent. Shelooked around the small, high-ceilinged room, its red rug amost hidden by
chairs and cushions, everything poor, clean; abunch of paper flowers stuck in an ugly vase on the low



table; the grandnephew gently rearranging floor cushions; the old, old woman lowering hersdf carefully,
painfully onto athin pillow near the table. On the table, abook. Old, worn, many times read.

"1 think maybe, yoz Sutty, it was the other way round. Sotyu told us last summer that he thought a
neighbor had informed the police about his herbary. Then you came, and nothing happened.”

Sutty forced hersdlf to understand what Elyed had said. "I was a safeguard?”

" think s0."

"Because they don't want meto see... what they do? But then why did they — now — 7"

Elyed drew her thin shoulderstogether. "They don't study patience," she said.

"Then | should stay here," Sutty said dowly, trying to under-ittnd. "1 thought it would be better for you
if I left.”

"1 think you might go to Sllong.”

Her mind was clouded. "To Silong?*

"Thelast umyazuisthere

Sutty said nothing, and after awhile Elyed added, scrupulous of fact, "Thelast | know of. Maybe
some areleft inthe eat, in the Ides. But herein the west they say the Lap of Silong isthelast. Many,
many books have been sent there. For many years now. It must be agreet library. Not like the Golden
Mountain, not like the Red Umyazu, not like Atangen. But what has been saved, most of it isthere.”

Shelooked at Sutty, her head alittle on one sde, asmall old bird, keen-eyed. She had completed her
cautious journey down onto the cushion, and now arranged her black wool vest, abird getting itsfesthers
graight. "Y ou want to learn the Telling, | know that. Y ou should go there,” she said. "Here, nothing much
ishere. Bitsand pieces. What | have, what afew maz have. Not much. Alwaysless. Go to Silong,
daughter Sutty. Maybe you can find a partner. Be amaz. Eh?' Her face creased up in asudden,
tremendous smile, toothless and radiant. She jiggled gently with laughter.

"Goto Slong..."

Other people were coming in. Elyed put her handsin her 1ap and began to chant softly, "The two from
one, the one from two..."



SI X

shewent to TALK to Odiedin Manma. Despite his enigmeatic telling, despite the uncanny event (which
she was now quite sure she had merely imagined) in his class, she had found him the most worldly and
politically knowledgeable of the maz she knew, and she badly wanted some practical counsd. She
waited till after his class and then begged him for advice.

"Does Maz Elyed want meto go to this place, this umyazu, because she thinksif | go there, my
presence will help keep it safe? | think she might be wrong. | think the blue-and-tans are tracking me dl
thetime. It'sa secret place, ahidden place, isn't it?If | went, they could just follow me. They may have
al kinds of tracking devices."

Odiedin held up hishand, mild but unsmiling. "I don't think they'll track you, yoz. They have orders
from Dovzato let you be. Not to follow and observe you.”

"Y ou know that?"

He nodded.

She bdieved him. She remembered the invisible web she had sensed when shefirgt lived here.
Odiedin was one of the spiders.

"Anyhow, theway to Silong isn't an easy track to follow. And you could leave very quietly.” He
chewed hislip alittle. A hint of warmth, a pleasurable ook, had comeinto his dark, severeface. "If Maz
Elyed suggested that you go there, and if you want to go there," he said, "'1'd show you theway."

"Y ou would?'

"| was a the Lap of Silong once. | wastwelve. My parents were maz. It was abad time then. When
the books were burned. A lot of police. A lot of loss, destruction. Arrests. Fear. So we left Okzat, went
up into the hills, to the hill towns. And then, in the summer, dl the way round Zubuam, to the lap of the
Mother. I'd like very much to go that way again before | die, yoz."

Sutty tried to leave no track, 'no footprintsin the dust.” She sent no word to Tong except that she
planned to do nothing much the next few months except alittle hiking and climbing. She spoke to none of
her friends, acquai ntances, teachers, except Elyed and Odiedin. She fretted about her crystals—four,
now, for she had cleared her noter again. She could not leave them at 1ziezi's house, thefirst place the
blue-and-tanswould look for them. She wastrying to decide where to bury them and how to do it
without being seen, when Ottiar and Uming in the most casua way told her that since the police were so
busy at the moment, they were storing their mandala away in asafe place for awhile, and did she have
anything shed like to stash away with it? Their intuition seemed amazing, until Sutty remembered that they
were part of the spiderweb —and had lived their adult livesin secrecy, hiding al that was most precious
to them. She gave them the crystas. They told her where the hiding place was. "Just in case,” Ottiar said
mildly. Shetold them who Tong Ov was and whét to tell him, just in case. They parted with loving
embraces.

Findly shetold Iziezi about thelong hike she planned to take in the mountains.

"Akidanisgoing with you," 1ziezi said with acheerful smile.

Akidan was out with friends. The two women were egting dinner together a the tablein the
red-carpeted corner of 1ziezi'simmaculate kitchen. It was a 'little-feast’ night: several smal dishes,
delicately intensein flavor, surrounding abland, creamy pile of tuzi. It reminded Sutty of the food of her
far-off childhood. "Y ou'd like basmaiti rice, 1ziezi!" she said. Then she heard what her friend had said.

"Into the mountains? But it— We may be gone along time.”

"He's been up in the hills severa times. Hell be saventeen this summer.”

"But what will you do?" Akidan ran hisaunt's errands, did her shopping, sweeping, fetching and
carrying, helped her when acrutch dipped.

"My cousin's daughter will come stay with me.”

"Mizi?But shesonly Sx!"

"Shelsahep.”



"lziezi, | don't know if thisisagood idea. | may go along way. Even stay the winter in one of the
villagesup there."

"Dear Sutty, Ki isn't your responghbility. Maz Odiedin Manmatold him to come. To go with ateacher
to the Lap of Silong isthe dream of hislife. He wantsto be amaz. Of course he hasto grow up and find
apartner. Maybe finding a partner iswhat he's mostly thinking about, just now." She smiled alittle, not so
chearfully. "His parentswere maz," she said.

"Your Sgter?’

"ShewasMaz Ariezi Meneng." She used the forbidden pronoun, shefhelthey. Her face had falen into
its set expression of pain. "They wereyoung,” shesaid. A long pause. "Ki'sfather, Meneng Ariezi,
everybody loved him. He was like the old heroes, like Penan Teran, so handsome and brave----He
thought being amaz was like armor. He believed nothing could hurt her/hin them. Therewasawhile,
then, three or four years, when things were going along more like the old days. No arrests. No more
troops of young people from down there breaking windows, painting everything white, shouting.... It
quieted down. The police didn't come here much. We dl thought it was over, it would go back to being
likeit used to be. Then al of asudden there were alot of them. That's how they are. All of a sudden.
They said there were, you know, too many people here bresking the law, reading, telling__ They sad
they'd clean the city. They paid skuyen to inform on people. | knew people who took their money." Her
face wastight, closed. "A lot of people got arrested. My sister and her husband. They took them to a
place caled Erriak. Somewhere way off, down there. Anidand, | think. Anidandinthesea A
rehabilitation center. Five years ago we heard that Ariezi was dead. A notice came. We never have
heard anything about Meneng Ariezi. Maybe heés il dive.”

"How long ago... 7'

"Tweveyeas.

"Ki wasfour?

"Nearly five. He remembersthem alittle. | try to help him remember them. | tell him about them.”

Sutty said nothing for awhile. She cleared the table, came and sat down again. "'lziezi, youre my
friend. HEs your child. Heismy responsility. It could be dangerous. They could follow us."

"Nobody follows the people of the Mountain to the Mountain, dear Sutty."

They dl had that serene, foolhardy confidence when they talked about the mountains. No blame.
Nothing to fear. Maybe they had to think that way in order togo on at dll.

Sutty bought anearly weightless, miraculoudy insulated deeping bag for hersdlf, and one for Akidan.
|ziezi protested pro forma. Akidan was ddighted and, like achild, dept in his degping bag from that night
on, sweltering.

She got her boots and fleeces out again, packed her backpack, and in the early morning of the
appointed day walked with Akidan to the gathering place. It was spring on the edge of summer. The
sreetswere dim blue in morning twilight, but up there to the northwest the great wall stood daylit, the
peak wasflying its radiant banners. We're going there, Sutty thought, we're going there!’ And she looked
down to seeif shewaswaking on the earth or on the air.

Vagt dopesrose up al round to hanging glaciers and the glare of hidden icefields. Their group of eight
trudged along in line, so tiny in such hugeness that they seemed to be walking in place. Far up above
them whedled two geyma, the long-winged carrion birdsthat dwelt only among the high peaks, and flew
dwaysin pairs.

Six had st out: Sutty, Odiedin, Akidan, ayoung woman named Kieri, and amaz couplein their
thirties, Tobadan and Siez. In ahill village four days out from Okzat-Ozkat two guides had joined them,
shy, gentle-mannered men with weathered faces, whose age was hard to determine — somewhere
between thirty and seventy. They were named leyu and Long.

The group had gone up and down in those hillsfor aweek before they ever came to what these
people called mountains. Then they had begun to climb. They had climbed steadily, daily, for eleven days
NOW.

The luminouswall of Silong looked exactly the same, no nearer. A couple of insggnificant 5,000-meter
peaksto the north had shifted place and shrunk a bit. The guides and the three maz, with their trained



memory for descriptive details and figures, knew the names and heights of al the pesks. They used a
measure of atitude, pieng. Aswdll as Sutty could recal, 15,000 pieng was about 5,000 meters; but snce
she wasn't certain her memory was correct, she mostly |eft thefiguresin pieng. She liked hearing these
great heights, but she did not try to remember them, or the names of the mountains and passes. She had
resolved before they set out never to ask where they were, where they were going, or how far they had
yet to go. She had held to that resolve the more easily asit left her childishly free.

Therewas notrail as such except near villages, but there were charts that like river pilots charts gave
the course by landmarks and dignments: When the north scarp of Mien falls behind the Ears of
Tazu... Odiedin and the other maz pored over these charts nightly with the two guides who had joined
them in the foothills. Sutty listened to the poetry of the words. She did not ask the names of thetiny
villages they passed through. If the Corporation, or even the Ekumen, ever demanded to know the way
to the Lap of Silong, she could say in dl truth that she did not know it.

She didn't know even the name of the place they were going to. She had heard it caled the Mountain,
Silong, the Lap of Si-long, the Taproot, the High Umyazu. Possibly there was more than one place. She
knew nothing about it. She resisted her desire to learn the name for everything, the word for everything.
Shewas living among people to whom the highest spiritua attainment was to spesk theworld truly, and
who had been silenced. Here, in this greater silence, where they could speak, she wanted to learn to
ligten to them. Not to question, only to listen. They had shared with her the sweetness of ordinary life
lived mindfully. Now she shared with them the hard climb to the heights.

She had worried about her fitness for thistrek. A month in the hill country of Ladakh and afew hiking
holidaysin the Chilean

Andes were the sum of her mountaineering, and those had not been climbs, just steep walking. That
was what they were doing now, but she wondered how high they would go. She had never walked
above 4,000 meters. So far, though they must be that high by now, she had had no trouble except for
running short of breath on siff uphill stretches. Even Odiedin and the guides took it dow when the way
got steep. Only Akidan and Kieri, atough, rotund girl of twenty or so, raced up the endless dopes, and
danced on outcroppings of granite over vast blue abysses, and were never out of breath. The eberdibi,
the others called them —the kids, the calves.

They had walked along day to get to asummer village: Six or seven stone rings with yurts set up on
them among steep, stony pastures tucked in the shelter of ahuge curtain wall of granite. Sutty had been
amazed to find how many people lived up here where it seemed there was nothing to live on but air and
ice and rock. The vast, barren-seeming foothills far above Okzat-Ozkat had turned out to be full of
villages, pasturages, small sone-walled fields. Even here among the high peaks there were habitations,
the summer villages. Villagers came up from the hillsthrough the late Soring snow with their animals, the
kind of eberdin caled minule. Horned, half wild, with long legs and long pale wool, the minule pastured
as high as grass grew and bore their young in the highest apine meadows. Their fine, silky fleece was
vauable even now inthe days of artificid fibers. The villagers sold their wool, drank their milk, tanned
their hides for shoes and clothing, burned their dung for fuel.

These people had lived thisway forever. To them Okzat-Ozkat, afar provincia outpost of civilisation,
was civilisation. They were al Rangma. They spoke some Dovzan in the foothills, and Sutty could
converse well enough with leyu and Long; but up here, though her Rangma had improved greetly over
the winter, she had to struggle to understand the mountain dialect.

Thevillagersdl turned out to welcome the visitors, ajumble of dirty sunburnt smiling faces, racing
children, shy babies laced into leether cocoons and hung up on stakes like little trophies, blatting minule
with their white, sllent, newborn young. Life, life abounding in the high, empty places.

Overhead, as dways, were a couple of geymaspiraing lazily on dender dark wingsin the dark
dazzling blue.

Odiedin and the young maz couple, Siez and Tobadan, were aready busy blessing huts and babies
and livestock, salving sores and smoke-damaged eyes, and telling. The blessing, if that wasthe right
word for it—the word they used meant something like including or bringing in—conssted of ritua



chanting to the tabatt-batt-batt of the little drum, and handing out dips of red or blue paper on which the
maz wrote the recipient's name and age and whatever autobiographical facts they asked to have written,
suchas—

"Married with Temazi thiswinter."

"Built my houseinthevillage

"Bore ason thiswinter past. He lived one day and night. His namewas Enu.”

"Twenty-two minulibi born this season to my flock."

"l amlbien. | wassix yearsold thisspring.”

Asfar asshe could tell, the villagers could read only afew characters or none at al. They handled the
written dips of paper with ave and deep satisfaction. They examined them for along time from every
direction, folded them carefully, dipped them into specia pouches or findy decorated boxesin their
house or tent. The maz had done ablessing or ingathering like thisin every village they passed through
that did not have amaz of its own. Some of the telling boxesin village houses, magnificently carved and
decorated, had hundreds of these little red and blue record dipsin them, tellings of lives present, lives
past.

Odiedin was writing these for afamily, Tobadan was dispensing herbs and salve to another family,
and Siez, having finished the chant, had sat down with the rest of the population to tell. A narrow-eyed,
taciturn young man, Sez in the villages became afountain of words.

Tired and alittle buzzy-headed — they must have come up another kilometer today—and liking the
warmth of the afternoon sun, Sutty joined the haf circle of intently gazing men and women and children,
cross-legged on the stony dust, and listened with them.

"Thetdling!" Sez said, loudly, impressively, and paused.

His audience made a soft sound, ah, ah, and murmured to one another.

"Thetdling of agtory!”

Ah, ah, murmur, murmur.

"The tory isof Dear Takieki!"

Yes, yes. The dear Takieki, yes.

"Now the story begins! Now, the story begins when dear Takieki was ill living with his old mother,
being agrown man, but foolish. His mother died. She was poor. All she had to leave him was a sack of
bean med that she had been saving for them to eat in the winter. The landlord came and drove Takieki
out of the house."

Ah, ah, thelisteners murmured, nodding sadly.

" So there went Takieki walking down the road with the sack of bean meal dung over his shoulder. He
walked and he waked, and on the next hill, walking toward him, he saw aragged man. They met inthe
road. Theman said, That's aheavy sack you carry, young man. Will you show mewhat isinit? So
Takieki did that. 'Bean medl!" says the ragged man.”

Bean meal, whispered achild.

"And whét fine bean medl itid But it'll never last you through the winter. I'll make abargain with you,
young man. I'll give you ared brass button for that bean medl!’

"'Oh, ho,' says Takieki, 'you think you're going to cheat me, but I'm not so foolish asthat!™

Ah, ah.

"So Takieki hoisted his sack and went on. And he walked and he walked, and on the next hill, coming
toward him, he saw aragged girl. They met in theroad, and the girl said, 'A heavy sack you're carrying,
young man. How strong you must bel May | seewhat'sin it? So Takieki showed her the bean meal, and
she said, 'Fine bean med! If youll shareit with me, young man, I'll go dong with you, and I'll make love
with you whenever you like, aslong asthe bean medl lasts.™

A woman nudged the woman stting by her, grinning.

"'Oh, ho," says Takieki, "you think you're going to cheat me, but I'm not so foolish asthat!'

"And he dung his sack over his shoulder and went on. And he walked and he walked, and on the next
hill, coming toward him, he saw aman and woman."

Ah, ah, very softly.



"The man was dark as dusk and the woman bright as dawn, and they wore clothing dl of bright colors
and jewels of bright colors, red, blue. They met in the road, and he/she/they said, 'What a heavy sack
you carry, young man. Will you show uswhat'sinit? So Takieki did that. Then the maz said, 'What fine
bean medl! But it will never last you through the winter. Takieki did not know what to say. The maz said,
'Dear Takieki, if you give usthe sack of bean med your mother gave you, you may havethefarm that lies
over that hill, with five barnsfull of grain, and five storehouses full of med, and five stablesfull of eberdin.
Five great rooms are in the farmhouse, and its roof is of coins of gold. And the mistress of the houseisin
the house, waiting to be your wife.'

"Oh, ho,' said Takieki. "Y ou think you're going to cheat me, but I'm not so foolish asthat!’

"And he waked on and he walked on, over the hill, past the farm with five barns and five storenouses
and five stables and aroof of gold, and so he went walking on, the dear Takieki."

Ah, ah, ah! said dl the ligteners, with degp contentment. And they relaxed from their intensity of
ligening, and chatted allittle, and brought Siez a cup and a pot of hot teaso that he could refresh himself,
and waited respectfully for whatever hewould tell next.

Why was Takieki 'dear'? Sutty wondered. Because he was foolish? (Bare feet standing on air.)
Because he was wise? But would awise man have distrusted the maz? Surely he was foolish to turn
down the farm and five barns and awife. Did the story mean that to aholy man afarm and barnsand a
wife aren't worth abag of bean meal? Or did it mean that aholy man, an ascetic, isafool ? The people
she had lived with this year honored salf-restraint but did not admire salf-deprivation. They had no
strenuous notions of fasting, and saw no virtue whatever in discomfort, hunger, poverty.

If it had been a Terran parable, most likely Takieki ought to have given the ragged man the bean med
for the brass button, or just given it for nothing, and then when he died held get hisreward in heaven. But
on Aka, reward, whether spiritud or fisca, wasimmediate. By his performance of amaz's duties, Siez
was not building up abank account of virtue or sanctity; in return for his story-telling he would receive
praise, shelter, dinner, suppliesfor their journey, and the knowledge that he had done his job. Exercises
were performed not to attain an ided of hedlth or longevity but to achieve immediate well-being and for
the pleasure of doing them. Meditation aimed toward a present and impermanent transcendence, not an
ultimate nirvana. Akawas a cash, not a credit, economy.

Thereforether hatred of usury. A fair bargain and payment on the spot.

But then, what about the girl who offered to share what she had if he'd share what he had. Wasn't that
afar bargan?

Sutty puzzled over it dl through the next tale, afamous bit of The Valley War that she had heard Siez
tell severd timesin villagesin the foothills—"I can tdll that one when I'm sound adeep,” he said. She
decided that agood deal depended on how aware Takieki was of hisown smplicity. Did he know the
girl might trick him? Did he know he wasn't capable of managing abig farm? Maybe he did the right
thing, hanging on to what his mother gave him. Maybe not.

As soon as the sun dropped behind the mountain wall to the west, the air in that vast shadow dropped
below freezing. Everyone huddled into the hut-tents to eat, choking in the smoke and reek. The travelers
would deep in their own tents set up dongside the villagers larger ones. The villagers would degp naked,
unwashed, promiscuous under heaps of silken peltsfull of grease and fleas. In the tent she shared with
Odiedin, Sutty thought about them before she dept. Bruta people, primitive people, the Monitor had
sad, leaning on therail of theriverboat, looking up the long dark rise of the land that hid the Mountain.
Hewasright. They were primitive, dirty, illiterate, ignorant, superdtitious. They refused progress, hid from
it, knew nothing of the March to the Stars. They hung on to their sack of bean medl.

Ten days or S0 after that, camped on nevein along, shalow valey among pae diffsand glaciers,
Sutty heard an engine, an airplane or helicopter. The sound was distorted by wind and echoes. It might
have been quite near or bounced from mountai nside to mountainside from along way off. There was
ground fog blowing in tetters, ahigh overcast. Their tents, dun-colored, in the lee of anicefal, might be
invisblein the vast landscape or might be plain to seefrom the air. They dl held till aslong asthey could
hear the stutter and rattle in thewind.

That was aweird place, thelong valley. Icy air flowed down into it from the glaciers and pooled on its



floor. Ghosts of mist snaked over the dead white snow.

Thelir food supplies were low. Sutty thought they must be closeto their god.

Instead of climbing up out of the long valey as she had expected, they descended from it on along,
wide dope of boulders. The wind blew without a pause and so hard that the gravel chattered ceasedlesdy
againg the larger stones. Every step was difficult, and every breath. Looking up now they saw Silong
pal pably nearer, the greeat barrier wall reaching across the sky. But the bannered crest till stood remote
behind it. All Sutty's dreamsthat night were of avoice she could hear but could not understand, ajewe
she had found but could not touch.

The next day they kept going down, down steeply, to the southwest. A chant formed itself in Sutty's
dulled mind: Go back to go forward, fail to succeed. Go down to go upward, fail to succeed.

It would not get out of her head but thumped itsalf over and over at every jolting step. Go down to
go upward, fail to succeed....

They cameto a path across the dope of stones, then to aroad, to awall of stones, to abuilding of
stone. Wasthisther journey's end? Was thisthe Lap of the Mother? But it was only a stopping place, a
shelter. Maybe it had been an umyazu once. It was silent now. It held no stories. They stayed two days
and nightsin the cheerless house, resting, degping in their degping bags. There was nothing to make afire
with, only their tiny cookers, and no food left but dried smoked fish, which they shared out in little
portions, soaking it in boiled snow to make soup.

"They'll come," people said. She did not ask who. She was so tired, she thought she could lie forever
in the stone house, like one of the inhabitants of the little white stone housesin the cities of the dead she
had seen in South America, resting in peace. Her own people burned their dead. She had dways
dreaded fire. Thiswas better, the cold silence.

On the third morning she heard bells, along way off, afaint jangling of little bells. "Come see, Sutty,”
Kieri said, and coaxed her to get up and stand in the door of the stone house and ook ouit.

People were coming up from the south, winding among the grey bouldersthat stood higher than they
did, people leading minule laden with packs on high saddles. There were polesfixed to the saddles, and
from them long red and blue ribbons snapped in

thewind. Clusters of little bellsweretied into the white neck wool of the young animasthat ran beside
their mothers.

The next day they started down with the people and the animasto their summer village. It took them
three days, but the going was mostly easy. The villagers wanted Sutty to ride one of the minule, but
nobody ese wasriding. She walked. At one place they had to round a cliff under a precipice that
continued verticaly down from the narrow ledge of the pathway. The path wasleve, but no wider than a
foot's breadth in places, and the snow on it was softened and loosened by the summer thaw. There they
let the minule loose and instead of |eading them followed them. They showed Sutty that she should put
her feet in the animals tracks. She followed one minule meticuloudy, step by step. Itswoolly buttocks
swaying nonchaantly, it sauntered along, pausing now and then to look down the sheer drop into the
hazy depths with abored expression. Nobody said anything till they were dl off the cliff path. Then there
was some laughter and joking, and severa villagers made the mountain-heart gesture to Silong.

Down in the village the horned pesk could not be seen, only the big shoulder of anearer mountain and
aglimpse of the barrier wall closing off the northwestern sky. The village wasin agreen place, opento
north and south, good summer pasturage, sheltered, idyllic. Treesgrew by the river: Odiedin showed
them to her. They were astal as her little finger. Down in Okzat-Ozkat such trees were the shrubs
beside the Ereha. In the parks of Dovza City she had waked in their deep shade.

There had been a death among the people, a young man who had neglected a cut on hisfoot and died
of blood poisoning. They had kept the body frozen in snow till the maz could come and perform his
funeral. How had they known Odiedin's group was coming? How had these arrangements been made?
Shedidn't understand, but she didn't think about it much. Here in the mountains there was much she
didn't understand. She went dong in the moment, like achild. "Tumble and spin and be helpless, likea
baby...." Who had said that to her? She was content to walk, content to Sit in the sun, content to follow in
the footsteps of an anima. Where my guides lead mein kindness, | follow, follow lightly...



The two young maz told the funerd. That was how the people spoke of it. Likedl therites, it wasa
narrative. For two days Siez and Tobadan sat with the man'sfather and aunt, his Sster, hisfriends, a
woman who had been married to him for awhile, hearing everybody who wanted to talk about him tell
them who he had been, what he had done. Now the two young men retold all that, ceremonialy and in
the formal language, to the soft batt-tabatt of the drum, passing the word one to the other acrossthe
body wrapped in white, thin, still-frozen cloth: apraise-song, gathering alife up into words, making it part
of theendlesstdling.

Then Siez recited in his beautiful voice the ending of the story of Penan Teran, amythic hero couple
dear to the Rangma people. Penan and Teran were men of Silong, young warriors who rode the north
wind, saddling the wind from the mountains like an eberdin and riding it down to battle, bannersflying, to
fight the ancient enemy of the Rangma, the sea people, the barbarians of the western plains. But Teran
waskilled in battle. And Penan led his people out of danger and then saddled the south wind, the sea
wind, and rode it up into the mountains, where he legpt from the wind and died.

The people listened and wept, and there were tearsin Sutty's eyes.

Then Tobadan struck the drum as Sutty had never heard it struck, no soft heartbeat but adriving
urgent rhythm, to which people lifted up the body and carried it avay in procession, swiftly away from
the village, dwayswith the drum besting.

"Wherewill they bury him?' she asked Odiedin.

"In the bellies of the geyma," Odiedin said. He pointed to distant rock spires on one of the mighty
dopesabovethevaley. "They'll leave him naked there.”

That was better than lying in a stone house, Sutty thought. Better far than fire.

"So helll ridethewind,” shesaid.

Odiedin looked up at her and after awhile quietly assented.

Odiedin never said much, and what he said was often dry; he was not amild man; but she was by
now atogether at ease with him and he with her. He was writing on the little dips of blue and red paper,
of which he had aseemingly endless supply in his pack: writing the name and family names of the man
who had died, she saw, for those who mourned him to take home and keep in their telling boxes.

"Maz," she said. "Before the Dovzans became so powerful... before they began changing everything,
using machinery, making thingsin factoriesingtead of by hand, making new lavs—all that—" Odiedin
nodded. "It was after people from the Ekumen came here that they began that. Only about alifetime ago.
What were the Dovzans before that?"

"Barbarians.”

He was a Rangma; he hadn't been ableto resist saying it, saying it loud and clear. But she knew he
was dso athoughtful, truthful man.

"Werethey ignorant of the Telling?"

A pause. He st his pen down. "Long ago, yes. In the time of Penan Teran, yes. When The Arbor
was written, yes. Then the people from the central plains, from Doy, began taming them. Trading with
them, teaching them. So they learned to read and write and tell. But they were till barbarians, yoz Sutty.
They'd rather make war than trade. When they traded, they made awar of it.

They dlowed usury, and sought great profits. They always had headmen to whom they paid tribute,
men who were rich, and passed power down to their sons. Gobey—bosses. So when they began to
have maz, they made the maz into bosses, with the power to rule and punish. Gave the maz the power to
tax. They made them rich. They made the sons of maz al maz, by birth. They made the ordinary people
into nothing. It waswrong. It wasal wrong.”

"Maz Uming Ottiar spoke of that time once. Asif he remembered it.”

Odiedin nodded. "I remember the end of it. It was abad time. Not as bad asthis," he added, with his
brief, harsh laugh.

"But thistime came from that time. Grew out of it. Didn't it?"

He looked dubious, thoughtful.

"Why don't you tdl of it?"

No response.



"You don't tell it, maz. It's never part of dl the histories and tales you tell about the whole world all
through the ages. Y ou tell about the far past. And you tell things from your own years, from ordinary
peopleslives—at funerds, and when children speak their tellings. But you don't tell about these great
events. Nothing about how the world has changed in the last hundred years.”

"None of that is part of the Telling,” Odiedin said after atense, pondering silence. "Wetdl what is
right, what goesright, asit should go. Not what goeswrong."

"Penan Teran logt their bettle, a battle with Dovza. It didn't go right, maz. But you tell it."

Helooked up and studied her, not aggressively or with resentment, but from avery great distance.
She had no ideawhat he was thinking or feding, what he would say.

Intheend hesaid only, "Ah."

Theland mine going off? or the soft assent of the listener? She did not know.

He bent his head and wrote the name of the dead man, three bold, elegant characters acrossthe dip
of faded red paper. He had ground hisink from ablock he carried, mixed it with river water in atiny
stoneware pot. The pen he was using for thiswriting was a geymafeather, ash-grey. He might have sat
here cross-legged on the stony dust, writing a name, three hundred years ago. Three thousand years ago.

She had no business asking him what she had asked him. Wrong, wrong.

But the next day he said to her, "Maybe you've heard the Riddles of the Telling, yoz Sutty?"

"l don't think s0."

"Children learn them. They're very old. What children tell isawaysthe same. What's the end of a
story? When you begin telling it. That's one of them.”

"More aparadox than ariddle,”" Sutty said, thinking it over. "So the events must be over before the
tdlling begins?'

Odiedin looked mildly surprised, asthe maz generdly did when shetried to interpret asaying or tae.

"That'snot what it means" she said with resignation.

"It might mean that," he said. And after awhile, "Penan legpt from the wind and died: that is Teran's
dory."

She had thought he was answering her question about why the maz did not tell about the Corporation
State and the abuses that had preceded it. What did the ancient heroes have to do with that?

There was a gap between her mind and Odiedin's so wide light would need yearsto crossit.

" S0 the story went right, it'sright to tdll it; you see?' Odiedin said.

"I'mtryingto seg," shesaid.

They stayed sx daysin the summer villagein the deep valley, resting. Then they set off again with new
provisions and two new guides, north and up. And up, and up. Sutty kept no count of the days. Dawn
came, they got up, the sun shone on them and on the endless dopes of rock and snow, and they walked.
Dusk came, they camped, the sound of water ceased asthelittle thaw streamsfroze again, and they
dept.

The air wasthin, the way was steep. To the l€eft, towering over them, rose the scarps and dopes of the
mountain they were on. Behind them and to the right, peak after far peak rose out of mist and shadow
into light, amotionless sea of icy broken wavesto the remote horizon. The sun beet like awhite drumiin
the dark blue sky. It was midsummer, avalanche season. They went very soft and silent among the
unbalanced giants. Again and again in the daytime the silence quivered into along, shuddering boom,
multiplied and made sourcel ess by echoes.

Sutty heard people say the name of the mountain they were on, Zubuam. A Rangmaword: Thunderer.

They had not seen Silong since they |eft the deep village. Zubuam's vast, deeply scored bulk closed
off dl thewest. They inched dong, north and up, north and up, in and out of the enormous wrinkles of
the mountain'sflank.

Breathing was dow work.

Onenight it began to snow. It snowed lightly but steedily al the next day.

Odiedin and the two guides who had joined them at the deep village squatted outside the tents that
evening and conferred, sketching out lines, paths, zigzags on the snow with gloved fingers.

Next morning the sun legpt brilliant over theicy sea of the eastern pesks. They inched on, swegting,



north and up.

One morning as they waked, Sutty redised they were turning their backs to the sun. Two daysthey
went northwest, crawling around the immense shoulder of Zubuam. On the third day at noon they turned
acorner of rock and ice. Before them the immense barrier faced them acrossavast abyss of air: Silong
breaking like awhite wave from the depthsto the regions of light. The day was diamond-bright and till.
Thetip of the horned peak could be seen above the ramparts. From it the faintest gossamer wisp of silver
trailed to the north.

The south wind was blowing, the wind Penan had leapt from to die.

"Not far now," Siez said asthey trudged on, southwestward and down.

"l think | could walk hereforever," Sutty said, and her mind said, 1 will....

During their stay in the deep village, Kieri had moved into her tent. They had been the only womenin
the group before the new guides joined them. Until then Sutty had shared Odiedin'stent. A widowed
maz, cdlibate, slent, orderly, he had been a self-effacing, reassuring presence. Sutty was reluctant to
make the change, but Kieri pressed her to. Kieri had tented with Akidan till then and was sick of it. She
told Sutty, "Ki's seventeen, he'sinrut dl thetime. | don't like boys! | like men and women! | want to
deep with you. Do you want to? Maz Odiedin can share with Ki."

Her use of the words was specific: share meant share the tent, deep meant join the deeping bags.
When sheredlised that, Sutty was more hesitant than ever; but the passivity she had encouraged in
hersdf during the whole of this journey was stronger than her hesitations, and she agreed. Nothing about
sex had mattered much to her since Pao's death. Sometimes her body craved to be touched and roused.
Sex was something people wanted and needed. She could respond physically, so long asthat was all

they asked.

Kieri was strong, soft, warm, and as clean as any of them could be in the circumstances. "L et's heat
up!" she said every night as she got into their joined deeping bags. She made love to Sutty briefly and
energetically and then fell adleep pressed up close againgt her. They wereliketwo logsin aglowing
campfire, burning down, Sutty thought, sinking adeep in the degp warmth.

Akidan had been honored to share the tent with his master and teacher, but he was miffed or
frustrated by Kieri's desertion. He moped around her for aday or two, and then became attentive to the
woman who had joined them in the village. The new guides were a brother and sister, along-legged,
round-faced, tirdless pair in their twenties, named Nabaand Shui. After aday or so Ki moved inwith
Shui. Odiedin, patient, invited Naba to share histent.

What had Diodi the barrow man said, years ago, light-years away, back down therein the Streets
where people lived?" Sex for three hundred years! After three-hundred-year sex anybody can fly!"

| canfly, Sutty thought, plodding on, southward and down. Theré's nothing redlly in the world but
sone and light. All the other things, al the things, dissolve back into the two, the stone, the light, and the
two back into the one, the flying.... And then it will al beborn again, itisborn again, dways, in every
moment it's being born, but dl the time there's only the one, the flying.... She plodded on through glory.

They cameto the Lap of the Earth.

Though she knew it wasimplausible, impossible, foolish, Sutty'simagination had indsted dl dong that
the god of their journey was a grest temple, amysterious city hidden at the top of the world, stone
ramparts, flags flying, priests chanting, gold and gongs and processions. All theimagery of lost Lhasa,
Dragon-Tiger Mountain, Machu Picchu. All the ruins of the Earth.

They came steeply down the western flanks of Zubuam for three daysin cloudy wegther, seldom able
to seethe barrier wall of Silong acrossthe vast gulf of air where the wind chased coiling clouds and
ghostly snow flurriesthat never cameto earth. They followed the guides dl one day through cloud and
fog along an arete, along spine of snow-covered rock with a steep drop to ether side.

The weether cleared suddenly, clouds gone, sun blazing at the zenith. Sutty was disoriented, looking
up for the barrier wall and not finding it. Odiedin came beside her. He said, smiling, "We're on Slong.”

They had crossed over. The enormous mass of rock and ice behind them in the east was Zubuam. An
avdanche went curling and smoking down adanting face of the rock far up on the mountain. A long time
later they heard the deep roar of it, the Thunderer telling them what it had to tell.



Zubuam and Silong, they were two and one, too. Old maz mountains. Old lovers.

Shelooked up a Silong. The heights of the barrier wal loomed directly over them, hiding the summit
peak. Sky was abrilliant, jagged-edged dash from north to south.

Odiedin was pointing to the south. She looked and saw only rock, ice, the glitter of thaw water. No
towers, no banners.

They set off, trudging along. They were on apath, level and quite clear, marked here and there with
piles of flat stones. Often Sutty saw the dry, neat pellets of minule dung beside theway.

In mid-afternoon she made out apair of rock spiresthat stuck up from a projecting corner of the
mountain ahead like tusks from the lower jaw of askull. The path narrowed asthey got closer to this
corner, becoming aledge dong a sheer cliff. When they got to the corner, the two reddish tusks of rock
stood before them like a gateway, the path leading between them.

Here they stopped. Tobadan brought out his drum and patted it, and the three maz spoke and
chanted. Thewordswere all in Rangmaand so old or so formaised that Sutty could not follow their
meaning. The two guides from the village and their own guides delved into their packs and brought out
little bundles of twigstied with red and blue thread. They gave them to the maz, who received them with
the mountain-heart gesture, facing toward Silong. They set them afire and fixed them among rocks by the
pathway to burn down. The smoke smelled like sage, adry incense. It curled smal and blue and lazy
among the rocks and dong the path. The wind whistled by, ariver of turbulent air rushing through the
great gap between the mountains, but herein this gateway Silong sheltered them and there was no wind
adl.

They picked up their packs and fell into line again, passing between the saber-tooth rocks. The path
now bent back inward toward the dope of the mountain, and Sutty saw that it led acrossacirque, a
level-floored haf-moon bay in the mountaingde. In the nearly verticd, curving inner wall, still ahdf kilo
or so distant, were black spots or holes. There was some snow on the floor of the. cirque, trodden in an
arabesgue of paths leading to and from these black holesin the mountain.

Caves, scarred Adien, the ex-miner, who had died of the jaundice in the winter, whispered in her
mind. Caves full of being.

The air seemed to thicken like syrup and to quiver, to shake. She was dizzy. Wind roared in her ears,
deep and drill, terrible.

But they were out of the wind, herein the sunlit air of the cirque. She turned back in confusion, thenin
terror looked upward for the rockdide clattering down upon her. Black shadows crossed the air, the
roar and rattle were deafening. She cowered, covering her head with her arms.

Slence

Shelooked up, stood up. The otherswere dl standing, like her, statuesin the bright sunlight, pools of
black shadow at their fest.

Behind them, between the tusks, the gateway rocks, something hung or lay crumpled. It gleamed
blindingly and was shadow-black, like alander seen from the ship in space. A lander—aflyer —a
helicopter. She saw the rotor vane jammed up against the outer rock spire. "O Ram,” she said.

"Mother Silong," Shui whispered, her clenched hand at her heart.

Then they started back toward the gate, toward the thing, Akidan in the lead, running.

"Wait, Akidan!" Odiedin shouted, but the boy was dready there at the thing, the wreck. He shouted
something back. Odiedin brokeinto arun.

Sutty could not bresthe. She had to stand awhile and still her heart. The older of their guides from the
foothill country, Long, akind, shy man, stood beside her, so trembling, dso trying to breathe evenly,
easly. They had come down, but they were still a 18,000 pieng, she had heard Siez say, 6,000 meters,
athinair, aterribly thin air. She said the numbersin her head.

"Youdl right, yoz Long?"

"Yes Youdl right, yoz Sutty?"

They went forward together.

She heard Kieri talking: "I saw it, | looked around —I couldn't believe it—it wastrying to fly between
thepillars—"



"No, | saw it, it was out there, coming up aongside the pass, coming after us, and then it seemed like
aflaw of wind hit it, and tipped it Sdeways, and just threw it down between the rocks!" That was
Akidan.

"Shetook it in her hands," said Naba, the man from the deep village.

The three maz were at thewreck, iniit.

Shui was knedling near it, smashing something furioudy, methodicaly, with arock. Theremainsof a
transmitter, Sutty saw. Stone Age revenge, her mind said coldly.

Her mind seemed to be very cold, detached from the rest of her, asif frostbitten.

She went closer and looked at the smashed helicopter. It had burst open in astrange way. The pilot
was hanging in his seat straps, dmost upside down. His face was mostly hidden by a blood-soaked
woollen scarf. She saw hiseyes, bitsof jdly.

On the stony ground, between Odiedin and Siez, another man lay. His eyeswere dive. He was
garing up a her. After awhile she recognised him.

Tobadan, the heder, was quickly, lightly running his hands over the man's body and limbs, though
surely he couldn't tell much through the heavy clothing. He kept talking asif to keep the man awake.
"Can you take off your hedmet?' he asked. After awhile the man tried to comply, fumbling with the
fastening. Tobadan hel ped him. He continued gazing up a Sutty with alook of dull puzzlement. Hisface,
always set and hard, was now dack.

"Ishehurt?'

"Yes," Tobadan said. "Thisknee. His back. Not broken, | think."

"Y ou werelucky," Sutty's cold mind said, speaking doud.

The man stared, |ooked away, made aweak gesture, tried to Sit up. Odiedin pressed down gently on
his shoulders, saying, "Be quiet. Wait. Sutty, don't let him get up. We need to get the other man out.
People will be here soon.”

L ooking back into the cirque, toward the caves, she saw little figures hurrying to them acrossthe
sow.

Shetook Odiedin's place, sanding over the Monitor. He lay flat on the dirt with hisarms crossed on
his chest. He shuddered violently every now and then. She hersdf was shivering. Her teeth chattered.
She wrapped her arms around her body.

"Your pilotisdead,” shesad.

He said nothing. He trembled.

Suddenly there were people around them. They worked with efficiency, strapping the man onto a
makeshift stretcher and lifting it and setting off for the caves, dl within aminute or two. Others carried the
dead man. Some gathered around Odiedin and the young maz. There was a soft buzz of voicesthat did
nothing but buzz in Sutty's head, meaningless as the speech of flies.

She looked for Long, joined him, and walked with him acrossthe cirque. It was farther than it had
seemed to the mountain wall and the entrance to the caves. Overhead apair of geyma soared in long,
lazy spirds. The sun was dready behind the top of the barrier wall. Silong's vast shadow rose blue
againg Zubuam.

The caves werelike nothing she had ever seen. There were many of them, hundreds, sometiny, no
more than bubblesin the rock, some big as the doors of hangars. They made alacework of circles
interlocking and overlapping in thewall of rock, patterns, traceries. The edges of the entrances were
fretted with clusters of lesser circles, sSlvery stone shining againgt black shadow, like sogpsuds, like foam,
like the edges of Mandelbrot figures.

Againgt one entrance alittle fence had been set up. Sutty looked in asthey passed, and the white face
of ayoung minule looked back at her with dark, quiet eyes. There was awhole stable of the animals built
back into the caves. She could smell the pungent, warm, grassy odor of them. The entrances to the caves
had been widened and brought down to ground level where necessary, but they kept thair circularity. The
people she and Long were following entered one of these great round doors into the mountain. Inside,
shelooked back for amoment at the entrance and saw daylight as a blazing, perfect circle set in dead
black.






S EV EN

I'T was not acity with banners and golden processions, atemple with drums and bells and the
chanting of priests. It was very cold, very dark, very poor. It was silent.

Food, bedding, oil for lamps, stoves and heating devices, everything that madeit possible for anyone
to live at the Lap of Silong had to be brought up from the eastern hill country on the backs of minules or
human beings, little by little, intiny caravansthat would attract no attention, during the few monthswhen it
was poss ble to reach the place at dl. In the summer thirty or forty men and women stayed there, living in
the caves. Some of them brought books, papers, texts of the Telling. They stayed to arrange and protect
all the books dready there, the thousands and thousands of volumes brought over the decadesfrom all
over the great continent. They stayed to read and study, to be with the books, to be in the cavesfull of
being.

Sutty moved in her first days there through adream of darkness, strangeness. The cavesthemselves
were bewildering: endless bubble chambersinterconnecting, interfacing, dark walls, floors, callingsal
curved into one another seamlesdy, so disorienting that sometimes she fdlt she was floating weightless.
Sounds echoed so they had no direction. There was never enough light.

Her group of pilgrims set up their tentsin agreat vaulted chamber and dept in them, huddled into them
for warmth as they had done during their trek. In other caves were other little constellations of tents. One
maz couple had taken athree-meter, dmost perfectly spherica hollow and made a private nest of it.
Cookstoves and tableswerein alarge, flat-floored cave that received daylight through a couple of high
vents, and everybody met there at mealtimes. The cooks scrupuloudy shared out the food. Never quite
enough, and the same few things over and over: thin tea, boiled bean medl, dry cheese, dried leaves of
spinach-like yota, ataste of hot pickle. Winter food, though it was summer. Food for the roots, for
endurance.

The maz and the students and guides staying there this summer were al from the north and east, the
vast hill countries and plains of the continent's center, Amareza, Doy, Kangnegne. These maz were city
people, far more learned and sophisticated than those of thelittle hill city Sutty knew. Trainedina
profound and ill unbroken intellectua and bodily and spiritua discipline, heirsto atradition vaster, even
initsruin and enforced secrecy, than she had ever concelved, they had an impersondity about them as
well as great persond authority. They did not play the pundit (Uncle Hurree's phrase), but even the
mildest of them was surrounded by akind of aura or field —Sutty hated such words yet had to use them
—that kept one from informal approach. They were aoof, absorbed in the telling, the books, the
treasures of the caves.

The morning after the newcomers arriva, the maz named Igneba and Ikak took them to and through
what they caled the Library. Numbers daubed in luminous paint over the openings corresponded to a
chart of the cavesthat the maz showed them. By going dwaysto alower number, if you lost your way in
the labyrinth —and it was quite easy to do so—you would aways return to the outer caves. The man,
Igneba lkak, carried an eectric torch, but like so much Akan manufacture it was unreliable or defective
and kept failing. Ikak Ignebacarried an ail lantern. From it once or twice she lighted lamps hanging on
the wdlls, to illuminate the caves of being, the round roomsfull of words, wherethe Telling lay hidden, in
slence. Under rock, under snow.

Books, thousands of books, in leather and cloth and wooden and paper bindings, unbound
manuscriptsin carved and painted boxes and jewelled caskets, fragments of ancient writing blazing with
gold leaf, scrollsin tubes and boxes or tied with tape, books on vellum, parchment, rag paper, pulp
paper, handwritten, printed, books on the floors, in boxes, in small crates, on rickety low shelves made
of scrap wood from the crates. In one big cave the volumes stood ranked on two shelves, at waist height
and eyelevd, dug into the walsright around the circumference. Those shelves were the work of long
ago, lkak said, carved by maz living here when it was a smal umyazu and that one room had been dl its
library. Those maz had had the time and means for such work. Now al they could do was lay plastic



sheeting to keep the books from the dirt or bare rock, stack or arrange them as best they could, try to
sort them to some degree, and keep them hidden, keep them safe. Protect them, guard them, and, when
there wastime, read them.

But nobody in one lifetime could read more than afragment of what was here, this broken [abyrinth of
words, this shattered, interrupted, immense story of a people and aworld through the centuries, the
millennia

Odiedin sat down on the floor in one of the sillent, gleam-lit caves where the books stretched away
from the entrance in rows, like rows of mown grass but dark, vanishing into darkness. He sat down
between two rows on the stone floor, picked up asmall book with aworn cloth cover, and helditin his
lap. He bowed his head over it without opening it. Tearsran down his cheeks.

They were free to go into the book caves as they wanted. In the days that followed, Sutty went back
and back, wandering with the small, keen beam of an il lamp to guide her, settling down here and there
to read. She had her noter with her and scanned into it what she read, often whole books she didn't have
timeto read. She read the texts of blessings, the protocols of ceremonies, recipes, prescriptions for
curing cold sores and for living to agreat age, stories, legends, annds, lives of famous maz, lives of
obscure merchants, testimonies of people who lived thousands of years ago and afew years ago, tales of
travel, meditations of mystics, treatises of philosophy and of mathematics, herbals, betiaries, anatomies,
geometries both real and metaphysical, maps of Aka, maps of imaginary worlds, histories of ancient
lands, poems. All the poemsin the world were here.

She kndlt at awooden cratefilled with papers and worn, handmade books, the salvage of some small
umyazu or town, saved from the bulldozer and the bonfire, carried here up the long hard ways of the
Mountain to be safe, to be kept, to tell. By the light of her lamp on the rock floor she opened one of the
books, a child's primer. Theideograms were written large and without any qualifiers of aspect, mood,
number, and Element. On one page was a crude woodcut of aman fishing from a humpbacked bridge.
THE MOUNTAIN ISTHE MOTHER OF THE RIVER, said the ideograms benesath the picture.

Shewould stay in the caves reading till the words of the dead, the utter silence, the cold, the globe of
darkness surrounding her, grew too strange, and she made her way back to daylight and the ' sound of
living voices

She knew now that all shewould ever know of the Telling wasthe least hint or fragment of what there
wasto know. But that was dl right; that was how it was. So long asit was here.

One maz couple was making a catalogue of the booksin their Akan version of Sutty's noter. They had
been coming up to the caves for twenty years, working on the catalogue. They discussed it with her
eagerly, and she promised to try to link her noter with theirsto duplicate and transfer the information.

Though the maz treated her with unfailing courtesy and respect, conversations were mostly forma and
often difficult. They dl had to speak in alanguage not their own, Dovzan. Though the Akans spokeitin
public in their lives'down below,’ it was not the language in which they thought, and not the language of
the Tdling. It wasthe tongue of the enemy. It was abarrier. Sutty redlized how much closer she had
drawn to people in Okzat-Ozkat as she learned their Rangma speech. Severd of the maz of the Library
knew Hainish, which wastaught in the Corporation universities asamark of true education. It wasn't of
much use here, except perhapsin one conversation Sutty had with the young maz Unroy Kigno.

They went out together to enjoy the daylight for an hour and to sweep footsteps away. Since the
helicopter had come so closg, thefirst aircraft that had ever done so, the people of the Library took more
care to sweep away paths or tracks in the snow that might lead an eyein the sky to the entrances of the
caves. Sutty and Unroy had finished the rather pleasant job of throwing the light, dry snow about with
brooms, and were taking a breather, sitting on boulders near the minules stable.

"What is history?' Unroy asked abruptly, using the Hainish word. "Who are historians? Are you one?'

"TheHainishsay | am," Sutty said, and they launched into along and intense lingui tico-philosophica
discussion about whether history and the Telling could be understood as the same thing, or smilar things,
or not dikeat al; about what historians did, what maz did, and why.

"| think history and the Telling are the samething,” Unroy said at last. "They're ways of holding and
keeping things sacred.”



"What is sacredness?"

"What istrueis sacred. What has been suffered. What is beautiful "

"Sothe Tdling triesto find the truth in events ... or the pain, or the beauty?"

"No need to try to find it," said Unroy. "The sacrednessis there. In the truth, the pain, the beauty. So
that thetelling of it is sacred.”

Her partner, Kigno, wasin aprison camp in Doy. He had been arrested and sentenced for teaching
atheigt religion and reactionary antiscience dogma. Unroy knew where he was, a huge sted-mill complex
manned by prisoners, but no communication was possible.

"There are hundreds of thousands of people in the rehabilitation centers,” Unroy told Sutty. "The
Corporation getsits labor cheap.”

"What are you going to do with your prisoner here?’

Unroy shook her head. "I wish held been killed like the other one," she said. "He's a problem we have
no solution to.”

Sutty agreed in bitter Sllence.

The Monitor was being well looked after; severa of the maz were professiona healers. They had put
himinasmal tent by himself and kept him warm and fed. Histent wasin abig cave among seven or eight
tents bel onging to guides and minule hostlers. There was aways somebody there with an ear and an eye,
asthey put it. In any case there was no danger of histrying to escape until his wrenched back and badly
damaged knee mended.

Odiedin visted him daily. Sutty had not yet brought herself to do so.

"HisnameisYara" Odiedintold her.

"HisnameisMonitor," she said, contemptuous.

"Not any longer," Odiedin said drily. "His pursuit of uswas unauthorised. If he goes back to Dovza,
hell be sent to arehabilitation center.”

"A forced |abor camp? Why?'

"Officials must not exceed their orders or take unauthorised action.”

"That wasn't a Corporation helicopter?’

Odiedin shook hishead. "The pilot owned it. Used it to bring suppliesto mountain climbersin the
South Range. Y arahired him. To look for us"

"How strange,” Sutty said. "Was he after me, then?"

"Asaguide."

"l was afraid of that."

"l was not." Odiedin sighed. "The Corporation is so big, its gpparatusis so clumsy, welittle peoplein
these big hills are beneath their notice. We dip through the mesh. Or we've done so for many years. So |
didn't worry. But he wasn't the Corporation police. He was one man. One fanatic.”

"Fanatic?' She laughed. "He believes dogans? He loves the Corporation?”

"He hates us. The maz, the Tdling. Hefearsyou.”

"Asandien?’

"Hethinksyou'll persuade the Ekumen to side with the maz againgt the Corporation.”

"What makes him think that?"

"l don't know. He'sastrange man. | think you should talk with him."

"What for?'

"To hear what he hasto tdll,” Odiedin said.

She puit it off, but conscience pushed her. Odiedin was no scholar, no sage like these maz from the
lowlands, but he had a clear mind and aclear heart. On their long trek she had cometo trust him entirely,
and when she saw him crying over the booksin the Library, she knew sheloved him. She wanted to do
what he asked her to do, eveniif it wasto hear what the Monitor had to tell.

Maybe she could dso tell the Monitor alittle of what he ought to hear. In any case, sooner or later
shed have to face him. And the question of what to do about him. And the question of her responsibility
for hisbeing there.

Before the evening medl the next day, she went to the big cave where they had put him. A couple of



minule handlers were gambling, tossing marked sticks, by lantern light. On the inner wal of the cave, a
pure black concave curve ten meters high, the figure of the Tree had been incised by the dwellers herein
centuries past: the single trunk, the two branches, the five lobes of foliage. Gold lesf till glittered in the
lines of the drawing, and bits of crystd, jet, and moonstone winked among the carved leaves. Her eyes
were wdl | used to darkness now. The glow of asmall eectric light in atent close under the back wall
seemed as bright as sunlight.

"The Dovzan?' she asked the gamblers. One nodded with his chin toward the lighted tent.

The door flap was closed. She stood outsde awhile and findly said, "Monitor?"

The flap opened. She looked in cautioudy. The small interior of the tent was warm and bright. They
had fixed the injured man abed pad with adanted back support so he need not lie entirely flat. The cord
of the door flap, a hand-crank-powered eectric lamp, atiny oil heater, abottle of water, and asmall
noter lay within hisreach.

He had been terribly bruised in the crash, and the bruisng was il livid: blue-black-green dl down the
right sde of hisface, the right eye swollen half shut, both arms spotted with grest brown-blue marks.
Two fingers of hisleft hand werelightly splinted. But Sutty's eyes were on the little device, the noter.

She entered the tent on her knees, and knedling in the narrow clear space, picked up the device and
Sudiedit.

"It doesn't transmit,” the man said.

"So you say," Sutty said, beginning to play withit, to run it through its paces. After awhile she said,
ironicaly, "Apologies for going through your private files, Monitor. I'm not interested in them. But | have
to test thisthing's capacities.

He said nothing.

The device was arecorder notebook, rather flashily designed but with severd serious design flaws,
like so much Akan technol ogy—undigested techshit, she thought. It had no sending or receiving
functions. She st it back down where he could reachit.

That darm relieved, she was aware of her embarrassment and intense discomfort a being shut in this
amal space with this man. She wanted nothing but distance from him. The only way to make it waswith
words.

"What were you trying to do?"

"Follow you."

"Y our government had ordered you not to."

After apause hesaid, "l could not accept that."

" S0 the cog iswiser than the whed 7"

He said nothing. He had not moved at al since opening the door flap. Therigidity of hisbody
probably sgnified pain. She observed it with no feding.

"If you hadn't crashed, what would you have done? Flown back to Dovza and reported—what?
Some cave mouths?"

He said nothing.

"What do you know about this place?"

As she asked the question, sheredlised that he had seen nothing of it but this one cave, afew hostlers,
afew maz. He need never learn what it was. They could blindfold him —probably no need even for that:
just get him out, get him away as soon as he could be moved. He had seen nothing but atravelers resting
place. He had nothing to report.

"Thisisthe Lap of Sllong,” hesaid. "Thelast Library."

"What makesyou think that?' she said, made angry by disappointment.

"Thisiswhere you were coming. The Office of Ethica Purity has been looking for it for along time.
The place where they hide the books. Thisisit."

"Who are 'they,' Monitor?'

"The enemies of the Sate.”

"O Ram!" she said. She sat back, asfar from him as she could get, and hugged her knees. She spoke
dowly, stopping after each sentence. Y ou people have learned everything we did wrong, and nothing we



did right. I wish we'd never cometo Aka. But sincein our own stupid intellectual hubriswe did so, we
should either have refused you the information you demanded, or taught you Terran history. But of
course you wouldn't have listened. Y ou don't believein history. Y ou threw out your own history like
garbage.”

"It was garbage."

His brown skin was greyish where it wasn't black-and-blue. His voice was hoarse and dogged. The
man is hurt and helpless, she thought with neither sympathy nor shame.

"1 know who you are," she said. "Y oure my enemy. Thetrue beiever. The righteous man with the
righteous mission. The onethat jails people for reading and burns the books. That persecutes people who
do exercisesthe wrong way. That dumps out the medicine and pisses on it. That pushes the button that
sends the drones to drop the bombs. And hides behind a bunker and doesn't get hurt. Shielded by God.
Or the gate. Or whatever lie he uses to hide his envy and sdlf-interest and cowardice and lust for power.
It took me awhileto see you, though. Y ou saw meright away. Y ou knew | was your enemy. Was
unrighteous. How did you know it?"

"They sent you to the mountains,”" he said. He had been looking straight forward, but he turned his
head stiffly now to meet her eyes. "To aplace where you would meet the maz. | did not wish any harm to
you, yoz."

After amoment shesaid, "Yoz!"

He had looked away again. She watched his swollen, unreadable face.

He reached out his good hand and began to pump the hand crank of hislamp up and down. Thelittle
square bulb insgde it immediately brightened. For the hundredth timein acorner of her mind Sutty
wondered why the Akans made their lightbulbs square. But the rest of her mind wasfull of shadows,
anger, hate, contempt.

"Did your people let me go to Okzat-Ozkat as adecoy? A tool of your officia ideologues? Were they
hoping I'd lead them here?!

"| thought s0," he said after apause.

"But you told me to keep away from the maz!"

"] thought they were dangerous.”

"Towhom?'

"To... the Ekumen. And my government.” He used the old word, and corrected it: "The Corporation.”

"Y ou don't make sense, Monitor."

He had stopped cranking the lamp. He looked straight ahead again.

"The pilot said, Therethey are," and we came up alongside the path,” he said. "And he shouted, and |
saw your group on the path. And smoke, behind you, smoke coming out of the rocks. But we were
being thrown sideways, into the mountain. Into the rocks. The helicopter was thrown. Pushed.”

He held hisinjured left hand with hisright hand, siffly. He was controlling his shivering.

"Catabatic winds, yoz," Sutty said after awhile, softly. "And very high dtitude for ahelicopter.”

He nodded. He had told himsdlf the same thing. Many times, no doult.

"They hold this place sacred,” she said.

Where did that word come from? Not aword she used. Why was she tormenting him?Wrong,
wrong.

"Listen, Y ara—that's your name? —don't | et rotten-corpse superstition get hold of you. | don't think
Mother Silong paysany attentiontousat al.”

He shook his head, mute. Maybe he had told himself that, too.

She did not know what elseto say to him. After along silence, he spoke.

"] deserve punishment,” he said.

That shook her.

"Well, you got it," shesaid findly. "And you'll probably get more, one way or another. What are we
going to do with you? That has to be decided. It's getting on into late summer. They'retalking of leaving
inafew weeks. So, until then you might aswell take it easy. And get walking again. Because wherever
you go from here, | don't think you'll be flying on the south wind."



Helooked at her again. He was unmistakably frightened. By what she had said? By whatever guilt
had made him say, "I deserve punishment"? Or merely because lying helpless among the enemy wasa
frightening job?

He gave his giff, painful, sngle nod and said, "My knee will be hedled soon.”

As she went back through the caves, she thought that, grotesque as it seemed, there was something
childlike about the man, something smple and pure. Then she said to hersdf, Smpligtic, not smple, and
what the hdll does pure mean? Saintly, holy, al that suff? (Don't Mother-Teresa me, girl, Uncle Hurree
muttered in her mind.) He was smpleminded, with his 'enemy of the state' jargon. And single-minded. A
fanatic, as Odiedin had said. In fact, aterrorist. Pure and smple.

Taking with him had soured her. She wished she had not doneit, had not seen him. Anxiety and
frudtration made her impatient with her friends.

Kieri, with whom she gill shared the tent, though not lately the deeping bag, was cheerful and
affectionate, but her self-confidence wasimpervious. Kieri knew dl she wanted to know. All she wanted
of the Telling was stories and superdtitions. She had no interest in learning from the maz here and never
went into the caves of books. She had come for the mere adventure.

Akidan, on the other hand, wasin a state of hero worship fatally mixed with lust. The guide Shui had
gone back to her village soon after they cameto the caves, leaving Akidan in histent aone, and he had
immediately falen in love with Maz Unroy Kigno. He stuck to her like aminule kid to its mother, gazed a
her with worshiping eyes, memorised her every word. Unfortunately, the only people under the old
system whose sexud life was gtrictly regulated were the maz. Lifelong monogamy wastheir rule, whether
they were or were not with their partner. The maz Sutty had known, asfar as she could see, lived by this
rule. And Akidan, a gentle-natured young man, had no redl intention of questioning or testing it. Hewas
smply smitten, head over heds, apitiful victim of hormone-driven hagiolatry.

Unroy was sorry for him but did not let him know it. She discouraged him harshly, challenging his
sdf-discipline, hislearning, his capacity to become amaz. When he made hisinfatuation too clear, she
turned on him and quoted awell-known tag from The Arbor, "The two that are one are not two, but the
onetha istwoisone...." It seemed afairly subtle reproof, but Akidan turned pale with shame and dunk
away. He had been miserable ever since. Kieri talked with him agood deal and seemed inclined to
comfort him. Sutty rather wished she would. She didn't want the seethe and sway of adolescent
emotions, she wanted adult counsel, mature certainty. She felt that she must go forward and was at a
dead end; must decide and did not know what was to be decided.

The Lap of Silong waswhoally cut off from the rest of the world. No radios or any kind of
communicators were ever brought there, lest signals be traced. News could come only up the
northeastern paths or dong the long, difficult way Sutty's party had come from the southeast. Thislatein
the summer, it was most unlikely that anyone else would arrive; indeed, as she had told the Monitor, the
people here were dready taking of leaving.

She listened to them discuss their plans. It was their custom to depart afew at atime and take
different ways where the paths diverged. As soon asthey could do o, they would join with the small
caravans of summer-village people going down to the foothills. Thusthe pilgrimage, the way to the caves,
had been kept invisble for forty years.

It was dready too late, Odiedin told her, to go back the way their group had come, on the southeast
trail. The guides from the deep village had lft for home promptly, and even so expected to meet slorm
and snow on Zubuam. The rest of them would have to go down into Amareza, the hill region northesst of
Silong, and work their way around the end of the Headwaters Range and back up through the foothillsto
Okzat-Ozkat. On foot it would take a couple of months. Odiedin thought they could get lifts on trucks
through the hill country, though they would have to split up into pairsto do so.

It al sounded frightening and improbable to Sutty. To follow her guides up into the mountains, to
follow ahidden way through the clouds to a secret, sacred place, was one thing; to wander like abeggar,
to hitchhike, anonymous and unprotected, in the vast countrysides of an dien world, was another thing
atogether. Shetrusted Odiedin, yes, but she wanted very badly to get in touch with Tong Ov.

And what were they going to do with the Monitor? Let him loose to run and blab to the bureaus and



the ministries about the last great cache of banned books? He might be in termind disgrace, but before
his bosses sent him off to the salt mines, they'd hear what he had to report.

And what would she say to Tong Ov when and if she ever did talk to him again? He had sent her to
find Akashistory, itslogt, outlawed past, itstrue being, and she had found it. But then what?

What the maz wanted of her was clear and urgent: they wanted her to save their treasure. It wasthe
only thing clear to her in the obscure turmoil of her thoughts and fedings since she had talked to the
Monitor.

Wheat she hersdalf wanted —would have wanted, if it had been possible—wasto stay here. Tolivein
the caves of being, to read, to hear the Telling, here where it was still complete or nearly complete, il
one unbroken story. To livein the forest of words. To listen. That was what she wasfitted for, what she
longed to do, and could not.

Asthe maz longed to do and could not.

"We were stupid, yoz Sutty," said Goiri Engnake, a maz from the greet city of Kangnegnein the
center of the continent, ascholar of philosophy who had served fourteen yearsin an agricultura labor
camp for disseminating reactionary ideology. She was aworn, tough, abrupt woman. "Carrying
everything up here. We should have left it al over the place. Left the books with whoever had the books,
and made copies. Spent our time copying, instead of bringing everything we have together where they
can destroy it dl at once. But you see we're old-fashioned. People thought about how long it takes to
copy, how dangerousitisto try to print. They didn't look at the machines the Corporation started
making, the waysto copy thingsin an ingant, to put whole librariesinto a computer. Now weve got our
treasure where we can't use those technologies. We can't bring a computer up here, and if we could,
how would we power it? And how long would it taketo put dl thisinto it?’

"With Akan technology, years," Sutty said. "With what's available to the Ekumen, asummer, maybe."

Looking at Goiri's face, she added, dowly, "If we were authorised to do so. By the Corporation of
Aka. And by the Stabiles of the Ekumen.”

"l undergtand.”

They werein the 'kitchen,’ the cave where they cooked and ate. It was sedled to the extent that it
could be kept habitably warm, and was the gathering place, at dl hours, for discussonsand
conversations. They had eaten breskfast and were each nursing along a cup of very weak bezit tea. It
starts the flow and reunites, Iziezi murmured in her mind.

"Would you ask the Envoy to request such authorisation, yoz?"

"Yes, of course," Sutty said. After apause, "That is, | would ask him if he considered it feasible, or
wise. If such arequest indicated to your government that this place exists, we'd have blown your cover,
mez.

Gairi grinned a Sutty's choice of words. They were of course spesking in Dovzan. "But maybethe
fact that you know about it, that the Ekumen isinterested in it, would protect the Library,” she said.
"Prevent them from sending the police here to destroy it."

"Maybe"

"The Executives of the Corporation hold the Ekumen in very high respect.”

"Y es. They dso hold its Envoys completely out of touch with everybody on Akaexcept ministersand
bureaucrats. The Corporation has been given agreat ded of useful information. In return, the Ekumen
has been given agreat ded of useless propaganda.”

Goiri pondered this, and asked at last, "If you know that, why do you alow it?'

"Well, Maz Gairi, the Ekumen takes a very long view. So long that it's often hard for a short-lived
being to live with. The principle we work on isthat withholding knowledge is dways a mistake—in the
long run. So if asked to tell what we know, wetell it. To that extent, we're like you, maz."

"No longer," Goiri said bitterly. "All we know, we hide."

"Y ou have no choice. Y our bureaucrats are dangerous people. They're believers. Sutty sipped her
tea. Her throat was dry. "On my world, when | was growing up, there was a powerful group of believers.
They bdieved that their beliefs should prevail absolutely, that no other way of thinking should exist. They
sabotaged the information storage networks and destroyed libraries and schools al over the world. They



didn't destroy everything, of course. It can be pieced back together. But... damage was done. That kind
of damage is something like astroke. One recovers, dmost. But you know dl that."

She stopped. She was talking too much. Her voice was shaking. She was getting too closeto it. Far
too closetoit. Wrong.

Goiri looked shaken too. "All I know of your world, yoz ..."

"Isthat we fly around in space ships bringing enlightenment to lesser, backward worlds,” Sutty said.
Then she dapped one hand on the table and the other across her mouth.

Goiri stared.

"It'saway the Rangma have of reminding themselvesto shut up,” Sutty said. She smiled, but her
hands were shaking now.

They were both slent for awhile.

"] thought of you ... of al the people of the Ekumen, asvery wise, above error. How childish,” Goiri
sad. "How unfair.”

Another Slence.

"I'll dowhat | can, maz," Sutty said. "If and when | get back to Dovza City. It might not be safeto try
to get in touch with the Mobile by telephone from Amareza. | could say, for the wiretappers, that we got
lost trying to hike up to Silong and found an eastern path out of the mountains. But if | turnupin
Amareza, where | wasn't authorised to go, they'll ask questions. | can clam up, but | don't think | can lie.
| mean, not well.... And theré's the problem of the Monitor."

"Yes. | wish you would talk to him, yoz Sutty."

Et tu, Brute? said Uncle Hurree, his eyebrows sarcastic.

"Why, Maz Goiri?'

"Well, heis—asyou cal it—abdiever. And asyou say, that's dangerous. Tell him what you told me
about your Earth. Tell him more than you told me. Tdl him that belief isthe wound that knowledge heals.”
Sutty drank thelast of her tea. The taste was bitter, ddlicate. "I can't remember where| heard that.

Not inabook. | heard it told."

"Teran said it to Penan. After he was wounded fighting the barbarians.”

Sutty remembered now: the circle of mournersin the green valey under the great dopes of one and
snow, the body of the young man covered with thin, ice-white cloth, the voice of the maz telling the story.

Goiri said, "Teran wasdying. He said, 'My brother, my husband, my love, my sdlf, you and | believed
that we would defeat our enemy and bring peace to our land. But belief isthe wound that knowledge
hedls, and death beginsthe Telling of our life' Then he died in Penan'sarms.”

The grave, yoz. Where it begins.

"I can carry that message,” Sutty said findly. "Though bigots have smdll ears™



EIGHT

HIStentw as lighted only by the faint glimmer of the hester. When she entered, he began pumping
thelittle crank of the lantern. It took along timeto brighten, and the glow was small and fegble.

She sat down cross-legged in the empty haf of the tent. Aswell as she could make out, hisface was
no longer swollen, though still discolored. The backboard was set so that he was Sitting up dmost
draight.

"You lie hereinthe dark, night and day," she said. "It must be strange. Sensory deprivation. How do
you passthetime?' She heard the cold sharpness of her voice.

"l deep,” hesad. "l think."

"Therefore you are----Do you recite dogans? Onward, upward, forward? Reactionary thought isthe
defeeted enemy?”

He sad nothing.

A book lay beside the bed pad. She picked it up. It was a schoolbook, a collection of poems, stories,
exemplary lives, and so on, for children of ten or 0. It took her some momentsto redisethat it was
printed in ideograms, not in aphabet. She had practicaly forgotten that in the Monitor'sworld, in modern
Aka, everything wasin alphabet, that the ideograms were banned, illegal, unused, forgotten.

"Can you read this?' she demanded, startled and somehow unnerved.

"Odiedin Manmagaveittome.”

"Canyou read it?'

"Sowly."

"When did you learn to read rotten-corpse primitive anti-scientific writing, Monitor?”'

"When | wasaboy."

"Who taught you?'

"The peoplel lived with."

"Who were they?"

"My mother's parents.”

His answers came always after a pause, and spoken low, amost mumbled, liketherepliesof a
humiliated schoolboy to a goading questioner. Sutty was abruptly overcome with shame. Shefdlt her
cheeks burn, her head swim.

Wrong again. Worse than wrong.

After aprolonged silence she said, "1 beg your pardon for the way I've been talking to you. | didiked
your manner to me, on the boat and in Okzat-Ozkat. | came to hate you when | thought you responsible
for destroying Maz Sotyu Ang's herbary, hislifework, hislife. And for hounding my friends. And
hounding me. | hate the bigotry you believein. But I'll try not to hate you."

"Why?" he asked. His voice was cold, as she remembered it.

"Hate eatsthe hater," she quoted from afamiliar text of the Telling.

He sat impassive, tense as dways. She, however, began to relax. Her confession had relieved not
only her shame but aso the resentful oppression she had felt in his presence. She got her legsinto amore
comfortable semi-lotus, Sraightened her back. She was ableto look at him instead of sneaking glances.
Shewatched hisrigid face for awhile. He would not or could not say anything, but she could.

"They want meto talk to you," she said. "They want meto tell you what lifeislike on Terra. The sad
and ugly truthsyou'l find at the end of the March to the Stars. So that maybe you'll begin to ask yoursalf
that fatal question: Do | know what I'm doing? But you probably don't want to.... Also I'm curious about
what lifeés like for someone like you. What makes aman aMonitor. Will you tdl me? Why did you live
with your grandparents? Why did you learn to read the old writing? Y ou're about forty, | should think. It
was aready banned when you were a child, wasn't it?"

He nodded. She had put the book back down. He picked it up, seeming to study the flowing
cdligraphy of thetitle on the cover: EWEL FRUITS FROM THE TREE OF LEARNING.



"Tdl me" shesad. "Where were you born?"

"Bolov Y eda On the western coast.”

"And they named you Y ara—'Strong.™

He shook his head. "They named me Azyaru,” he said.

Azya Aru. She had been reading about them just aday or so ago in a History of the Western
Lands, which Unroy showed her in one of their foraysinto the Library. A maz couple of two centuries
ago, Azyaand Aru had been the chief founders and gpostles of the Tdlling in Dovza. Thefirgt boss maz.
Dovzan culture heroes, until the secularisation. Under the Corporation, they had no doubt become culture
villains, until they could betotaly erased, whited out, deleted.

"Were your parents maz, then?"

"My grandparents.” He held the book asif it wereatdisman. "Thefirst thing | remember ismy
grandfather showing me how to write the word ‘tree.™ Hisfinger on the cover of the book sketched the
two-stroke ideogram. "We were Sitting on the porch, in the shade, where we could seethe sea. The
fishing boats were coming in. Bolov Y edaison hills above abay. The biggest city on the coast. My
grandparents had a beautiful house. There was avine growing over the porch, up to the roof, with athick
trunk and yellow flowers. They held the Tdling in the house every day. They went to the umyazu in the
evenings”

He used the forbidden pronoun, he/she/they. He was not aware of it, Sutty thought. His voice had
become soft, husky, easy.

"My parents were schoolteachers. They taught the new writing at the Corporation school. | learned i,
but I liked the old writing better. | was interested in writing, in books. In the things my grandparents
taught me. They thought | was born to be amaz. Grandmother would say, 'Oh, Kiem, let the child go
play!" But Grandfather would want me to stay and learn one more set of characters, and | aways wanted
to please him. To do better.... Grandmother taught me the spoken things, the things children learned of
the Tdling. But | liked the writing better. | could make it look beautiful. | could keep it. The spoken
wordsjust went out like the wind, and you aways had to say them al over again to keep them dive. But
the writing stayed, and you could learn to make it better. More beautiful .

" S0 you went to live with your grandparents, to study with them?”

He answered with the same quietness and amost dreamy ease. "When | wasalittle child, we lived
there dll together. Then my father became a school administrator. And my mother entered the Ministry of
Information. They were transferred to Tambe, and then to Dovza City. My mother had to travel agreat
ded. They both rose very quickly in the Corporation. They were vauable officids. Very active. My
grandparents said it would be better if | stlayed home with them, while my parents were moving about
and working so hard. So | did.”

"And you wanted to stay with them?"

"Oh, yes" he said, with complete smplicity. "I was happy.”

The word seemed to echo in hismind, to jar him out of the quietness from which he had been
gpeaking. He turned his head away from Sutty, an abrupt movement that brought vividly to her mind the
moment on the street in Okzat-Ozkat when he said to her with passionate anger and pleading, "Do not
betray usl"

They sat awhile without speaking. No one else was moving about or talking in the Tree Cave. Deep
dlenceinthe Lgp of Sllong.

"l grew upinavillage" Sutty said. "With my uncle and aunt. Really my great-uncle and grest-aunt.
Uncle Hurree was thin and quite dark-skinned, with white bristly hair and eyebrows— terrible
eyebrows. | thought he frowned lightning out of them, when | waslittle. Aunty was atremendous cook
and manager. She could organise anybody. | learned to cook before | learned how to read. But Uncle
did teach me, findly. HEd been aprofessor at the University of Calcutta. A grest city in my part of Terra
Hetaught literature. We had five roomsin the house in the village, and they were dl full of books, except
the kitchen. Aunty wouldn't allow booksin the kitchen. But they were piled al over my room, al around
thewadlls, under the bed and the table. When | first saw the Library caves here, | thought of my room at
home."



"Did your uncleteach in the village?"

"No. He hid there. We hid. My parentswere hiding in adifferent place. Lying low. Therewasakind
of revolution going on. Like yours here, but the other way round. Peoplewnho ... But I'd rather listen to
you than talk about that. Tell me what happened. Did you haveto leave your grandparents? How old
wereyou?"'

"Eleven," hesad.

She listened. He spoke.

"My grandparents were very active too," he said. His tone had become leaden, labored, though hedid
not hesitate for words. "But not asloya producer-consumers. They were leaders of aband of
underground reactionary activists. Fomenting cult activities and teaching anti-science. | didn't understand
that. They took me to the meetings they organised. | didn't know they wereillega meetings. The umyazu
was closed, but they didn't tell me that the police had closed it. They didn't send meto Corporation
school. They kept me home and taught me only superstition and deviant mordity. Finally my father
reglised what they were doing. Heand

my mother had separated. He hadn't been to see me for two years, but he sent for me. A man came.
He cameat night. | heard my grandmother talking very loudly, angrily. I'd never heard her talk that way. |
got up and cameinto the front room. My grandfather was ditting in hischair, just sitting, he didn't look at
me or say anything. Grandmother and a man were facing each other acrossthe table. They looked at me,
and then the man looked at her. She said, 'Go get dressed, Azyaru, your father wants you to come see’
him." | went and got dressed. When | came out again, they were still just the way they had been, exactly
the same: Grandfather Sitting like an old, deaf, blind man staring at nothing, and Grandmother standing
with her handsin fists on the table, and the man standing there. | began crying. | said, ‘I don't want to go,
| want to stay here.' Then Grandmother came and held my shoulders, but she pushed me. She pushed me
at theman. He said, 'Comeon.' And shesaid, 'Go, Azyaru!" And I... went with him."

"Where did you go?' Sutty asked in awhisper.

"To my father in Dovza City. | went to school there" A long silence. He said, "Tdl me about... your
village. Why you were hiding."

"Far'sfar,” Sutty said. "But it'salong story."

"All storiesarelong,” he murmured. The Fertiliser had said something like that once. Short stories are
only pieces of the long one, he had said.

"What's hard to explain is about God, on my world," she said.

"l know God," Yarasaid.

That made her smile. It lightened her for amoment. "I'm sure you do," she said. "But what might be
hard to understand, here, iswhat God is, there. Here, it'saword and not much el se. In your State theism,
it seems to mean what's good. What'sright. Isthat right?"

"God isReason, yes," he said, rather uncertainly.

"Wdl, on Terra, the word has been an enormoudy important one for thousands of years, among many
peoples. And usually it doesn't refer so much to what's reasonable as to what's mysterious. What can't be
understood. So there are al kinds of ideas of God. Oneisthat God is an entity that created everything
elseand isresponsible for everything that exists and happens. Like akind of universd, eternd
Corporation.”

He looked intent but puzzled.

"Where | grew up, in the village, we knew about that kind of God, but we had alot of other kinds.
Loca ones. A great many of them. They al were each other, though, redlly. There were some great ones,
but | didn't know much about them as achild. Only from my name. Aunty explained my nameto me
once. | asked, 'Why am | Sutty? And she said, 'Sutty was God'swife." And | asked, Am | Ganesh's
wife? Because Ganesh wasthe God | knew best, and | liked him. But she said, 'No, Shivas''

"All I knew about Shivathen wasthat he hasalovely white bull that's hisfriend. And he haslong, dirty
hair and he's the greatest dancer in the universe. He dances the worlds into being and out of being. He's
very strange and ugly and he'sdwaysfasting. Aunty told me that Sutty loved him so much that she
married him againgt her father'swill. | knew that was hard for agirl to do in those days, and | thought she



was very brave. But then Aunty told methat Sutty went back to see her father. And her father talked

insultingly about Shivaand was extremey rude to him. And Sutty was so angry and ashamed that she
died of it. Shedidn't do anything, shejust died. And ever sncethen, faithful wiveswho die when their
husbands die are called after her. Well, when Aunty told methat, | said, 'Why did you name mefor a
gupid slly woman likethat!

"And Unclewas listening, and he said, 'Because Sati is Shiva, and Shivais Sati. You are the lover and
the griever. Y ou are the anger. Y ou are the dance.’

"So | decided if | had to be Sutty, it was dl right, so long as| could be Shivatoo_ "

Shelooked at Y ara. He was absorbed and utterly bewildered.

"Wdl, never mind about that. It isterribly complicated. But dl the same, when you have alot of Gods,
maybe it's easier than having one. We had a God rock among the roots of a big tree near the road.
Peoplein the village painted it red and fed it butter, to pleaseit, to please themselves. Aunty put
marigolds at Ganesh'sfeet every day. Hewasalittle bronze God with an anima nose in the back room.
He was Shiva's son, actudly. Much kinder than Shiva. Aunty recited things and sang to him. Doing
pooja. | used to help her do pooja. | could sing some of the songs. | liked the incense and the
marigolds.... But these people | haveto tell you about, the people we were hiding from, they didn't have
any little Gods. They hated them. They only had one big one. A big boss God. Whatever they said God
said to do wasright. Whoever didn't do what they said God said to do waswrong. A lot of people
believed this. They were called Unists. One God, one Truth, one Earth. And they... They made alot of
trouble”

The words came out foolish, babyish, primer words for the years of agony.

"You see, my people, | mean al of uson Earth, had done alot of damage to our world, fought over it,
used it up, wasted it. Thereld been plagues, famines, misery for so long. People wanted comfort and
help. They wanted to believe they were doing something right. | guessif they joined the Unigts, they could
believe everything they did wasright."

He nodded. That he understood.

"The Unigt Fathers said that what they caled evil knowledge had brought al thismisery. If therewas
no evil knowledge, people would be good. Unholy knowledge should be destroyed to make room for
holy belief. They opposed science, dl learning, everything except what wasin their own books."

"Likethemaz."

"No. No, | think that'samistake, Yara. | can't see that the Telling excludes any knowledge, or cals
any knowledge evil, or anything unholy. It doesn't include anything of what Akahaslearned in the last
century from contact with other civilisations— that'strue. But | think that's only because the maz didn't
have timeto start working al that new information into the Telling before the Corporation State took over
asyour central socid indtitution. It replaced the maz with bureaucrats, and then crimindised the Telling.
Pushed it underground, whereit couldn't develop and grow. Called it unholy knowledge, in fact. What |
don't understand iswhy the Corporation thought such violence, such brutal use of power, was
necessary."

"Because the maz had had al the wealth, al the power. They kept the people ignorant, drugged with
ritesand superdtitions.”

"But they didn't keep the peopleignorant! What isthe Tdling but teaching whatever's known to
whoever will ligen?"

He hesitated, rubbed his hand over his mouth. "Maybe that was the old way," he said. "Maybe once.
But it wasn't like that. In Dovzathe maz were oppressors of the poor. All the land belonged to the
umyazu. Their schoolstaught only fossilised, useless knowledge. They refused to let people have the new
judtice, the new learning—"

"Violently?'

Agan he hestated.

"Yes. In Bels the reactionary mob killed two officids of the Corporation State. There was
disobedience everywhere. Defiance of the law.”

He rubbed his hand hard over hisface, though it must have hurt the sore, discolored temple and



cheek.

"Thisishow it was" he said. "Y our people came here and they brought anew world with them. A
promise of our own world made greater, made better. They wanted to give usthat. But the people who
wanted to accept that world were stopped, prevented, by the old ways. The old ways of doing
everything. The maz mumbling forever about things that happened ten thousand years ago, claiming they
knew everything about everything, refusing to learn anything new, keeping people poor, holding us back.
They were wrong. They were sdfish. Usurers of knowledge. They had to be pushed aside, to make way
for thefuture. And if they kept standing in the way, they had to be punished. We had to show people that
they were wrong. My grandparents were wrong. They were enemies of the state. They would not admit
it. They refused to change.”

He had begun talking evenly, but by the end he was breathing in gasps, staring ahead of him, hishand
clenched on thelittle primer.

"What happened to them?"

"They were arrested soon after | cameto live with my father. They werein prisonfor ayear in
Tambe." A long pause. "A great number of recalcitrant reactionary |eaders were brought to Dovza City
for ajust public trid. Those who recanted were allowed to do rehabilitative work on the Corporate
Farms." Hisvoice was colorless. "Those who did not recant were executed by the producer-consumers
of Aka"

"They were shot?"

"They were brought into the Great Square of Justice." He stopped short.

Sutty remembered the place, aplain of pavement surrounded by the four tal, ponderous buildings
housing the Central Courts. It was usudly jammed with staled traffic and hurrying pedestrians.

Y arabegan to talk again, ill looking straight ahead at what he wastelling.

"They al stood in the middle of the square, ingde arope, with police guarding them. People had come
from al over to seejustice done. There were thousands of peoplein the square. All around the criminas.
Andin dl the dtreetsleading to the square. My father brought me to see. We stood in ahigh window in
the Supreme Court building. He put mein front of him so that | could see. There were piles of stones,
building stones from umyazu that had been pulled down, big piles at the corners of the square. | didn't
know what they were for. Then the police gave an order, and everybody pushed in toward the middle of
the square where the criminals were. They began to beat them with the stones. Their arms went up and
down and ... They were supposed to throw the rocks, to stone the criminals, but there were too many
people. It was too crowded. Hundreds of police, and al the people. So they beat them to death. It went
onforalongtime."

"Y ou had to watch?"

"My father wanted me to see that they had been wrong.”

He spoke quite steadily, but his hand, his mouth gave him away. He had never | eft that window
looking down into the square. He was twelve years old and stood there watching for therest of hislife.

So he saw his grandparents had been wrong. What €l se could he have seen?

Again along silence. Shared.

To bury pain so deep, so deep you never need fed it. Bury it under anything, everything. Be agood
son. A good girl. Walk over the graves and never look down. Keep far the Dog that's friend to men
___But there were no graves. Smashed faces, splintered skulls, blood-clotted grey hair in ahegpin the
middle of asquare.

Fragments of bone, tooth fillings, adust of exploded flesh, awhiff of gas. The smdll of burning inthe
ruinsof abuildingintherain.

"So fter that you lived in Dovza City. And entered the Corporation. The Socio-cultura Bureau.”

"My father hired tutorsfor me. To remedy my education. | qudified well in the examinations.”

"Areyou maried, Yara?'

"l was. For two years."

“No child?'

He shook his head.



He continued to gaze straight ahead. He sat iffly, not moving. His deeping bag was tented up over
one knee on akind of frame Tobadan had made to immobilise the knee and relieve the pain. Thelittle
book lay by hishand, JEWEL FRUITS FROM THE TREE OF LEARNING.

Sutty bent forward to loosen her shoulder muscles, sat up straight again.

"Goiri asked meto tell you about my world. Maybe | can, because my life hasn't been so different
from yours, in someways.... | told you about the Unists. After they took over the government of our part
of the country, they started having what they called cleansingsin the villages. It got more and more unsafe
for us. Peopletold uswe should hide our books, or throw them in the river. Uncle Hurree was dying
then. His heart wastired, he said. He told Aunty she should get rid of his books, but she wouldn't. He
died there with them around him.

"After that, my parents were able to get Aunty and me out of India. Clear across the world, to another
continent, in the north, to a city where the government wasn't rdligious. There were some citieslike that,
mostly where the Ekumen had started schools that taught the Hainish learning. The Unists hated the
Ekumen and wanted to keep dl the extraterrestrids off Earth, but they were afraid to try to do it directly.
So they encouraged terrorism againgt the Pales and the angible ingtallations and anything esethe dien
demons were responsible for."

She used the English word demon, there being no such word in Dovzan. She paused awhile, took a
deep, conscious breath. Yarasat in the intense silence of the listener.

"So | went to high school and college there, and started training to work for the Ekumen. About that
time, the Ekumen sent anew Envoy to Terra, aman caled Dazul, who'd grown up on Terra. He cameto
have agreat ded of influence among the Unist Fathers. Before very long they were giving him more and
more control, taking orders from him. They said he was an ange — that's amessenger from God. Some
of them began to say he was going to save al mankind and bring them to God, and s0 ..." But therewas
no Akan word for worship. "They lay down on the ground in front of him and praised him and begged
him to be kind to them. And they did whatever he told them to do, because that wastheir idea of how to
do right —to obey orders from God. And they thought Dalzul spoke for God. Or was God. So within a
year he got them to dismantle the theocratic regime. In the name of God.

"Mogt of the old regions or states were going back to democratic governments, choosing their leaders
by dection, and restoring the Terran Commonwedth, and wel coming people from the other worlds of the
Ekumen. It was an exciting time. It was wonderful to watch Unism fal to pieces, crumbleinto fragments.
More and more of the believers believed Dazul was God, but aso more and more of them decided that
hewasthe... opposite of God, entirely wicked. There was one kind called the Repentants, who went
around in processions throwing ashes on their heads and whipping each other to atone for having
misunderstood what God wanted. And alot of them broke off from al the others and set up someman, a
Unigt Father or aterrorist leader, asa Savior of their own, and took ordersfrom him. They wereall
dangerous, they were dl violent. The Dazulites had to protect Dalzul from the anti-Dazulites. They
wanted to kill him. They were dways planting bombs, trying suicideraids. All of them. They'd aways
used violence, because their belief judtified it. It told them that God rewards those who destroy unbelief
and the unbdliever. But mostly they were destroying each other, tearing each other to pieces. They cdled
it the Holy Wars. It was afrightening time, but it seemed asif there was no real problem for therest of us
—Unismwasjust teking itsdlf gpart.

"Wdll, beforeit got asfar asthat, when the Liberation was just beginning, my city was set free. And
we danced in the streets. And | saw awoman dancing. And | fdll in love with her."

She stopped.

It had &l been easy enough, to this point. This point beyond which she had never gone. The story that
she had told only to hersdlf, only in silence, before deep, stopped here. Her throat began to tighten.

"1 know you think that'swrong," she said.

After ahesitation, he said, "Because no children can be born of such union, the Committee on Mora
Hygiene declared — "

"Yes, | know. The Unigt Fathers declared the same thing. Because God created women to be vessels
for men's semen. But after freedom we didn't have to hidefor fear of being sent to reviva camps. Like



your maz coupleswho get sent to rehabilitation centers.” Shelooked at him, challenging.

But he did not take the challenge. He accepted what she said and waited, listening.

She could not talk her away around it or away from it. She had to talk her way through it. She had to
tdl it.

"We lived together for two years," she said. Her voice came out so softly that he turned allittle toward
her to hear. " She was much prettier than me, and much moreintelligent. And kinder. And she laughed.
Sometimes she laughed in her deep. Her name was Pao.”

With the name came the tears, but she held them back.

"l was two years older and ayear ahead of her in our training. | stayed back ayear to be with her in
Vancouver. Then | had to go and begin training in the Ekumenica Center, in Chile. A long way south.
Pao was going to join me when she graduated from the university. We were going to study together and
be ateam, an Observer team. Go to new worlds together. We cried alot when | had to leave for Chile,
but it wasn't as bad as we thought it would be. It wasn't bad at dl, redlly, because we could talk al the
time on the phone and the net and we knew we'd see each other in the winter, and then after the spring
she'd come down and wed be together forever. We were together. We were like maz. We were two
that weren't two, but one. It was akind of pleasure or joy, missing her, because she wasthere, shewas
there to miss. And she told me the same thing, she said that when | came back in the winter, she was
goingto missmissngme...."

She had begun crying, but the tears were easy, not hard. Only she had to stop and sniff and wipe her
eyesand nose.

"So | flew back to VVancouver for the holiday. It was summer in Chile, but winter there. And we ... we
hugged and kissed and cooked dinner. And we went to see my parents, and Pao's parents, and walked
in the park, where there were big trees, old trees. It wasraining. It rainsalot there. | lovetherain.”

Her tears had stopped.

"Pap went to the library, downtown, to look up something for the examinations she'd be taking after
the holiday. | was going to go with her, but | had a cold, and she said, 'Stay here, you'll just get soaked,’
and | felt likelying around being lazy, so | stayed in our gpartment, and fell adleep.

"TherewasaHoly War raid. It was agroup cdled the Purifiers of Earth. They believed that Da zul
and the Ekumen were servants of the anti-God and should be destroyed. A lot of them had beenin the
Unist military forces. They had some of the wegpons the Unist Fathers had stockpiled. They used them
againg thetraining schools."

She heard her voice, asflat as hishad been.

"They used drones, unmanned bombers. From hundreds of kilos away, in the Dakotas. They hid
underground and pressed a button and sent the drones. They blew up the college, the library, blocks and
blocks of the downtown. Thousands of people were killed. Thingslike that happened dl thetimein the
Holy Wars. Shewas just one person. Nobody, nothing, one person. | wasn't there. | heard the noise.”

Her throat ached, but it aways did. It dwayswould.

She could not say anything more for awhile.

Y araasked softly, "Were your parentskilled?"

The question touched her. It moved her to a place where she could respond. She said, "No. They
weredl right. | went to stay with them. After that | went back to Chile."

They sat quietly. Insde the mountain, in the caves full of being. Sutty was weary, spent. She could see
inY arasface and hands that he wastired and till in pain. The silence they shared after their wordswas
peaceful, ablessing earned. .

After along time she heard people talking, and roused hersdlf from that silence.

She heard Odiedin's voice, and presently he spoke outside the tent: "Y ara?”’

"Comein," Yarasad. Sutty pulled the flap aside.

"Ah," said Odiedin. In the wegk light of the lantern his dark, high-cheekboned face peering in at them
was an amiable goblin mask.

"Weve been talking," Sutty said. She emerged from the tent, stood beside Odiedin, stretched.

"l camefor your exercises,” Odiedin said to Yara, knedling &t the entrance.



"Will he be on hisfeet soon?' she asked Odiedin.

"Udng crutchesis hard because of the way his back was hurt," he answered. " Some of the muscles
haven't resttached. We keep working on it."

He went into the tent on hisknees.

She turned away, then turned back and looked in. To leave without aword, after such a conversation
asthey had had, was wrong.

"I'll come again tomorrow, Yara," she said. He made some soft reply. She stood up, looking at the
caveinthefaint glow reflected from the sdes of the other tents. She could not see the carving of the Tree
on the high back wall, only one or two of thetiny, winking jewdsinitsfoliage.

The Tree Cave had an exit to the outside, not far from Y ardstent. It led through asmaller caveto a
short passage that ended in an arch so low that one had to crawl out into the light of day.

She emerged from that and stood up. She had pulled out her dark goggles, expecting to be dazzled,
but the sun, hidden al afternoon by the great bulk of Silong, was setting or had set. The light was gentle,
with afaint violet tinge. A little snow had falen during the last few hours. The broad hdlf circle of the
cirque, like a stage seen from the backdrop, stretched away pale and untrodden to its outer edge. The air
was quiet here under the wall of the mountain, but there at the edge, a hundred meters or so away, wind
picked up and dropped the fine, dry snow in thin flurries and skeins, forever restless.

Sutty had been out to the edge only once. The cliff beneath it was sheer, dightly undercut, amile-deep
gulf. It had made her head swim, and as she stood there, the wind had tugged at her, gusting
treacheroudly.

She gazed now over that smdll, ceasdaless dance of the blown snow, across the emptiness of twilit air
to Zubuam. The dopes of the Thunderer were vague, pae, remote in evening. She sood along time
watching thelight die.

She went to talk with Y aramost afternoons now, after she had explored another section of the
Library and had worked with the maz who were cataloguing it. She and he never came back directly to
what they had told each other of their lives, though it underlay everything they said, adark foundation.

She asked him onceif he knew why the Corporation had granted Tong's request, dlowing an
offworlder outside the information-restricted, controlled environment of Dovza City. "Was| atest case?!
sheasked. "Or alure?'

It was not easy for him to overcome the habit of hisofficid life, of al officid lives: to protect and
aggrandise his power by withholding information, and to let slenceimply he had information even when
he didn't. He had obeyed that rule dl hisadult life and probably could not have broken from it now, if he
had not lived asa child within the Telling. Asit was, he Sruggled visibly to answer. Sutty saw that
struggle with compunction. Lying here, a prisoner of hisinjuries, dependent on his enemies, he had no
power at al exceptin slence. To giveit up, to let it go, to speak, took vaor. It cost him dl he had | eft.

"My department was not informed,” he began, then stopped, and began again: "1 believe that there
have," and findly, doggedly, he sarted over, forcing himsdlf through the jargon of hiscalling: "There have
been high-level discussions concerning foreign policy for severa years. Since an Akan ship ison itsway
to Hain, and being informed that an Ekumenical ship is scheduled to arrive next year, some elements
within the Council have advocated amore relaxed policy. It was said that there might be profit if some
doors were opened to an increase of mutua exchange of information. Othersinvolved in decisonson
these matterstook the view that Corporation control of dissdenceis till far too incomplete for any laxity
to be advisable. A... aform of compromise was eventudly attained among the factions of opinion on the
meatter."

When Y arahad run out of passive constructions, Sutty made arough mental trandation and said, "So
| was the compromise? A test case, then. And you were assigned to watch me and report.”

"No," Yarasaid with sudden bluntness. "I asked to. Was dlowed to. At first. They thought when you
saw the poverty and backwardness of Rangma, you'd go back quickly to the city. When you settled in
Okzat-Ozkat, the Central Executive didn't know how to exert control without giving offense. My
department was overruled again. | advised that you be sent back to the capital. Even my superiorswithin
the department ignored my reports. They ordered me back to the capital. They won't listen. They won't



believe the strength of the maz in the towns and the countryside. They think the Telling isover!”

He spoke with intense and desolate anger, caught in the trap of his complex, insoluble pain. Sutty
could think of nothing to say to him.

They sat therein asilence that gradually became more peaceful asthey listened and surrendered to
the pure silence of the caves.

"Youwereright,” shesaid at last.

He shook his head, contemptuous, impatient. But when sheleft, saying she would look in again
tomorrow, he muttered, "Thank you, yoz Sutty." Servile address, meaninglessritual phraseology. From
the heart.

After that their conversations were easier. He wanted her to tell him about Earth, but it was hard for
him to understand, and often, though she thought he did understand, he denied it. He protested: "All you
tell meisabout destruction, crud actions, how things went badly. Y ou hate your Earth.”

"No," she said. Shelooked up at the tent wall. She saw the curvein theroad just as you cameto the
village, and the roadside dust she and Moti played in. Red dust. Moti showed her how to makelittle
villages out of mud and pebbles, planting flowers al around them. He was awhole year older than she
was. The flowerswilted a oncein the hot, hot sun of endless summer. They curled up and lay down and
went back into the dark red mud that dried to silken dust.

"No, no," shesaid. "My world's beautiful beyond tdling, and | loveit, Yara I'mtelling you
propaganda. I'm trying to tell you why, before your government started imitating what we do, they'd have
done better to look at who we are. And at what we did to ourselves."

"But you came here. And you had so much knowledge we didn't have."

"l know. | know. The Hainish did the same thing to us. Weve been trying to copy the Hainish, to
catch up to the Hainish, ever since they found us. Maybe Unism was a protest against that as much as
anything. An assartion of our God-given right to be self-righteous, irrationa foolsin our own particularly
bloody way and not in anybody elses.”

He pondered this. "But we need to learn. And you said that the Ekumen thinksit wrong to withhold
any knowledge."

"l did. But the Historians study the way knowledge should be taught, so that what peoplelearnis
genuine knowledge, not abit here and abit there that don't fit together. Thereés aHainish parable of the
Mirror. If the glassiswholg, it reflects the whole world, but broken, it shows only fragments, and cuts the
hand that holdsit. What Terragave Akaisasplinter of the mirror."

"Maybe that's why the Executives sent the L egates back."

"The Legates?'

"The men on the second ship from Terra"

"Second ship?' Sutty said, Startled and puzzled. "There was only one ship from Terra, before the one
| cameon.”

But as she spoke, she remembered her last long conversation with Tong Ov. He had asked her if she
thought the Unist Fathers, acting on their own without informing the Ekumen, might have sent missonaries
to Aka

"Tedl meabout it, Yaral | don't know anything about that ship.”

She could see him physicaly draw back very dightly, struggling with hisimmediate reluctance to
answer. Thishad been classified information, she thought, known only to the upper echelons, not part of
officid Corporation history. Though they no doubt assumed we knew it.

"A second ship came and was sent back to Terra?' she asked.

"It appears s0."

She sent an exasperated silent message a hisrigid profile: Oh, don't come the tight-lipped bureaucrat
on menow! She said nothing. After a pause, he spoke again.

"There were records of the visit. | never saw them.”

"What were you told about shipsfrom Terra— can you tell me?"

He brooded abit. "The first one camein the year Redan Thirty. Seventy-two years ago. It landed
near Abazu, on the eastern coast. There were eighteen men and women aboard." He glanced at her to



check thisfor accuracy, and she nodded. "The provincia governmentsthat were still in power thenin the
eadt decided to let the dliens go wherever they liked. The diens said they'd cometo learn about us, and
to invite usto join in the Ekumen. Whatever we asked them about Terraand the other worldsthey'd tell
us, but they came, they said, not astellersbut aslisteners. Asyoz, not maz. They stayed five years. A
ship camefor them, and on the ship's ansible they sent atelling of what they'd learned here back to
Terra" Again helooked at her for confirmation.

"Mog of that telling waslogt," Sutty said.

"Did they get back to Terra?'

"l don't know. | |eft Terrasixty years ago, sixty-one years now. If they got back during the Unist rule,
or during the Holy Wars, they might have been silenced, or jailed, or shot----But there was a second
ship?'

"Wes"

"The Ekumen sponsored that first ship. But it didn't sponsor another expedition from Terra, because
the Unists had taken over. They cut communication with the Ekumen to abare minimum. They kept
closing ports and teaching centers, threatening dienswith expulsion, letting terrorists cripple the facilities,
keeping them powerless. If asecond ship camefrom Terra, the Unists sent it. | never heard anything
about it, Yara. It certainly wasn't announced to the common people.”

Accepting this, he said, "It came two years after thefirst ship left. There werefifty peopleonit, with a
boss maz, aleader. His name was Fodderdon. It landed in Dovza, south of the capital. Its peoplegot in
touch with the Corporation Executives at once. They said Terrawas going to give dl its knowledge to
Aka They brought al kinds of information, technologica information. They showed us how wed haveto
stop doing thingsin the old, ignorant ways and change our thinking, to learn what they could teach us.
They brought plans, and books, and engineers and theorists to teach us the techniques. They had an
ansible on their ship, so that information could come from Terraas soon aswe needed it."

"A great big box of toys," Sutty whispered.

"It changed everything. It strengthened the Corporation tremendoudy. It wasthefirst sepinthe
March to the Stars. Then ... | don't know what happened. All we were told was that Fodderdon and the
others gave usinformation fredly at first, but then began to withhold it and to demand an unfair price for
it

"] canimaginewhat price," Sutty said.

Helooked his question.

"Y our immortal part,”" she said. There was no Akan word for soul. Yarawaited for her to explain. "'l
imagine he said: Y ou must believe. Y ou must believein the One God. Y ou must believethat | done,
Father John, am God's voice on Aka. Only the sory | tell istrue. If you obey God and me, well tell you
al thewonderful thingswe know. But the price of our Telling ishigh. More than any money.”

Y aranodded dubioudy, and pondered. "Fodderdon did say that the Executive Council would haveto
follow hisorders. That'swhy | caled him aboss maz."

"That'swhat hewas."

"l don't know about the rest. We were told that there were policy disagreements, and the ship and the
Legates were sent back to Terra. However.... I'm not certain that that's what happened.” He looked
uncomfortable, and deliberated for along time over what he was going to say. "I knew an engineer in
New Alyunawho worked on the Aka One." He meant the NAFAL ship now on itsway from Akato
Hain, the pride of the Corporation. "He said they'd used the Terran ship asamodd. He may have meant
they had the plansfor it. But he made it sound asif held actudly been in the ship. He was drunk. | don't
know."

Thefifty Unist missionary-conquistadors had very likely died in Corporation |abor camps. But Sutty
saw now how Dovzaitsdf had been betrayed into betraying the rest of Aka.

It saddened her heart, this story. All the old mistakes, made over and over. She gave adeep sigh.
"S0, having no way to digtinguish Unist Legates from Ekumenica Observers, you've handled us ever
sncewith extreme distrugt.... You know, Yara, | think your Executives were wisein refusing the bargain
Father John offered. Though probably they saw it smply asapower struggle. What's harder to seeis



that even the gift of knowledge itsdlf had a price attached. And still does.”

"Yes, of courseit does,” Yarasad. "Only we don't know what it is. Why do your people hide the
price?' She stared at him, nonplussed. "I don't know," shesaid. "I didn't redlise... | haveto think about
that.”

Y arasat back, looking tired. He rubbed his eyes and closed them. He said softly, "The gift is
lightning,” evidently quoting someline of the Tdling.

Sutty saw beautiful, arching ideograms, high on ashadowy whitewdl: the twice-forked
lightning-tree grows up from earth. She saw Sotyu Ang'sworn, dark hands meet in the shape of a
mountain peak above his heart. The price is nothing...

They sat in the glence, following their thoughts.

After along time, she asked, "Y ara, do you know the story about Dear Takieki?"

He stared at her and then nodded. It was amemory from childhood, evidently, that required some
retrieva. After abit longer he said definitely, "Yes."

"Was Dear Takieki redly afool? | mean, it was his mother who gave him the bean meal. Maybe he
was right not to give it away, no matter what they offered him."

Y ara sat pondering. "My grandmother told me that story. | remember | thought I'd like to be ableto
walk anywhere, the way he did, without anybody looking after me. | was il little, my grandparents
didn't let me go off by myself. So | said he must have wanted to go on walking. Not stay a afarm. And
Grandmother asked, 'But what will he do when he runs out of food? And | said, 'Maybe he can bargain.
Maybe he can give the maz some of the bean meal and keep some, and take just afew of the gold coins.
Then he could go on walking, and till buy food to eat when winter comes.™

He smiled faintly, remembering, but hisface remained troubled.

It was always atroubled face. She remembered it when it was hard, cold, closed. It had been beaten
open.

He wasworried for good reason. He was not progressing well with walking. His knee would still not
bear weight for longer than afew minutes, and his back injury prevented him from using crutches without
pain and risk of further damage. Odiedin and To-badan worked with him daily, endlesdy patient. Yara
responded to them with his own dogged patience, but the ook of trouble never left him.

Two groups had dready |eft the Lap of Silong, dipping away inthe dawn light, a few people, a couple
of minule, heavy-laden. No bannered caravans.

Lifein the caves was managed almost wholly by custom and consensus. Sutty had noted the
conscious avoidance of hierarchy. People scrupuloudy did not pull rank. She mentioned thisto Unroy,
who said, "That was what went wrong in the century before the Ekumen came.”

"Bossmaz," Sutty said tentetively.

"Bossmaz," Unroy confirmed, grinning. She was awaystickled by Sutty's dang and her Rangma
archaisms. "The Dovzan Reformation. Power hierarchies. Power struggles. Huge, rich umyazu taxing the
villages. Fiscd and spiritua usury! Y our people came at abad time, yoz."

"The ships dways come to the new world at abad time," Sutty said. Unroy glanced at her with alittle
wonder.

In so far asany person or couple wasin charge of things at the Lap of Silong, it was the maz Igneba
and Ikak. After generd consensus was established, specific decisions and responsibilities were made by
them. The order and times a which people were to depart was one such decision. Ikak came to Sutty at
dinnertime one night. Y oz Sutty, if you have no objection, your group will leave four days from now."

"All of usfrom Okzat-Ozkat?'

"No. Y ou, Maz Odiedin Manma, Long, and leyu, we thought. A small group, with one minule. You
should be ableto travel fast and get down into the hills before the autumn weether.”

"Very wel, maz," Sutty said. "I hate to leave the books unread.”

"Maybe you can come back. Maybe you can save them for our children.”

That burning, yearning hope they al shared, that hopein her and in the Ekumen: it frightened Sutty
every time she saw itsintengty.

"1 will try to do that, maz," she said. Then— "But what about Y ara?'



"Hell haveto be carried. The heders say hewon't be able to walk any long distance before the
wegther changes. Y our two young ones will be in the group with him, and Tobadan Sez, and two of our
guides, and three minule with ahandler. A large party, but it hasto be so. They'll go tomorrow morning,
while this good wesather holds. | wish we'd known the man would be unable to walk. We'd have sent
them earlier. But they'll take the Reban Peth, the easiest.”

"What becomes of him when you reach Amareza?'

Ikak spread out her hands. "What can we do with him? Keep him prisoner! We haveto! He could tell
the police exactly where the caves are. They'd send people as soon asthey could, plant explosives,
destroy it. The way they destroyed the Grest Library of Marang, and dl the others. The Corporation
hasn't changed their policy. Unless you can persuade them to changeit, yoz Sutty. To let the books be,
to let the Ekumen come and study them and save them. If that happened, wed let him go, of course. But
if we do, hisown peoplewill arrest and imprison him for unauthorised actions. Poor man, he hasn't avery
bright future.”

"It's possible that he won' tell the police.”

Ikak, surprised, looked her question.

"1 know held made it a persond mission to find the Library and destroy it. An obsession, in fact. But
he ... He was brought up by maz. And ..."

She hesitated. She could not tell 1kak his grave-secret any more than she could tell her own.

"He had to become what hewas," she said findly. "But | think all that really makes senseto himisthe
Teling. | think he's come back to that. | know he fedls no enmity toward Odiedin or anybody here.
Maybe he could stay with people in Amareza without being kept prisoner. Just keep out of sght.”

"Maybe," Ikak said, not unsympathetic but unconvinced. "Except it's very hard to hide somebody like
that, yoz Sutty. He has an implanted ZIL. And he was afairly high officia, assgned to watch an
Observer of the Ekumen. They'll be looking for him. Once they get him, I'm &fraid, whatever hefeds,
they can make him tell them anything he knows."

"He could stay hidden in avillage through the winter, maybe. Not go down into Amarezaat dl. | will
need time, Maz |kak Igneba—the Envoy will need time—to talk to peoplein Dovza. And if aship
comes next year, asit's due to, then we can talk on the ansible with the Stabiles of the Ekumen about
these matters. But it will taketime.”

Ikak nodded. "I'll speak with the others about it Well do what we can.”

Sutty went immediately after dinner to Y arastent.

Both Akidan and Odiedin were aready there, Akidan with the warm clothing Y arawould need for
the journey, Odiedin to reassure him about making it. Akidan was excited about leaving. Sutty was
touched to see how kindly he spoketo Yara, his handsome young face dight. "Don't worry, yoz," he sad
earnestly, "it'san easy path and we've got avery strong group. Well be down in the hillsin aweek."

"Thank you," Y arasaid, expressionless. His face had closed.

"Tobadan Siez will bewith you," Odiedin sad.

Y aranodded. "Thank you," he said again.

Kieri arrived with atherma poncho Akidan had forgotten, and came crowding in with it, talking away.
Thetent wastoo full. Sutty knelt in the entrance and put her hand on Y arals hand. She had never touched
him before.

"Thank you for telling me what you told me, Yara," she said, feding hurried and sdf-conscious. "And
for letting metdl you. | hope you— I hope thingswork out. Goodbye."

Looking up at her, he gave his brief nod, and turned his head away.

She went back to her tent, anxious yet aso relieved.

Thetent wasamess: Kieri had thrown around everything she owned in preparation for packing it.
Sutty looked forward to sharing atent with Odiedin again, to order, silence, celibacy.

She had spent along day working on the catal ogue, tiring, tricky work with the balky and laborious
Akan programs. She went to bed, intending to get up very early and see her friends off. She dept at
once. Kieri'sreturn and the fuss of her packing scarcely disturbed her. It seemed about five minutes
before the lamp was on again and Kieri was up, dressed, leaving. Sutty struggled out of her deeping bag



and said, "I'll be at breskfast with you."

But when she got to the kitchen, the people of the departing group weren't there having the hot med
that would start them on their way. Nobody was there but Long, who was on cooking duty.

"Whereiseverybody, Long?' she asked, alarmed. "They havent |eft dready, have they?"

"No," Long sad.

"1ssomething wrong?'

"l think s0, yoz Sutty." Hisface was distressed. He nodded toward the outer caves. She went to the
entrance that led to them. She met Odiedin comingin.

"What'swrong?'

"Oh Sutty," Odiedin said. He made an incomplete, hopeless gesture.

"What isit?"

“Yaa"

"What?

"Comewith me."

Shefollowed him into the Tree Cave. He walked past Y arastent. There were alot of people around
it, but she did not see Y ara. Odiedin strode on through the small cave with arough floor, and from that to
the short passage that led to the outside by the doorway arch they could get through only on hands and
knees.

Odiedin stood up just outside it. Sutty emerged beside him. It was far from sunrise ill, but the high
pallor of the sky seemed wonderfully radiant and vast after the spacel ess darkness of the caves.

"See where hewent," Odiedin said.

Shelooked down from the light to where he pointed. Snow lay ankle deep on the floor of the cirque.
From the arch where they stood, boot tracks led straight out to the edge and back, tracks of three or
four people, she thought.

"Not the tracks,” Odiedin said. "Those are ours. He was on hands and knees. He couldn't walk. |
don't know how he could crawl on that knee. It'salong way."

She saw, now, the marksin the snow, heavy, dragging furrows. All the boot tracks kept to the | eft of
them.

"Nobody heard him. Sometime after midnight, he must have crept out.”

L ooking down, quite close to the arch, where the snow was thin on the black rock, she saw ablurred
handprint.

"Out there a the edge," Odiedin said, "he stood up. So that he could legp.”

Sutty made alittle noise. She sank down squitting, rocking her body alittle. No tears came, but her
throat was tight, she could not bregthe.

"Penan Teran," she said. Odiedin did not understand her. "Onto thewind," she said.

"He didn't have to do this." Odiedin's voice wasfierce, desolate. "It was wrong.”

"Hethought it wasright," Sutty said.



NINE

the corporation airplane that flew her from Soboy in Amarezato Dovza City gained atitude over the
eastern Headwaters Range. Looking out the small window, due west, she saw a great, rough, rocky,
bulky mountain: Zubuam. And then, soaring up behind it, the whiteness of the barrier wall, hiding
somewherein its luminousimmensity the cirque and the caves of being. Above the serrate rim of the
barrier, level with her eye, the horn of Silong soared white-gold againgt blue. She saw it whole, entire,
thisonetime. Thethin, eterna banner blew northward from the summit. The trek south had been hard,
two long weeks, on agood path but with bad weather long much of the way; and she had had no rest in
Soboy. The Corporation had their police watching every road out of the Headwaters Range. Officids,
very polite, very tense, had met her party just insde the city. "The Observer isto be flown a onceto the
cgpitd.”

She had demanded to speak to the Envoy by telephone, and they had put the call through for her at
theairfield. "Come dong, as soon asyou can,” Tong Ov sad. "There's been much darm. Wedl rgoice
at your safereturn. Akan and dien aike. Though especidly thisdien.”

Shesad, "l haveto make suremy friendsaredl right.”

"Bring them with you,” Tong said.

So Odiedin and the two guides from the village in the foothills west of Okzat-Ozkat were Sitting
together in the three seats behind hers. What Long and leyu made of it al she had no idea. Odiedin had
explained or reassured them alittle, and they had climbed aboard quite impassively. All four of them
weretired, muzzy-headed, worn out.

The plane turned eastward. When she next |ooked down, she saw the yelow of snowlessfoothills, the
slver thread of ariver. The Ereha. Daughter of the Mountain. They followed the Silver thread asiit
broadened and dulled to grey al the way down to Dovza City.

"The base culture, under the Dovzan overlay, isnot vertica, not militant, not aggressive, and not
progressive,” Sutty said. "It'slevel, mercantile, discursive, and homeodtatic. In crisis| think they fal back
onit. | think we can bargain with them.”

Napoleon Buonaparte called the English a nation of shopkeepers, Uncle Hurree said in her mind.
Maybe not altogether a bad thing?

Too much wasin her mind. Too much to tel Tong; too much to hear from him. They had had little
over an hour to talk, and the Executives and Ministers were due to arrive any minute.

"Bargain?' asked the Envoy. They were speaking in Dovzan, since Odiedin was present.

"They oweus" Sutty said.

"Oweus?'

Chiffewar was neither amilitant nor amercantile culture. There were concepts that Chiffewarians, for
al their breadth and subtlety of mind, had trouble understanding.

"Youll haveto trust me" Sutty said.

"] do," said the Envoy. "But please explain, however crypticaly, whet thisbargain is"

"Well, if you agree that we should try to preservethe Library at Silong...."

"Yes, of course, in principle. But if it involvesinterference with Akan policy—"

"Weve been interfering with Akafor seventy years."

"But how could we arbitrarily refuse them information—since we couldn't undo that first tremendous
gift of technological specifics?’

" think the point isthat it wasn't agift. Therewasaprice onit: spiritual converson.”

"The missonaries" Tong said, nodding. Earlier intheir hurried talk, he had shown the normal human
pleasure at having his guess confirmed.

Odiedin ligtened, grave and intent.

"The Akans saw that as usury. They refused to pay it. Ever since then, we've actualy given them more
information than they asked for."



"Trying to show them that there are less exploitive modes—yes."

"The point isthat weve dways givenit fredly, offered it to them.”

"Of course,” Tong said.

"But Akans pay for vaue received. In cash, on the spot. Asthey seeit, they didn't pay for al the
blueprints for the March to the Stars, or anything since. They've been waiting for decadesfor usto tell
them what they owe us. Till we do, they'll distrust us.”

Tong removed his hat, rubbed his brown, satiny head, and replaced the hat alittle lower over his eyes.
"So we ask them for information in return®?”

"Exactly. Weve given them atreasure. They have atreasure we want. Tit for tat, aswe say in
English.”

"But to them it's not atreasure. It's sedition and a pile of rotten-corpse superstition. No?"

"Well, yesand no. | think they know it'satreasure. If they didn't, would they bother blowing it up?*

"Then we don't have to persuade them that the Library of Sllong isvauable?'

"Well, we do want them to be aware that it's worth fully as much as any information we gave them.
And that its value depends on our having free accessto it. Just asthey have free accessto dl the
information we givethem.”

"Tat for tit," Tong said, absorbing the concept if not quite the phrase.

"And another thing—very important— That it's not just the books in the Lap of Silong that were
talking about, but al the books, everywhere, and al the people who read the books. The whole system.
TheTdling. They'll haveto decrimindiseit.”

"Sutty, they're not going to agreeto that.”

"Eventudly they must. We haveto try.” Shelooked a Odiedin, who was sitting erect and alert beside
her at the long table. "Am | right, maz?'

"Maybe not everything al at once, yoz Sutty,” Odiedin said. "Onething at atime. So therésmoreto
keep bargaining with. And for."

"A few gold coins, for some of the bean med?!

It took Odiedin awhile. "Something like that," he said at |a<t, rather dubioudly.

"Bean med?' the Envoy inquired, looking from oneto the other.

"Itsagtory well haveto tell you," Sutty said.

But the first Executives were coming into the conference room. Two men and two women, dl in blue
and tan. There were, of course, no formalities of greeting, no servile addresses; but there had to be
introductions. Sutty looked into each face as the names were named. Bureaucrat faces. Government
faces. Sdlf-assured, smooth, solid. Closed. Endlessly repeatable variations on the Monitor'sface. But it
was not the Monitor's, it was Y aras face that she held in her mind as the bargaining began.

Hislife, that was what underwrote her bargaining. Hislife, Pao'slife. Those were theintangible,
inca culable stakes. The money burned to ashes, the gold thrown away. Footsteps on the air.

[THE END]



