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Respite  
    by Rachel Ann Dryden 

The wagon rumbled and crunched over the scupp shells in the sand. 
Each time Ann and Edward felt one of them crack under the wheels 
they shuddered. The hatching could begin at any time. 

The two of them sat silent and tense on the hard wagon bench, their 
simple black and white clothing a sharp contrast to the dun of the 
beach dunes and the purple shells thrusting up through the sand all 
around them. Ann clutched her swollen belly protectively, though 
she knew she would not be able to save the babe within if the 
scupps hatched before the wagon reached the shelter of the cliff 
caves. 

"We left too late," Edward said. It had become a litany of sorts. 

"We'll make it," Ann replied, because they had to try. 

Edward whipped the scaled backs of the placid undru pulling the 
wagon. Ann could have told him it would do no good; the beasts 
were doing the best they could already. He glared at Ann's belly 
before quickly looking away. His look cut Ann to the core. He's 
wishing I wasn't here with him, slowing him down. He wishes we 
had never tried to have this child. 

"And if the babe comes early?" He was taking out his helplessness 
on her. 

"I'm still glad we're having a child, Edward." 

"I don't think you will be after we've been eaten alive by thousands of flying crab-things, shooting out of all of these scupp shells. 
Especially if we might not have been eaten if you hadn't slowed us down with a premature labor." 

"I'm not going to go into labor. Edward, why are you being so hateful?" If I'd known you were like this when I met you, you wouldn't be 
the father of my baby. 

"That should be obvious to the whole world, Ann. We're doomed out here, and we're alone, and if you weren't pregnant none of this 
would be happening." His arms gestured to include the horizon. Ann thought that he was pushing things a bit. The hatching would 
happen whether she was pregnant or not. 

"May I remind you that I didn't get pregnant all by myself?" She was getting angry at his selfishness. "And that the main reason we came 
to Respite was so that we could have freedoms denied to us on Earth - such as having children? That used to matter to you, Edward." 

"Freedom is no use if you're dead." 

"I'd rather die free than live in the kind of bondage we were under on Earth. I'm still glad I came." 

"The scupps are glad too. You'll be a nice meal for them, I'm sure." His lips tightened into a thin line. He didn't look at her. She stared at 
him, in shock that he could be so uncaring. This place was changing him. And not for the better. 

"That was completely uncalled for. You don't have to take your fear out on me." 

"So now I'm a coward? I'd like to see the man who wouldn't be afraid in my shoes." 

"That wasn't my point, Edward. I'm frightened as well. But tearing each other up is not going to solve anything, or help us survive this. I 
haven't given up yet. But I need you to not give up either." 

Edward said nothing more, but his lips were still tight and he began to whip the undru again. Normally Ann would defend the animals, 
but in this case it was either her or them, and she was tired of Edward taking it out on her. Let the undru have their turn. They had thick 
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scales after all. And whatever Edward might do to their bodies, their hearts could not be touched by him. If only humans could protect 
themselves so well. 

For a long time the two sat silently on the bench, not looking at each other. Ann wanted to just close her eyes. Every direction she could 
see only dismayed her more. Under them, ahead and behind, there was nothing to look at but the endless purple shells sticking out of the 
sand. To their right, eastward, the sand eventually changed to brown hills covered with drooping, dying grass. To the west lay only the 
sea, salty and warm, harboring its own menaces. Overhead the sun shone harshly down from a wheat-colored sky, refusing to hide any of 
the ugliness around them. 

Ann missed their little farm. It hadn't been much, but to her it was the whole world. A few acres tilled and planted, a small, struggling 
crop of grain, some chickens. They hadn't even had a real house; they lived out of the back of the wagon, and put a canvas cover on it 
during storms. It had been adequate, or so they thought. Houses and other niceties would have to wait until there was enough food to fill 
their mouths and that of the offspring soon to come. If any survived. 

When the colonists had left Earth, all they knew about their future home was that it was compatible with Earth's atmosphere and climatic 
conditions. It had only been a number on a map of stars. They had been granted one small, aging starship with which to limp through the 
light years until they reached their home. The colonists had felt grateful to get it, and did not complain. The resources aboard the craft 
had been barely enough to support the lives of the hundred people on it, even in stasis, but they had managed to reach their destination. 
As a symbol of their new home, each of the colonists had chosen new names for themselves: plain, old-fashioned names. Like the 
Quakers or the Puritans on Earth. It was a way to return to simpler times. The landing was less than a year ago, but there were perhaps 
twenty women already pregnant. Ann was the farthest along. 

What a privilege to conceive and bear children when she wanted, with whom she wanted. To live a simple life, free of mindless 
machines and the hive mind of an omnipotent government. Though the scupps were quite a trade-off to make. 

As if reading her thoughts, the babe within her somersaulted. Ann gasped and clutched her stomach, then laughed. The sensation was so 
odd. No matter how often she felt it, she never got tired of the reminder that there was life within her womb. 

Edward glared at her and said, "How can you laugh at a time like this? We could die, Ann. I thought you realized that." 

Ann sobered a bit, but couldn't help saying, "Edward, if there is ever a day in my life in which I cannot laugh, that is the day I will die." 

He gave her a look which clearly expressed, you're crazy, this place is getting 
to you, but he didn't reprimand her again. 

The wagon jerked, much harder than usual, and Ann grabbed Edward's arm for 
balance. Then the wagon was still. The undru strained, trying to pull the cart 
along, but it wouldn't budge. Edward cursed under his breath and hopped off 
the bench, looking at the wheel. It had cracked on a sharp stone sticking out of 
the sand. The axle was broken. There was no way to fix it. 

"We aren't going to make it," Edward said. He was staring at the broken axle. 
Finally, he sat down and began to weep. Huge, racking sobs, tearing through 
his body. Ann had never seen Edward express so much emotion, and was a bit 
shocked. Carefully she climbed down from the high wagon bench and joined 
him. She put her arms around him and said nothing for a time; just held him. 
Ann's eyes were still dry, which surprised her. If anyone had told her even a 
year ago that she would one day be cradling her husband, her strong man, in 
her arms while he sobbed his heart out to her and she remained unaffected, she 
would have laughed in their face. Yet the truth was undeniable. She was 
stronger than Edward. 

She realized that she had always been stronger than him, but had never before 
admitted it, even to herself. Instead she had borne his weaknesses alongside 
her own strength, defending him, excusing him. What must the other colonists 
have thought of me? Knowing that I was married to a weakling, yet unable to 
see it? Perhaps that was why Edward had been so eager to establish their farm 
so far away from everyone else. Alone with her, he could be with the one person who did not despise him. But I do despise him. Now, 
when it is too late. Our fate is already sealed, and by my hand as much as his. Yet I must go on. I must be strong, for both of us. 

After she felt he had had enough time to get himself together, she said, "Come on, Edward. We need to go." 

"Go where? How? There's nowhere to go. We'll never make it." 
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"Edward, stop it. You're giving up. We still have the undru. And I can walk if I have to. The cliffs can't be too far off. Maybe a day's 
walk or so. We'll make it." 

Edward just put his head in his hands in reply. Ann sighed, then got to her feet and went over to unhitch the placid, patient undru. They 
were native to Respite, and had taken the place of Earth oxen, which had not thrived on this planet. They were large, reptilian beasts with 
short stubby tails and a broad bony plate across their head. They looked more like dinosaurs than anything else, but they were quite 
gentle and easily tamed. They had stiff overlapping scales, like chain mail, covering most of their body, a natural protection from the 
claws and jaws of the myriad tiny scupp hatchlings. When the hatching took place, the undru would squat down and curl into themselves, 
exposing their scaly backs and nothing else to the onslaught. At least, Ann assumed that would happen; she had seen the undru, when 
frightened, do that in the past. The colonists had not yet been on Respite long enough to really know what to expect of many of the 
animals on it. 

Only one man had seen a hatching and survived; he had managed to find shelter in a hole in the ground, blocking it from the inside with 
rocks as the scupps swarmed all around it. The scupps were purple buzzing flying discs the size of Earth locusts, that had lots of tiny 
black claws and a mouth like a crab, except that crabs didn't fly and eat people. The man, Daniel, had returned to the cliff caves that were 
the landing base of the colonists and told his frightening tale. He had been exploring the coast in an area where none of the colonists had 
yet been, when one morning he noticed a few purple spots in the sand. He examined a few, and found that they were all large shells, 
larger than a man's head, buried in the sand, and burrowing to the surface. Over the next few days, the shells stuck farther and farther out 
of the sand until they were completely exposed on the surface. There were now thousands of them. Then, they hatched open, revealing 
the swarming death within that shot towards the sky in a cloud. 

He was lucky to survive, in his hole in the ground. The others who had gone with him had not been so lucky. Only their bones remained 
to show they had ever existed. 

Word was sent to all the outlying farms, to watch for the scupp shells and stay away from the coasts, and to return to the cliffs as soon as 
possible, since no one knew how widespread the hatching would be, or how many more times it would happen that season. For some 
reason, the scupps seemed to stay out of caves during the one hatching that Daniel witnessed. The theory was that because the caves 
were bare rock there was nowhere for the scupps to burrow to hibernate and transform, before again rising to the surface. The shells 
could be cracked with a hard blow, but there were too many for that to be effective. The colonists in the cliffs were experimenting with 
ways to kill the scupps before the next hatching, but so far had been unable to find anything that worked. 

Ann and Edward had received the warning, but Edward insisted that they were far enough inland that they were not in immediate danger. 
Besides, the grain would be ready to harvest in a couple of weeks. They were probably okay to wait until their crop was ready to go back 
to the cliff caves. Ann had reminded Edward that they had to cut back to the coast to reach the caves; the nearest inland route was many 
miles longer and impassible for the wagon; a road had not yet been cleared through the thick vegetation. Edward had been confident that 
they could make it, though, so they had stayed. And I stayed with him. I could have left; could have made him leave. But I didn't. I 
thought he was the strong one then. 

Yesterday morning Ann had found a purple spot on the ground near their well. Edward had examined it and their worst fears were 
realized; it was a scupp shell, barely peeking through the earth. Immediately they threw their few belongings together and loaded the 
wagon, catching the chickens as fast as they could. They had been traveling steadily ever since, even through the night. They had only 
stopped for brief intervals to rest and water the undru. As they traveled, the shells became more and more plentiful. Now, as Ann looked 
about her, most of the shells were at least three quarters of the way through the sand. How much longer did they have? Would it be long 
enough? 

She tied their water skins and some of their blankets on the back of one of the undru, to serve as a sort of saddle. Undru weren't 
ordinarily ridden by humans; their backs were a bit too broad and their scales were intensely uncomfortable to sit on. Ann felt that in this 
instance she had no choice. She couldn't walk far or fast enough to beat the hatching, and needed to ride. 

"Edward, I need you to help me mount." During Ann's exertions, Edward hadn't gotten up. He simply sat, staring at a scupp shell near his 
feet. Now he rose wordlessly and helped Ann clamber up the back of the undru. When she was sitting unsteadily on the beast, he stopped 
moving again. "Let's go, Edward." He seemed drained; the anger was gone, but so was his will to live, apparently. Why wouldn't he 
fight? 

"Edward, I don't want to leave you behind. You are my husband." 

"Some husband I've been to you." 

"We don't have time for this right now. We've got to get going. If you aren't going to help yourself, help your child. The baby needs you 
to not give up." 

"It won't matter whether I give up or not. The end result is the same." 

"It will be the same if you don't get moving. Help me, Edward." 
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He said nothing, but his lips were once more in that tight line she had come to hate. He turned away. Ann finally let herself get angry. 
"All right. Stay here then. I'm taking the undru. No reason for innocent creatures to die along with you. Goodbye." And if the child is a 
boy, I'm not going to name him Edward. 

She tugged on the reins of the undru she was riding, and it started plodding northwards again, its companion rumbling forward with 
them. They were still yoked together. She had thought about leaving one behind for Edward, but the yoke was too heavy for her and he 
hadn't seemed to care enough to take it off himself. 

"Wait. I'm coming." Edward ran up beside the undru. 

Ann was relieved. She really hadn't wanted to leave him behind. 

Now that they were moving again, Edward seemed to be more like his old self. He had always preferred action to sitting still. That was 
probably why he had become a colonist in the first place; to avoid stagnation. 

She looked down into his face, wondering how he was feeling. He avoided meeting her gaze. He knows that I'm the stronger one, and he 
can't deal with that. Has he always known that? 

The afternoon passed very slowly. There wasn't anything to do but look at their doom drawing near. No time to stop and cook a meal, so 
there wasn't anything to eat. The undru was very uncomfortable to ride, and at intervals Ann had to dismount and walk beside Edward. 
Then she would get out of breath and start to feel dizzy, and Edward would help her remount. Ann had been ill much of the pregnancy, 
and traveling so near to her time wasn't helping matters at all. Ann wanted so desperately to just give up and lie in the sand, regardless of 
the consequences. 

But I can't do that. Not when I have a child who is relying on me. 

In the evening, the pain started. 

Ann didn't notice at first because she hurt all over anyway, but by full dark she could not longer put it out of her mind: her back was 
aching, deeply, and she was starting to feel contractions. Edward had been right. The babe would come early. She was afraid to tell 
Edward about it though, for fear of his reaction. He had been so strange lately. 

I don't know if I can trust him to stay sane long enough to reach the cliffs anyway, much less if I tell him that his prediction came true. 
So with each contraction I'll hold my breath and try not to show him my pain. 

The hours continued to pass with agonizing slowness, Ann's rhythmic pain the only thing marking the passage of time. At one point, she 
didn't know when, she felt her waters stream down her leg and soak the blankets on the undru's back. Ann had stopped thinking clearly a 
while before that. She hadn't slept in two days now, and with labor on top of her exhaustion, there wasn't much room in her mind for 
thoughts. She clutched the bony plate on the undru's neck to keep her balance, and half dozed even through the pain. 

Edward seemed oblivious to what she was suffering. He kept his head down, looking at the shells in the dim starlight, walking beside the 
undru. 

At long last, the sun rose over the ocean. It brought a welcome sight: the cliffs were ahead. Ann could even make out the cave openings, 
very small. Safety was within reach. We're going to make it. 

Then she looked down at the ground. The shells were completely out of the sand now, and lay like fat upright fans on the ground, with a 
seam showing at the top of each one. The seams hadn't been visible yesterday. That meant the hatching was soon, very soon. 

"Edward?" The sound was faint coming from Ann's throat. Her pain was suddenly very strong. She felt herself sliding off the back of the 
undru. Edward caught her and eased her to the ground. Ann clutched her belly and writhed, screaming. The contractions were 
unbearable, a continuous unrelenting agony. My mind is going to fracture. I can't do this. Edward I can't do this. Help me. 

She wasn't speaking out loud, wasn't even aware that she wasn't. She dimly heard Edward, from a long way away, say, "Ann. Ann, listen 
to me. The baby is coming. I'll help you with the baby, Ann. Can you hear me?" Yes. Edward. I hear you. But the words stuck in her 
throat as another contraction, the strongest of all, came. She could feel her child being born. 

In a short time, or maybe a long time, Ann didn't know, she was holding her bloody child in her arms, with Edward leaning over her. "It's 
a boy, Ann," he said. That part she heard. The baby cried, weakly. Then she heard something else. The undru were moaning. 

The hatching was beginning. 
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Only a few feet away, Ann saw a scupp shell begin to rock back and forth. Everywhere the shells were moving. Edward jumped to his 
feet in terror. 

"Oh god, Ann. We're too late. It's starting." 

The undru began to lower themselves onto their knees, their heads pulling in towards their chests. 

"Edward. Edward, listen." His eyes were wild and she didn't know if she had the strength to make him hear her. "The undru." 

"What about the undru? They'll survive without my help. We're the ones who will die, Ann. We didn't make it, after all. I was right!" He 
started laughing. It was not a sane sound. 

"Edward. Take the baby. Hide inside the undru." She pulled weakly at the knife on her belt. 

Edward had one too. At last he understood what she meant. 

There was a moment that seemed to last an eternity in which Edward was obviously torn between making a run for the caves - so near! - 
leaving her and the baby to their fate, or staying to help his family, his flesh and blood. Ann held her breath and simply stared into his 
eyes, willing him to be a man, to do the right thing. Then he blinked and looked away from her, his decision made. 

He whipped out his own knife and turned to the nearest of the two beasts. The undru were hooting and moaning, and trying to crunch 
into protective balls. The yoke was preventing them from completing their crouches. Edward was still able to get to the softer underbelly 
of the near one. Thank god his knife was sharpened recently. A large red gash appeared where Edward slashed at the animal. He dug his 
hands into the side of the undru, ignoring its bellows and struggles to get away from him. He pulled out handfuls of steaming innards, 
gagging and coughing at the stench and the sight of the animal's viscera, then turned to Ann. As he picked her and the baby up, the shells 
opened, disgorging their contents in a violent spew towards the sun. He ran with her to the bleeding carcass, and began to pull open the 
tough side of the creature, to make a space for her. She tried to get him to take the baby and save himself, but he either didn't understand 
her or chose to ignore her, continuing to open the belly of the undru. 

All at once, the sky darkened with teeming untold numbers of flying discs. They began to land on Ann, on Edward, on everything. As 
soon as one landed the disc sprouted claws, and a mouth. Then it began to feed on any creature in its path. The bites were excruciating 
and Ann found herself writhing around in an attempt to beat them off her body and that of her son. They came off easily, but there were 
so many of them that she would be unable to hold them off for long. 

Edward shoved Ann and the baby into the body of the animal. He barely got them in, Ann shielding her son with her body and trying to 
make sure the baby had air, before turning to the other undru, to slash its belly open and make room for himself. But he was too late. The 
undru had managed to complete its crouch, and now its scales were a defense against Edward's knife, as much as from the scupps. 

He was forced to turn back to the first undru and try to squeeze himself into the opening that was already a tight fit for Ann. He couldn't 
get completely inside. The scupps began to feed on Edward's unprotected back. She desperately tried to make room for him, but he 
couldn't come any farther. 

Edward bit his lips, but couldn't keep from screaming with the pain. He forced his body to remain still, to block the opening, protecting 
Ann and the baby. He could have run, but he didn't. Ann looked into his eyes. He hadn't been a coward after all, at the end, when it 
mattered. She should be the one dying, the one protecting him. She was the strong one. But she couldn't help feeling glad that she would 
live, despite her guilt at watching Edward die in her place. 

"I love you, Edward." She had said it before. She realized now that she meant it. 

"Love. You. Ann." The words were bitten out through the pain. Then one of the scupps burrowed into Edward's spine, and he suddenly 
went limp. His body blocked the scupps from coming further into the undru's carcass and feeding on Ann as well, but that wouldn't hold 
them for long. She had to think, to be strong still. Edward's death was not enough. 

Ann sobbed inside the undru, holding her son, looking at her husband, his now dead eyes staring unblinkingly back at her. She forced 
herself to burrow deeper into the beast, retching with the stench and hot closeness and blood. She was up behind the ribcage now, and 
she pressed against the lungs and heart of the beast. She found the windpipe and tore it free, letting a bit more air into the cramped space. 
The scupps were eating behind her, she could hear them everywhere. 

Nearly blinded by the darkness and the gore, her sense of hearing was heightened as never before. As she listened, the sound changed. 
The scupps were doing something different now. They were scraping against each other, shell on shell, rhythmically, hypnotically. The 
sounds of chewing stopped, changed to an odd vibrating hiss. The sound was frightening, but not as menacing as the chewing. She slid 
back down to Edward's body, or what was left of it, and peered out. 
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The scupps were changing. The little discs were now completely unfurled, and were more oblong than round, one side rough and shell-
like, the other raw and unprotected. I must remember this and tell the others. When they are like this we can find a way to defeat them. 
As she watched, the scupps rubbed over and under each other, hissing, until two of them rubbed raw sides over each other and stopped, 
fastened together, with only the rough outsides exposed. Then others paired off, and more, until the ground was covered with very small 
versions of the large scupp shells, with only seams to show that what had once been two creatures was now one. 

The scupp shells burrowed back into the earth, hiding themselves once more from view, as the cycle began anew. 

Ann crawled carefully from the body of the undru. Its hide had protected her, but Edward had saved her. He was little more than a 
skeleton now, though his face had largely escaped the predations. He looked at peace to Ann. In fact, he looked strong. 

She looked up at the cliff caves, and saw people pouring out of them, running to meet her, now that the scupps were no longer a threat. 
She sat, grateful that her journey was at an end, nursing her son, waiting for them to come. The thought that life had come from so much 
death was soothing to her, and she rocked her son in her arms and crooned to him as she nursed. 

Nathaniel was the first of the people to reach her. 

"My god. What happened to Edward? How did you make it? We couldn't quite see what was happening here. I wish we could have come 
to help you. We had no way to get past the scupps." 

He knelt beside her, concern on his face. The others examined the body of her husband, and that of the undru that had to die for her to 
live. The other undru was still alive, and trying to get up out of the crouch but was hampered by the yoke and the dead weight of its 
companion. Two of the men removed the yoke and helped the undru to its feet, then loaded Edward's body carefully onto it, to take back 
to the cliffs for burial. 

"Edward was very brave. In the end, when it mattered. He might have made it, if only he'd left me behind and run for it. But he stayed. 
He was strong for me. I was too weak. I wouldn't have survived on my own." 

The others exchanged glances at this, probably wondering how to compare this new description of Edward with the way they had 
previously viewed him. Let them never know how he was during the journey. I will never shame his memory. His sacrifice is enough, his 
penance completed. 

"We used the undru hide as protection. In future, we should all have hides with us to use as a shield, so we're never caught like that 
again. I saw how the scupps mate. They're vulnerable and soft on one side, just before they join together into new scupp shells. We can 
use that to our advantage. This planet can still be a good home for us, for our children." 

"This is my son," she held him up for everyone to see. The first child born on Respite. The hope of the future. The source of her strength. 
"His name is Edward." 
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A Rarefied View at Dawn  
    by Dave Wolverton 

In the sandstone sanctuary atop the mount of Kara Kune, in ancient 
times there was only one punishment for men who committed 
crimes: the guardian droids, called Valkyries, hurled them from the 
battlements, to fall through the cinnamon-colored mists to the 
jungle below, and live or die as fortune decreed. 

Now Bann and Maya raced along the wall-walk in the early dawn, 
their bare feet slapping the smooth sandstone ramparts, the mists 
boiling outside the castle like a cauldron while the coming sun 
silvered the sky. They were dressed alike, wearing the black silk 
tunics of schoolchildren with black skullcaps and golden sashes 
about their waists. Both had long dark hair braided down their 
backs, falling nearly to their knees. Of the two, Bann was the most 
beautiful. The girls of the city envied his lustrous dark hair, his 
incredibly long eyelashes, and his thin, graceful hands. He was so 
small-boned and delicate that he looked as if he were made of 
porcelain. Maya, at twelve, was two years older than Bann, and was 
developing the wide hips and breasts of a young woman. 

Suddenly, Bann became aware that Maya was no longer following. 
He turned impatiently. Maya had climbed atop the fortress's smooth 
wall, and now sat with her legs dangling over hundreds of feet 
above oblivion. 

Bann's heart thumped in his chest. He called back, "Mara, hurry, the 
muysafed said that there will be a surprise for us this morning!" 

Maya grinned. "The muysafed often makes such promises, silly," she teased. "It is her way of making you want to come to school." 

I know, he thought. And I'm grateful to her for it. School is so much better than home. Sometimes his mother's sad countenance weighed 
on him, and he hated being there. 

"But I think that today she will have the baby chicks," Bann urged. It was no secret that their teacher had received some eggs from a far-
off fortress, and that she had just been waiting for them to hatch. 

"They're just chickens," Maya dismissed. "You've eaten chicken many times. Let's watch the sunrise." 

"But this is different," Bann urged. "These are alive." He couldn't express how much he wanted to see them. They were, after all, fellow 
creatures from Earth, a tenuous connection to his heritage. They had eyes like other earth creatures, not probas with which to sense 
magnetic waves. They had hearts and guts and other organs like humans. 

From far below the fortress, in the steaming jungles, sounded the rumbling hornlike cry of a yarrev, a creature that dwarfed even the 
largest dinosaurs of old Earth. It must have leapt a few strides, for Bann heard trees crashing and the fortress suddenly trembled slightly. 

Bann ambled back to Maya, who sat upon the stone wall. He placed a hand protectively on her shoulder, lest she slip. 

Below the walls of Kara Kune there were only rust-colored mists for as far as the eye could see. In late summer the omni-present clouds 
often raised high enough to tumble over the walls and cover the city for days on end. In the winter, as the air cooled, the clouds would 
drop low. But Bann had never seen the sprawling valley below the fortress. It was rumored that there were ocher hills and winding rivers 
the color cinnabar and tangled violet jungles bursting with alien life. 

But Bann saw nothing more than he had ever seen in his ten years -- the sun of Lucien groping at the distant horizon, as if seeking a 
finger-hold in the clouds. 

"Look," Maya urged. "The clouds have dipped lower than I've ever seen, and the air is rarified today. Follow the lights toward the edge 
of the world." 

Bann followed her pointing finger and spotted the lights from a pair of floater ships that skimmed above the boiling red clouds. Their 
shimmering air sacs filled with clear light from time to time as the hydrogen furnaces fired, and their stabilizer struts and gondolas hung 
beneath them, making the ships look like luminous jellyfish the color of ash, hovering in the distance. 

 
Artwork by Michael Graham 
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And then Bann saw it just at the edge of the world -- the very tip of a pale sanctuary shining above the mists, white castle walls 
dominating some mountain peak. 

"Tahaj?" he asked. It was the nearest city, forty miles away. 

"It must be," Maya agreed. "You're pretty smart, for a runt." She smiled at him playfully, then suggested. "Sit up here. There's a warm 
wind drifting up from the jungle. It feels good between your legs." 

Not me, Bann thought. The notion of climbing up on the wall terrified him. 

"Come on," Maya said. "It's fun. Even if you fell, we're on the east wall." 

"East?" Bann asked. 

"The east side is the easy side," Maya said. "The ground is only a hundred feet down through the mist, and the hill is steep and sandy. If 
the city ever comes under attack, jump off the east side, if you want to live." 

Bann heard the whine of electric motors and noticed a Valkyrie careening toward them on its single wheel. The droid had a body of 
carbon polymers, but wore a helmet to give it a human shape. Lasers inside the helmet projected an image on the inner surface of the 
visor -- a gray-haired matriarch whose stern features clashed with her caring voice. 

"Please, citizen," the Valkyrie warned Bann. "Do not push her." 

Bann held Maya's shoulder, afraid that she might slip and fall if he did not hang on. Maya reached up and with her right hand and 
touched his left. "He'd never do that. He's my friend." 

The Valkyrie was just as stern with Maya. "Do not let your legs dangle over the wall." 

"It feels good," Maya said. 

The Valkyrie drew near, close enough to snake out a mechanical clamp if Maya tried to jump. 

"You have received a demerit," the droid notified her. "It will appear in your daily logs. Your mother and your muysafed will also be 
warned that you have been using thermal air currents to engage in vaginal stimulation, and that you did so in the presence of a male. 
Although these acts in themselves are not illegal, it will be noted that you are pubescent, and need extra guidance and monitoring." 

The droid rolled forward, placing its bulk between Bann and Maya, pushing Bann back. He didn't understand what the droid was saying -
- using words like pubescent and vaginal, but Bann knew that it wanted him to leave. 

He took a step backward. Maya swung her legs toward him and dropped onto the wall-walk. 

"Come on," she told him, taking his hand and casting a defiant look at the droid. They raced along the wall, leaving the Valkyrie behind. 

* 

Class that morning was held in the dome. The midwinter sun would hardly climb above the horizon, and so the children would not have 
to flee into the caverns to avoid the heat. 

Instead, twelve young girls and one boy basked in a garden-like atmosphere, the grow-lights glowing like small suns above them, willow 
trees in a small grove arching overhead, their white-robed teacher looking proudly down at her treasure -- a handful of baby chicks that 
trundled about, some still wet from the shell. His teacher was called the muysafed, the white hair, out of respect. But actually she had 
dark hair and braids, though rumor said that she was over two hundred years old. 

Bann studied his chicken. It was like nothing that he had ever seen, and not quite what he had imagined. He'd once seen a holo of a bird 
from old Earth, a sea eagle in flight. And so he knew of feathers and wings. 

But this creature seemed to have neither. Instead of wings, it had stubby malformed stumps. Instead of feathers, it had a covering that 
looked like the yellowed balls of cotton that grew in the fields atop the highest hills of the sanctuary. 
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Its eyes were nothing like human eyes -- dark little pools that blinked too much. And its tiny talons were the kind of thing that would 
give a child nightmares. Yet as he held it, Bann was delighted to feel its tiny heart kicking like a cricket within its chest, and to enjoy 
cool warmth. It was so like a human -- nothing like the wild oily "geckoes" that sometimes climbed over the sanctuary walls upon their 
sticky pseudopeds. 

Bann decided that he liked his chicken. The little creature pecked at grain when Bann held it in his hand. He named it Yusaf. 

"Today," the muysafed said in a loud voice, "we are going to perform an experiment upon these chickens." She was staring right at Bann 
as she said it, as if to see his reaction. "Chickens are much like humans," she added. "As you can see, they have eyes like ours, and feet, 
and hearts that beat." 

"And lungs, too," Bann added. 

The muysafed smiled at him. Bann knew that he was one of the brightest children in the class. He felt proud to have recognized the bird's 
lungs. 

And wings. They have wings, and it was birds that showed mankind how to fly. 

He wanted to say that, too, but was just waiting for the appropriate moment. 

"And lungs," the muysafed admitted. "And chickens respond to some chemicals in exactly the way that we do," the teacher said. "One 
such chemical is a hormone called testosterone. Does anyone know what testosterone does?" 

Amayah, the oldest girl in the class, more of a young woman really, raised her hand and said, "It's what makes a man a man." 

One girl behind Bann snickered, and others moved away from him, just barely. Only Maya drew closer, holding his hand, reassuring 
him. 

Talking about men was discomforting. It was men who had destroyed the old world, Earth, with their wars and violence, forcing the 
Three Thousand sisters to flee in their starships. Men were frightening things, evil, and were kept outside the sanctuary walls. Bann had 
never actually seen one. Two other boys lived within Kara Kune, but they were younger than Bann, mere toddlers. Rarely did a woman 
choose to conceive a boy. Usually she merely cloned herself, or mixed her seed with that of another woman. 

Still, there were men who lived outside the sanctuary, small tribes of wild men who rode the Floater ships. There were pirates, too, who 
sometimes stole women from the sanctuaries if the Valkyries couldn't stop them. And in some way that Bann didn't understand, these 
men forced women to make babies for them. 

As his teacher talked, Bann could feel blood rising to his face, and his stomach tightening, making him sick. 

"Correct," the muysafed said. "It is testosterone that turns boys into men. Among people, boys turn to men slowly. But with these 
chickens, we will speed the process by giving some of them large amounts of synthetic testosterone, so you can better witness the 
reaction." 

She drew out a syringe and injected three chicks. One got a little testosterone. Maya's got three times as much, and Bann's got ten times 
more than Maya's. At the end of the day, Bann got to take his chick home. 

* 

That evening, when Bann reached the grotto where he lived with his mother Tuyallah, he raced in with Yusaf. Just as he got inside, the 
chick pooped. Its mess was white and stringy, with bits of yellow and gray in it. Nothing like the poop that humans made, but Bann was 
astonished to see how much like a person a chick could be. 

"Mom, look what I got!" he shouted as he barged through the door, holding the chick out to see. Yusaf was trembling, as if sick with a 
fever. "It's just a temporary reaction," the muysafed had assured Bann, "from the shot." 

Bann grinned broadly, giddy having his own chicken, but his mother only smiled tiredly, a forced smile that didn't even feign happiness. 

"So, they're doing the chicken experiment at school," she said. 

"You know about it?" Bann asked. 
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"We did it when I was young," Tuyallah said. She frowned and looked away. "Let's go out tonight, to celebrate," she suggested. "We'll 
get dinner in the market. 

Bann was delighted. Most of the time, his mother fixed dinner at home. So they put the chick away, and began to walk to the market. 

The evening was hot. Even in the dead of winter, it could reach a hundred and twenty degrees during the day. Little red-eared lizards -- 
remnants of an ancient attempt to terraform the planet -- would race out in front of them, shiver their whole bodies, and bury themselves 
in the sand. 

When they reached the market, it was still too early to buy food. The baker woman had just fired up her clay ovens and was stamping the 
loaves with the word peace before putting them in to cook. The lamb woman was still burning her sweet-smelling saxaul wood down to 
coals before putting on the skewers of shish kabob. 

Bann's mother said little as she walked, only greeting other women with falsely enthusiastic, "Peace in your mind, sister, and joy in year 
heart," as they passed. Few of them bothered to return the greeting to a woman who was of such low social standing. 

Since dinner was not ready, his mother stopped at a stall and bought some cold green tea. She sweetened it with white grapes, the kind 
that are so honeyed that you can only eat two, which she squeezed right into the tea. 

When she was done, she led Bann down a road to the far side of the sanctuary, a place where Bann had never been. 

When the road was empty, his mother said softly. "I hear that you and Maya were caught up on the wall today." 

"We were just walking to school," Bann said, "like we always do." 

His mother took a deep breath. "Did she touch you?" 

"She always holds my hand," Bann answered. "She's my best friend." 

They walked farther down the road, which now switched back and dropped at a steep angle, so that they were walking deep in the 
shadows. 

"Of course she's your friend." Tuyallah slipped her arm through his and took his hand, gripping it tightly, almost as if she were afraid to 
let him go. 

"Did she ask you to touch her?" Bann's mother asked, "Between the legs?" she added hurriedly. "Or on the breasts? Or to kiss her?" 

The thought was repulsive, and Bann wanted to shrink into the ground as he answered. "No. Never." 

"Good," his mother said. "You should never do those things. Sometimes, even girls will want that. And you should never do that for 
them. Do you understand?" 

Bann didn't really understand, but his stomach was clenching again, and he felt so uncomfortable that he just nodded yes so that he 
wouldn't have to talk anymore. 

He saw some girls playing Baku, kicking their balls at one another and then rushing for the safe stones. 

"I'm the best in my class at Baku now," Bann said, thinking that he'd like to go play with the strange girls. 

"That doesn't surprise me," his mother said. "You're growing up so fast." 

She kept walking down the street. It was leading down into the lower quarters now, beneath the rust-colored clouds. When they dropped 
far enough, the reddish fog colored everything like blood, and the smell of yicksh -- the microscopic life-forms that lived in the humidity 
-- got thick in the air. It tasted like bitter melon. 

Down they walked, past switchback after switchback. The darkness grew more imposing with each step downward. Bann had heard that 
if you descended far enough, you could reach the violet jungles down in the valleys, where even the light of Lucien's bright sun could not 
penetrate the clouds. 
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Tuyallah kept descending the steep road, and Bann followed, unsure where they were headed, until they reached a gate. A cadre of 
Valkyries stood by, armed with magnetic pulse rifles to repel alien creatures, and plasma weapons to fight off any incursions by men. 

"Peace to you, sisters," one of the Valkyries said as they neared, using a greeting that was common even if a boy was in the group. "Shall 
we escort you beyond the gate?" 

"Thank you, sister," Bann's mother replied. "It would be welcome." 

The droid began to open the gate. The electric motors had failed centuries ago, and the technicians here could only afford to repair 
equipment vital to the sanctuary, so the droid removed the gate's crossbars and pushed it open. 

Bann found himself breathing hard. He had never imagined leaving the city. He'd heard too many stories of cutthroats and wildmen to 
feel safe outside the gates. 

"Where are we going?" Bann asked. 

"To visit your father," Tuyallah replied. 

Bann's jaw dropped. "I have a father?" 

"All boys have fathers," Tuyallah answered. "But few girls do." 

"Did he hurt you?" Bann asked. "Did he force you to make me?" 

"No," his mother said. "Nothing like that. I met him here, outside the city. Just once. I . . . asked him to sleep with me, to make a baby." 

"Why?" Bann asked. His mind was racing furiously. 

"I was curious," she said. "I'd heard that men could be so . . . alluring. And the thought of meeting a male lover excited me. I guess . . . I 
was foolish." 

"For having me?" Bann asked. 

"No," his mother said, squeezing his hand. "Never for having you." She cleared her throat. "I was foolish to think that I could change the 
way that things are." 

The droid finished opening the gate, and timidly Bann stepped outside, following his mother. A pair of Valkyries led the way. 

Almost immediately a shadow fell over them. Bann looked up as a pod of sky-whales slowly swam through the fog overhead, their wide 
wings undulating as they fed on micro-organisms in the sky. 

Bann wondered what his father would look like. He'd never seen a man. 

They walked down a trail, into the gloom, and soon strange pseudo-plants began to rise all around them. Violet-colored vines twined 
around each other madly, forming a canopy overhead. Bann could hear three vines straining, making cracking sounds, as they sought to 
pull down a larger tree. It suddenly shattered, and light opened in the canopy. But almost as soon as it opened, the competing vines and 
trees leaned in to claim the meager sunlight. 

Enormous beasts could be heard in the shadows, so the Valkyries powered up their rifles and slowed. 

"You'll have a decision to make soon," Tuyallah told Bann. "I want you to think hard." 

What decision, he was going to say. But suddenly they turned a corner, and reached a small wooden fortress made of sharpened poles. It 
wasn't large, perhaps only big enough to hold a couple of hundred sisters. A creature sat atop the wall, bearing a magnetic rifle. Bann had 
seen pictures of apes and chimps, hairy creatures that once lived in trees on Earth. This looked like one. Long hair covered its face, and it 
wore a tunic that left its chest, arms, and legs exposed. Hair covered them, too -- not as thick as a goat's hair, but the creature was 
obviously more animal than human. 

"Ohhh," it crooned in a deep voice, eyes going wide at the sight of Bann and Tuyallah. "Now there's a likely pair of screamers. Come for 
a thick one, have ya, ladies?" 
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Bann stared at the creature, and fear seized his tongue. He hadn't heard that apes could speak. 

"No, thank you," Bann's mother said. "I'm looking for a man. His name is Bann. Bann McKenzie. He's a pilot." 

The ape grunted, scratched at its crotch. "Bann, Bann the sailor man. Haven't seen him in years. But if it's a man you want, I'm hard 
enough for you, and you know what they say, 'A hard man is good to find.'" 

Bann gaped. He had assumed that the creature was an ape, but it claimed to be a man! 

"Bann McKenzie is the one I want," his mother said. 

"Maybe his ship is in port. Or maybe someone else knows where to look. Go right on in." The creature kicked a lever, and a wooden 
door flung open beneath him. Bann and his mother entered. 

The fortress was small indeed. A shanty town made of rough wood opened onto an empty square. One stall held a man who was skinning 
goats in the open air. 

Bann heard a cry and glanced to his right. Two boys, little older than Bann, were tussling in the street. One cried out in pain, and Bann 
shouted, "Mother!" 

Both boys looked up at the sound of his voice and grinned, as if to prove that no harm had been done. 

"It's all right," his mother said. "They're just playing. 

"But . . . someone could get hurt," Bann objected. 

His mother said softly, "Boys often play . . . by fighting each other." 

The boys continued to wrestle, and Bann watched, heart hammering. Such violence was forbidden in the sanctuary. 

"Come along," Tullayah whispered. "The Valkyries are getting too far ahead." 

Indeed the droids had taken a good lead. They were heading to the far side of the fortress, where a pair of Floater ships hung at port. 
Some rough-looking men were loading bales of Kara Kune cotton on one of the gondolas, along with crates of electronics. 

Tuyallah hurried down the mud street, past men who came out the shops to gawk at her and her son. Bann saw a woman, too, a feral 
woman dressed in men's leather pants, with daggers sheathed in her boots, an open leather vest barely concealing her breasts. She 
watched Bann knowingly, smiled and blew a kiss at him. 

Bann's mother stopped just beneath the stabilizer bar on the first Floater, a scarred old ship called "The Ether Sea." She did not seem to 
know who to address, so she clapped her hands for attention and called out, "I am looking for a man, a pilot, named Bann McKenzie." 

One rough man who was wrestling a barrel up a ramp peered at her. His eyebrows were so thick that they looked like an extension of his 
beard, but the hair on top of his head seemed to have fallen off. Bann wondered what illness would cause such a hair loss. 

"McKenzie? Haven't crossed paths with that old scoundrel in what -- five years? Back then he was runnin' guns between Buddha's Reef 
and King's Tit." 

Bann had never heard of Buddha's Reef, but King's Tit was pirate country -- a mountain base hidden beneath the fog. It was high enough 
so that there was still some light, low enough so that it couldn't be seen from the air. 

Bann's mother bit her lip, frustrated. "Can you send him a message? Tell him that he has a son?" She clenched Bann's shoulder. "A fine 
son." 

The man smiled sadly, studied Bann. "A son is it?" he said, shaking his head. "Not much of a boy. Looks more like a girl to me. Not fit 
for a man's work -- at least not yet." 

"Nevertheless, his time is coming," Tuyallah said. 
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The man shook his head, as if there was little that he could do. "I'll beam a few messages to passing ships, but I can't guarantee anything. 
Haven't seen McKenzie in years. Pirates could have got him. Or maybe he crossed the Sizzle to Far-And-Away. Why don't you take the 
boy home? Forget about McKenzie." 

"You will deliver the message?" Tullayah begged. 

"For all of the good it will do." 

"Thank you, brother," Bann's mother said, bowing her head in gratitude. Of all the strange things that Bann had seen that day, this last 
was the strangest of all -- his mother bowing to the grizzled old ape-like man. 

She turned quietly, pulled Bann behind her, and they began the long climb back uphill. 

Bann was too stunned to say much for a long time. They walked up through the trees, and as they did, the sun dipped below the horizon, 
leaving the jungle in darkness. One Valkyrie took the lead and the other walked behind, both cranking their running lights to bright, so 
that the group traveled in a haze of glory. 

"Why did you bow to that man?" Bann asked as they walked. "He didn't deserve such honor. You can't trust him to help you." 

"All people deserve respect," Tuyallah said. "Besides, he is already helping us. His ship carries goods between the sanctuaries. His troops 
in their little fortress keep monsters from the lower reaches of the mountain and frighten off pirates. It's men like him that do our dirty 
work. And they do it because they are noble and generous, despite what some of our sisters may say." 

Bann had never heard such talk before. Men could be noble and generous? It was a daring thing to say, blasphemous. 

They reached their own market after sundown, and Bann ate four skewers of shish kabob and half of a honeydew. He danced with the 
girls in the town square, drinking peach juice sweetened with cotton-blossom honey. He got so full that he felt "drunk on food," as the 
saying went. 

Well after dark, Maya came out. She wore a white sleeveless tunic, cut low in the front. The white contrasted sharply with her dark skin. 

Bann was eager to tell her of his adventures, but she seemed timid, as if she wanted to talk later, in private. A group of women came out 
to play music, and many of the women began to dance. 

Maya seemed to reach some decision, and she put bells on her anklets, as women do when seeking a girlfriend, and she pulled Bann into 
the street. 

She clapped her hands above her head to the sounds of shrill pipes, and danced around him, whirling, eyes riveted on him, her white 
teeth flashing in a smile. 

Her face was radiant, her rosewater perfume intoxicating. Bann raised his hands and clapped, too, as Maya danced for him. 

For the first time in his life, Bann wondered what it would be like to take her as a lover. Many sisters took each other for lovers, but 
Bann was too young for such a thing. Indeed, he had no idea what he would do with her. Hold her? Kiss her? Caress her. 

Cherish her. 

He longed to kiss her, and as she danced, her pert young breasts bouncing and swaying, for the first time he wondered what it would be 
like to touch them, to stroke them, or to explore the sacred place between her legs. 

He gritted his teeth as he danced, fearing that others might somehow guess at his shameful thoughts, his desires were so strong. 

She smiled, drawing so close to that her breasts brushed his chest, then whirling away. "What?" she laughed. "What is it?" 

Bann wanted to speak, to tell her what he was feeling, but couldn't find the words. 

Suddenly her expression changed and her eyes went wide, as if she had guessed at his thoughts. She drew close and whispered, "After 
the dance. Meet me behind the flower-seller's stall." 
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Bann made no answer, but when the dancing ended and the shadows got deep and the stars lit the bowl of heaven, he made his way to the 
flower-seller's stall. In the shadows behind it, Maya was waiting. 

Up on the towers of the fortress, the city's beacon's were ablaze. A beam of light flashed over them, and Maya pushed Bann a little, 
nudging him forward, and laughed. "I know," she said. "I know." 

"Know what?" Bann asked. 

"I love you, too," she said. 

She leaned forward then, and Bann could smell her sweat, and the sweet oils in her hair, and for one moment the weight of her chest was 
fully against his, and he felt intoxicated by her presence. Almost, he wished to reach out and put his arms around her, to claim her, the 
way that women did when they married. She leaned into him and kissed his lips. 

He reached up and stroked her hair, pulling her close, enjoying the moment. But his heart was beating so fast that he could not really 
savor it. 

Fearfully, he reached up and touched her breast. It yielded beneath his touch like the softest clay. He explored it, running his fingers from 
her armpit down to her nipple. 

Maya's eyes went wide and she smiled broadly, as if at a shared secret. She pulled him roughly, pressing her lips into his, as if by 
pushing hard enough they could join permanently. She hugged him, her whole body melting into him. 

"Someday," she whispered fiercely in his ear. "Someday . . . you and I will build our spirit temple together." She pulled back as the 
sanctuary's beacon pulsed again. He saw tears sparkling in her eyes. 

Then Maya pushed his chest and ran away, giggling. 

It was not until he was lying in bed late at night, after having relived his moments with Maya over and over, trying to make sense of 
them, that Bann thought back to the ugly men that he had seen, and recalled that his mother had told him that he would have to make a 
decision soon. 

But what had she been warning him about? He had never heard. He reminded himself to ask her in the morning. 

* 

Bann forgot to ask in the morning. He got too involved in playing with his chick, Yusaf. 

Over the next two weeks, the chick became the center of Bann's life. Yusaf, Bann soon learned, loved to go to the fruit seller's stalls, 
where he strutted atop the melons and flapped his stubby wings. 

The chick grew fast. Yusaf's legs grew long and yellow. Soon, grotesque little pinion feathers sprouted from this wings, as did an ugly 
little cock's comb above his eyes. And to Bann's surprise, Yusaf started growing two little bags beneath his beak -- testicles, Bann 
decided, just like his. 

Bann felt sure that he was taking good care of Yusaf, for every few days, he would bring the chick back to school for another injection, 
and Bann's chick was growing faster than all of the rest. 

His teacher kept it separated from the smaller chicks, and then announced one day, "It is time for the second part of our experiment." 

She placed all of the chicks together, and had the children sit in a circle, watching them. She threw a handful of seeds into the dirt, and 
said, "Now, sisters, I want you each to watch your own chick, and to count how often it pecks at the others." 

Bann let Yusaf go. Yusaf was twice as tall as the other chicks, and far heavier. It did not need to fear them. But as the other chicks went 
to eat, Yusaf pecked at their eyes and chased them about. He leapt upon the girl chicks, and in a vicious attack finally tried to kill one. He 
leapt on her, kicking with the tiny spurs on the back of his feet, and pecked her head, leaving it bloody. 

The teacher grabbed the chicks and drew them apart, telling Bann, "Hold him tight." 

Bann felt ashamed of Yusaf, and whispered, "Bad chicken. Stop that now." 
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But Bann had learned one thing about chickens in the past few weeks. They were too dumb to follow a command. 

It didn't matter. The teacher had ended the contest. "Now, sisters," she said. "What is the only difference between these chickens? They 
all ate the same food. They all drank the same water and warmed beneath the same sun. What was different?" 

"Testosterone," Bann said, his hand shooting up faster than anyone else's. 

"That's right," she said. Then she went around the circle, and asked each child to tell how many times her chick had pecked another. 
Bann's chick had pecked others more than four hundred times. Maya's chick had come in second in the contest, pecking other chicks 
more than fifty times, and the chick that got only a small amount of testosterone pecked others only thirty times. Some of the chicks 
hadn't pecked at others at all. 

"Can you see how the testosterone hurts the chickens?" the teacher asked. "Among chickens, it turns them into cocks. It causes the cocks 
to peck others, sometimes to even kill others. It also has other effects. It makes the cocks grow strong, with muscles to match their 
violence. It drains all love from their hearts. It makes them stupid, eccentric, and morally weak. That's why we must separate the cock 
from the hens." 

Bann was clinging tightly to Yusaf. "Here," the musfayed told him. "Let's put your cock away, so that the other chicks can eat in safety." 
She took Yusaf and locked him in a cage, along with the other cocks. 

As she did, she spoke with her back turned, "Among humans, " she said, "testosterone turns boys into men. It is created by the body, in 
little sacs called testicles, which are hidden between the boy's legs." 

Bann felt stunned. His testicles were a rare and embarrassing thing, almost a deformity. He'd never known what they did before. 

He felt queasy. He wanted to assure the girls that he was not like some other men. He wasn't strong or stupid or morally depraved. He 
raised his hand. "I saw some men, once. Down below the city. They had hair all over -- like goats." 

I'm not like them, Bann thought. 

"Yes," the teacher said. "Like animals." She smiled cruelly, raised her hypodermic needle full of testosterone, and said, "Would any of 
you girls like some?" 

All of the girls laughed nervously. Bann squirmed. 

"The testosterone in a man isn't made all at once," the muysafed said. "The testicles come most alive when a boy reaches puberty. That's 
when his muscles grow large, and the hair grows, and the violence begins." She smiled benignly, an angel in her white silk uniform. 

Suddenly Bann thought about the statue of the heroine Vanyarra in front of the assembly hall, the woman who had led the Three 
Thousand Sisters into space thousands of years before. She was young and beautiful, all dressed in white silk, her face hidden beneath 
the sheerest of veils. Her back was arched, as if she would suddenly lift into the air, and her eyes focused on something far away, high 
above her. Her face was exultant, as if all her life she had sought to see beyond that veil, and suddenly her vision had pierced it. 

Bann felt like that, too. He could see the future. His body was producing testosterone. Given enough time, he would become hairy and 
stupid, like Yusaf, full of cruelty. 

"Sister," he asked. "How do you fix testosterone?" 

"Testosterone?" she asked. "There is no fixing it. It's a poison, a slow poison that makes you feel stronger as it kills you." 

"Aren't there any good men?" Bann asked. 

"There are legends," teacher said. "But they're only fables. Lies. The poison ruins all men. It makes them want to win at everything, to be 
the first to raise their hands in the classroom, to run faster than others, to dominate. It makes them want to rape women, even their own 
children. It forces them to fight, to go to war, to kill their wives. Testosterone destroyed Earth. That's why the wise matrons put the men 
from our cities so long ago. There was a time when we were ignorant, when we thought we needed men to breed," she looked pointedly 
toward Maya, "but we learned better." 

Maya bent low and hid her face behind her hands. She was crying. 

"Can't we fix the problem?" Bann asked desperately. 



18 
 

"Perhaps," the muysafed said. "Sometimes, boys will have the testicles removed, along with . . . that other thing between their legs. Once 
they have been given a few shots of female hormones, their breasts will develop, and they are practically women." 

Bann realized suddenly that the teacher had arranged this whole experiment just for him. It was the teacher's way of showing what he 
needed to do. 

He cringed, thinking of the pain that he would have to endure, but he knew that he'd do it. He didn't want to let the poison keep running 
through him. The thought of hitting Maya, of hurting her, was too repulsive. 

"Now," teacher said, "let's take a break. You can go outside, but I'd like each of you to think about what you learned from our 
experiment. Maya, you stay in here with me. I would like to speak with you privately." 

Bann got up and walked under the willows for a moment there in the dome, letting their fronds caress him, inhaling the bitter scent of 
their leaves. But he felt an overpowering need to escape. He rushed out the door, then stood with his back to the doorpost, hidden, 
thinking hard. 

He heard a girl inside beg the teacher. "Can we keep the chicks?" 

"Of course," the musfayed said, ever generous. "All but the ones that have testosterone poisoning." 

"And what will we do with them?" a girl asked. 

"Put them to sleep, let them die peacefully. There isn't much more that we can do." 

"Can't we just put them in a cage, let the testosterone wear off, until they get better?" 

"No," the teacher said sadly. "Even a little testosterone ruins them for life. It doesn't wear off. And they don't really ever recover." 

"Even Bann?" Maya asked. "Even if he becomes a woman?" 

"He has lived with testosterone poisoning since his conception," teacher said. "That's what made him a boy in the first place. It poisoned 
his brain as he developed. That's why he must be the first to raise his hand every time I ask a question. He can never truly overcome it. 
Still, for his own sake, and for ours, we must encourage him to try." 

Bann felt stricken. He heard the girls leaving the dome, and he hurried to the sandy courtyard where the thin winter light filled the bowl 
of the sky. Darkness would soon fall. 

He could see the Valkyries patrolling the walls of the sanctuary. Their grim weapons were legendary, as was their tenacity in battle. 

Bann wandered near the wall, in its shadow. A spigot shot out of the wall, dripping precious water. A great red rose bush grew beside it 
and around it, its blossoms coloring the sandstone like blood. 

Bann almost missed hearing them coming. He heard the single scuff of a shoe, turned, and saw the girls from his class -- all of them but 
Maya. 

"Oh," he grunted in surprise, just as one girl clasped both hands together and clubbed him in the stomach. He collapsed to the ground, 
holding his stomach, trying to imagine what he had done to deserve such treatment, when the girls circled him and attacked. 

Some fell on him and clawed at his face. One girl his arms. Others kicked at his exposed parts. Bann curled up in a ball, trying to protect 
himself, and shouted, "Hey? What's? What's?" 

But he didn't ask the question. He knew why they had to do it. And so he bore the pain and tried to wait it out. The girls did not beat him 
in anger, but did so silently, that way that a craftswoman will work at her weaving or pounding out her dough. 

He was a danger, and they were removing him. They scratched at his eyes and kicked his ribs until he could hardly breathe. Some of 
them wrestled his arms behind his back, thin arms that almost looked like porcelain, and a girl produced a pair of scissors from the 
classroom, which she used to hack off his long hair. 

The girl with the scissors shouted, "Spread his legs for me. Spread them. Let's get rid of the cock!" 
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And suddenly the were trying to pull his legs wide. He locked them together. 

Bann gritted his teeth, and considered fighting back. He knew that he was stronger than most of the girls. 

But they got his legs spread, and the girls were still kicking and scratching, and the girl with the scissors -- Amayah -- came for him with 
a malicious gleam in her eye. 

White hot anger flared in his chest. Bann reached up with a foot and fended her off, no longer caring if he hurt her. 

"How many?" he growled, grunting. "How many pecks for you, and how many for me?" 

One of the girls who was holding him down and biting gasped and backed away in horror. Another loosened her grip. But others still 
fought him. 

Bann shouted louder. "How many pecks for you, and how many for me?" 

Others backed off, but still three tried to hold him down. Amaya lunged with her scissors, and he used his foot to push her back. He 
threw the girls off and climbed to his feet, roaring, "How many pecks for you, and how many for me?" 

The girls looked at him, their faces drawn and pale from shock. Bann felt wetness at his nose, wiped with his arm, and saw that it was 
bleeding. He silently took stock of himself. A few bruises and scratches, a bloody nose, bite marks on his arms and cheek. The girls had 
not done any serious harm, only surface damage. 

Then one of the girls screamed, as if afraid that he would kill them all. Suddenly the girls were fleeing, scattering like sparrows from a 
cat. 

Then they were gone. 

Bann felt almost no anger toward them, only bewilderment, sadness, and a void. 

He went to the spigot by the rosebush and wiped the blood from his face and from the scratches and bites on his arm. He could not get 
them clean, so he gave up. 

He went back to his classroom, and found the muysafed still talking with Maya, her arms around the girl, as if to offer comfort. The 
teacher looked up at him as if in shock, but he knew that there was no surprise in her eyes. This is what she had wanted: She'd held Maya 
here, the only girl who would have protected him, and then aimed the other girls at him like bullets from a gun. 

"I have come to turn in my assignment," Bann said. "I have thought about the experiment, and I have figured it out. This is what I have 
learned: I should not exist." 

The musfayed's eyes widened, and her nostrils flared just a little, as if she had not expected such clarity. She nodded. "You are wise." 

Bann turned, went to the cage that held Yusaf, and removed the chick. He tucked it under his arm, and stroked its head. 

"Bann?" Maya said, trying to rise from her seat. But the teacher held her down and whispered, "Let him go." 

* 

Maya half-crouched, half stood in shock as her teacher held her. Bann was out the door for the space of twenty heartbeats before Maya 
realized that she had to go after him. 

She tried to rise again, but the musfayed held her back a moment longer. "Let him cool down," she said. "He will make the right 
decision. You'll see." 

Maya held the teacher with her eyes for a long moment. She was revered by other women, held in honor. But Maya suddenly felt as if 
she saw behind her veil. 

"I have learned something too," Maya said. "Bann says that he should not exist. But I know a secret. . . ." She leaned forward and hissed, 
"You are no better than he." 
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The musfayed stepped back in astonishment, as if she had been slapped, and Maya leapt up. The teacher sought to grab her, but Maya 
dodged beneath her grasp and raced out into the sunlight. 

She peered across along the wallwalk and down the lanes, but Bann was nowhere to be seen. 

Maya searched all of that night for Bann. She went to his home that evening and found his mother. 

"I left food, clothes and money in a pack on the bed," his mother said, "in case he decided to leave. He took everything but the money." 

Maya studied the woman's sad face. Bann's mother was a poor woman, a pariah. Bann would not have wanted to take her money. 

She thought at first that he might still be in the city, but there was no sign of him. The Valkyries that guarded the gates swore that he had 
not gone out that way. At last she circled the vast city, walking along the upper walls. 

"I saw him leave, but I did not stop him," the guard upon the east wall told her. 

"Where was he when he jumped?" Maya demanded. 

The Valkyrie rolled down the walkway. "Here," she said. 

Maya looked into her face, a face that projected so much warmth and concern, but really was really all metal and plastic and cold hard 
wires underneath. 

"Thank you," Maya said. She peered down, could see nothing but clouds. Their roiling surface was not more than a dozen yards below 
her, and after that, all was a mystery. On the horizon, the sun of Lucien struggled once more to climb into the sky, an effort that would 
fail all too soon. 

In the distance, in the high and rarified air so far above the canopy of rust-colored clouds, the lights of floater ships winked on and off 
like fireflies as they made for distant ports. She worried that Bann might already be on one of those ships, heading beyond her 
knowledge. Or even worse, he might be lying at the base of the cliff, killed upon some sharp rocks, or wounded at the edge of the jungle, 
just waiting for some predator to end his pain. 

She considered going down to the gates, seeking an exit. But the Valkyries that guarded the gate would never let her go. She was a girl, 
after all, and served a higher purpose. 

So before the Valkyrie could stop her, she ran two steps and leapt into the air, following Bann's path into the unknown. 
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Loose in the Wires  
    by John Brown 

Some thought my brother-in-law Delmus was unstable; I just 
figured he needed some trials and tribulations to help clear his 
vision a bit. So when he found an agricultural role in the Peace 
Corps, I cheered. I could not wait to see the changes a noble service 
in the third-world would surely bring. 

Delmus came back from Botswana one year later with the gleam of 
purpose in his eyes. He sat across the booth from me at an Artic 
Circle in Big Pine, Wyoming. I watched him eat his Bacon Bounty 
Cheeseburger in one long, concentrated go. No talking, no looking 
about, just earnest chewing, punctuated by a few drags on his 
chocolate shake. When he finally came back from whatever 
gustatory dimension he had slipped into, he sat back with a smile of 
slack joy. 

"Was the food over there that bad?" I asked. 

"Billy Boy," he said, "they were feeding me on rats and grass." 

Then he grinned all big and goofy, and I couldn't tell if he was 
pulling my leg about the cuisine or the fact that he was calling me 
Billy Boy. He knew I preferred William or Will, but he said those 
names made me sound like some rich city fart and what kind of 
numb nut would want that? 

He picked up his napkin and wiped his fingers like he was polishing silverware, then he looked me square in the eye. "Here's the deal. I 
wanted you to be the first to know." 

"Know what?" 

He motioned at me with his chin. "What have you heard about the old ways?" 

I groaned inside. "You've gone and hooked up with a bunch of zombies and voodoo, haven't you?" 

"Voodoo?" he said. "That's nothing but watered down Caribbean crap." 

"Delmus," I said. He'd tried fighting fires. He'd tried college. He'd tried Wicca, magnet healing, Evangelical radio, nudist camps, and 
quantum mechanics. For one week he considered living on a Kibbutz in Israel. He'd told me that something as powerful and deep as oak 
roots worked inside him, driving him to find the three-dimensional manifestation of the ten-dimensionality of our existence. 

Delmus could see my disappointment. 

"Things have changed," he said. "I ain't blowing in the wind." 

I just nodded. I liked Delmus. He was funny and kind. And no matter what he might sound like, he wasn't dumb - he had gotten a 31 on 
his ACT exams, and he hadn't even been trying. The boy had a lot of horses under his hood, but they were never given any opportunity to 
show what they could do: a Lamborghini stuck in life's parking lot. 

"Let me guess," I said. 

"No," he said. "First, you've got to hear this thing whole hog." 

"Okay," I said. "I'm all ears." 

He nodded, and when he'd gauged my sincerity, he leaned in close. "The truth is I've got me an African god in a Smucker's jelly jar in my 
trunk." 

Then he sat back like he'd just showed me a million dollars. 
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"I see," I said. 

Maybe I'd been wrong about Delmus. He wasn't a Lamborghini. Heck, he wasn't even a Ford. Delmus was turning out to be a go-cart. 

* 

We stood in the parking lot and he opened the trunk of his Mustang. A woman with short, expensive hair walked out of the Artic Circle 
and put on her sun glasses. She wore shorts made of some silky stuff that slid over the tops of her thighs like they were made of glass. 

Delums poked me in the ribs. "Hey. I can goggle on the sly, but you, Billy Boy, you got to keep your focus." 

I was married to Delmus's older sister, Jill, and married men in Delmus's family were not allowed to look. I had been told this by Jill's 
father: men were all alcoholics of lust and looking was nothing more than a fool bellying up to the bar. 

"A momentary lapse," I said and directed my attention to the contents of Delmus's trunk. Amidst the jumper cables and two quarts of 
Pennzoil, I saw a crate the size of a toaster. It had small orange letters painted on it in French. Delmus popped off the lid, and there, 
nestled in the security of Botswanan newspaper, sat a large jar with holes punched in its red-checkered lid. 

"Now lookie here," Delmus said and pulled the jar out. 

Sure enough it had a Smuckers label on the side. 

"They got Smuckers in Botswana?" 

"Billy," he said and looked at me like I'd made another dumb cityboy comment. "Africa ain't stuck in the hut age. Some of those 
Bushmen, the ranching hands, they might forget to wear anything but their loin cloths, but they don't forget their cell phones." 

Delmus held the jar out to me. 

I took it and held it up close. What I saw were two beetles about the size of my thumbnail. They shone rainbow green and blue like a 
skiff of oil in a puddle. They were chewing on a fresh mushroom. 

"These are your African gods?" 

Delmus held up his hand. "You just hear me out. About three months out I met this skinny Gwi Bushman named Masego. He spoke 
English and French and Bantu: he was a smart little man, and he still held to the old ways. Now what you have to realize is that Whites 
and other tribes came and pushed them back, but the Gwi Bushman, now he's been there longer than anyone else." 

"Persistent," I said. 

"So our truck breaks down, and it's getting towards dusk, but we need to get to another village about eight miles away. Old Masego, he 
says we're going to walk. I brought up the fact that I'd seen lions out there, it was feeding time, and the two of us would make mighty 
good eating for a lion, but old Masego, he just smiled. I didn't want to look like some pantywaist American, so I decided to follow his 
lead. He was, after all, a Gwi Bushman. So off we go, and what do we run into?" 

"A lion," I said. 

"Li-ons," he said. "Li-ons. There were about twenty of them, some just cubs, but I saw one of them boys with a mane off in the grass 
giving us the eye. They were all chowing down on a hartebeest. At first, I thought, Cool, lions, but then they looked at me with those 
eyes, and I began to think, Hell-a-mighty, those are lions. Now I start to backstroke real slow, but old Masego, he tells them off, starts 
hucking clumps of grass at them, telling them to move off and make some room." 

"Delmus," I said. This was the dumbest tall-tale I'd ever heard. If he had learned anything in his time with the Peace Corps, it 
was not how to lie. 

He raised his hand. "Scout's honor. I was freaking out." 

"So what did you do?" I couldn't wait to hear this one. 
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"What else could I do? You can't run, that's like throwing blood in shark-infested waters. So I stood there and pissed my pants. I've never 
been so scared in my life." 

"And?" 

"Well, Masego, he's taking them to task like they were nothing more than a bunch of rowdy neighborhood kids; talking and throwing 
weed bombs, walking right at them. I was sure one of them was going to rise up and swat the skinny bugger down, but they did no such 
thing. I saw it with my own eyes. The lions started to leave; one by one they retreat back into the grass, and then Masego motions to me 
to come and get some meat." 

I looked closely at Delmus to see if he was yanking my chain, but his face was sober as a priest's. 

"Yeah," he said. "That's right. We had lion-killed hartebeest that night." 

"There's no way," I said. 

Delmus just nodded, and I had to admit his certitude was solid as stone. 

"Later," he said, "when all the adrenaline finally washed out and my pants dried, I realized those old boys down in African knew a thing 
or two. There's a lot of knowledge that's been lost in our modern world. And so I began to hang out with Masego more and more. When I 
told him about Andi and her aches and pains -" 

"Andi?" I said. "The woman who fell off the Delmus wagon about four minutes after your plane took off?" 

"How many Andis do I know?" asked Delmus. "I got me some clarity over there. What she wanted all along was something that would 
say I cared." 

"And you decided beetles would do the trick." 

"It ain't normal for a young girl to have arthritis. Old Masego said what she needed was a god to go to work on her. And I agreed." 
Delmus pointed to the jar in my hands. "It took him more than two months to find the right ones, but there they are." 

"African gods," I said and jiggled the jar a bit. 

"Little ones," he said. 

This was too much to believe. "So what do you do, sacrifice potato bugs to them and say a few prayers?" 

"Laugh it up," Delmus said and held his hand out for the jar. "But I ain't the one that forked over thousands of dollars to a university for a 
piece of paper that says BS." 

"No, you just bought these. How much did you pay? And how in the world did you get them through Customs?" 

Delmus raised one eyebrow and looked very sly. When I saw he was not going to reveal how much he'd been hornswoggled, nor his 
methods of smuggling, I handed the little deities back. 

"So how does it all work?" I asked. 

"The god's in the bug. Sometimes they're in other things, but this one happens to be in the bug. I've got to get it out of the bug and into 
me," he said. "Once it's possessed me, it goes about performing Mother Nature's miracles." 

This sounded like a cross between Satanism and health food. "And I suppose this involves a bloody devil rite?" 

"No," he said. "It ain't like that. They just got to be ingested." 

"You actually think Andi's going to eat these?" 

"If the woman can munch chicken cartilage for her joint pains, she can throw back one of these. Of course, the other's there for me. Kind 
of a trial run to see if it actually works." 
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"Aha!" I said. "Even you admit it sounds kooky." 

"Hell, Billy Boy," he said. "I ain't an idiot." 

* 

That evening Delmus prepared to ingest his god. I was sitting with Jill at our kitchen table. Delmus stood by the sink. He had just sipped 
a number of tablespoons of vegetable oil to grease up the works. 

"So are you going to cook it?" I asked. 

"Nope," he said. "This has got to be done raw and wiggling. I got to get it in me alive, otherwise the god might slip away, and then this 
all would be a big waste of money." 

I held back the obvious comment and looked over at Jill. There were seven kids in the Yount family and she was the only normal one in 
the bunch. Delmus, Youlanda, Heber, Lavell, Eli, Earlette (that was a girl named after her grandfather), and Jill. How she escaped the 
name curse, I do not know. But I figured their special personalities had begun developing in childhood as a way to bear up under the 
burden of those names. 

I wanted to say something to Jill, but she held a finger up. "Don't go there," she said. "You want to talk about families, I can talk about 
families." 

I wanted to point out that nobody in my family had yet stooped to worshipping bugs, but she could weigh into the discussion on this 
particular topic like a sledgehammer, so I just smiled and turned back to Delmus. We both knew I had won this match without having to 
say a word. 

Delmus transferred one of the beetles from the Smucker's jar into a normal glass. I stepped over and peered down into the bottom of the 
glass with him and saw the thing spinning its legs trying to get ahold of the side. 

"You're just going to swallow it whole?" I asked. 

"That's the idea." 

"Delmus," I said. "They've got barbs on their legs. That thing is not going down. It's going to latch on to something." 

I looked back over at Jill. Wasn't she going to say something to her brother? But Jill just gave me a look that said this was as normal as 
cherry pie. 

Who knew where that bug had been? And the enterprising natives gathered them up to sell to stupid tourists like Delmus. 

"You can't do this," I said. "This is how diseases get started - people eating things never meant for consumption. Cow brains and monkey 
meat. That beetle might be carrying the sister to Ebola." 

Delmus dismissed me with a wave of his hand. "That's city talk. Nothing wrong with eating things. You just got to cook them." 

I pointed out that Delmus had not cooked this bug, but he didn't listen. 

"I think I'll stun it with a little crunch," he said. Then Delmus brought up the glass. 

There are moments of horrid fascination when I can't look away. Moments like when Skip, the Younts' dog, barfs and then eats his 
vomit, or when I catch snakes mating on some nature program. I was having just such a moment. This was a large bug with a lot of 
wiggle in it. For all we knew, Delmus's friend could have found this thing living all snug and tidy in some rhino turd. 

Delmus jiggled the glass like he was trying to get the last piece of ice out of a soda. Then the beetle slid down towards Delmus's open 
mouth on its back, legs whirring in the air. 

It approached the rim. I cringed. And then it disappeared into Delmus's mouth. He gave it a quick crunch and gulped it down. 

I stood there stunned. 
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Delmus simply had to be a different breed of human. There was no other explanation. 

He winced and put a hand to the valley of his neck. He gulped again, a third time, and then he dashed for the fridge. 

"Delmus," I said. "You alright?" 

Delmus didn't answer; he grabbed a gallon of milk, ripped off the lid, and began to chug. Delmus was not a tidy chugger, and a full pint 
must have spilled out of his mouth and onto his neck and shirt. But he got enough of it in him evidently to wash the beetle down his 
gullet because he put the milk on the counter and took a breath. 

After a moment, he said, "You were right. I think I should have pulled those legs off first. I can still feel him fighting it." Delmus pointed 
to the bottom part of his rib cage where the stomach would be. "He's attempting something right here." 

For a brief moment I wondered exactly what kind of damage a beetle might do to a man's intestines. Could it climb back out? Or would it 
eat its way through the stomach wall and live in the chest cavity? 

Then Delmus began to jump about. A dozen hops later he stopped and held perfectly still like a man listening for a soft creak. Then he 
relaxed. 

"That's got him," he said. "All it took was a little acid bath." 

I looked at my wife. I couldn't believe what I had just witnessed. "Jill," I said. 

But she ignored me. "Delmus," she said. "It's good to have you home again." 

* 

Nothing noticeable happened right away. Then Delmus took to running. I'd never known him to run, but Delmus took to it like an 
antelope. Said he felt mucho burrito. So instead of driving the four-wheeler to check on something in his father's fields, he'd run out and 
back. He ran with the sheep dogs and let them taste the dust of his heels. He'd run the five miles into town and back without a second 
thought. 

But it didn't stop with running. A week after the ingestion episode, he came to help me drywall part of our basement. Actually, he did the 
drywall and I fetched. After he'd put up the tape and applied the first layer of mud, I sent him off. I wasn't handy, but I could at least 
clean up. I rolled up the plastic, swept, and wiped away stray blobs of mud, then I walked out to the garage with a load of garbage to put 
in the can. That's when I saw Delmus standing there holding our sack of Dog Chow. 

I'd heard about people doing this, but never actually seen it. "You're not eating the dog food," I said. 

"No, I'm not," he said. 

I looked him up and down. "There are crumbs on your face and shirt." 

Delmus got a deer-in-the-headlights look. 

The man simply didn't know how to lie. 

Then he recovered and held the bag out to me. "Did you want some?" 

Only Delmus. 

I wouldn't let him out of the garage until he told me if this is what he'd been eating in Botswana. I found out they fed him fine over there, 
and he had only started craving dog food the day after he swallowed that bug. Of course, none of this odd behavior proved anything. I 
was, after all, dealing with Delmus. Craving to run and eat dog food were most assuredly some odd placebo effect, and I tried to make 
him see my point. 

After I finished my lecture, he hung his head. 

"What were you expecting?" I asked. 
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He shrugged. 

But I suddenly knew. "You thought this would be like some superhero story, didn't you? Spider-man getting bit and then finding out he 
can climb walls." 

"No," said Delmus. 

But I could see that's exactly what he'd hoped for. 

"Nothing works like that," I said and shook my head. "Come on." And I put my arm around him and I figured this would be the end of it. 

It was not. Delmus came over one evening a few days later to strategize with Jill about Andi. And while he was sitting there, he suddenly 
turned to me and said, "I've got a pimple the size of a walnut on my head." 

"Really," I said. 

"It's killing me. I need someone to check it." 

"Don't look at me," I said and pointed at Jill. "She's your sister." 

Jill gave me a look. 

"She won't do it," said Delmus. 

I was not fond of examining people's disgusting sores. As a child, I'd looked in the big, red self-diagnosis medical book my parents kept. 
The pictures inside horrified me. That was why I had gone into computers instead of becoming a doctor. But Delmus sat there looking 
like he might have a brain tumor and this might be his last day on earth, and so I scooted over and began to pick through his hair like an 
obedient primate. 

It didn't take long to find it. It was red and angry, about the size of a marble. There was no white head to it, although it did have what 
looked like a seam running across the face. 

All those pictures in the family's big red book came rushing back to me. "Judas Priest," I said in disgust. 

Other words had come to mind. But Jill had made me give all such words up during our engagement. None of the men in her family 
swore, she said (although I'd heard notable exceptions to this rule), and she wasn't going to be the one to introduce the habit into their 
line. I figured marriages were like castles, made up of a lot of little bricks of courtesy, good times, and sacrifice. Giving up cussing was 
my heap of sacrificial bricks. 

I now used words like heck, fetching, flipping (as in abso-flipping-lutely), crap, hells bells (that one, Jill said, was iffy), good night, 
shoot, scrud, sugar, and poop. Sometimes I could get away with substitutes in Spanish or Czech. Some words I refused to use; 
"gadzooks" was one of those, but "holy" had become a power word - holy cow, holy moly, holy flip, holy holy. Sometimes I just made 
phrases up and tried them on; you can call someone a "freaking raspberry tart," and if you think about it long enough, it begins to take on 
an air of the profane. Still, I was living in a world of words that fit but just didn't carry quite enough punch. I had been sissified. 

"What is it?" asked Delmus. 

"I have no idea." 

And then the sore opened. 

(Let us pause and simply note that at this point I punched a noticeable hole in my wall of sacrificial bricks.) 

Inside, the sore was all gray and filmy, covered with some mucus-like substance. Delmus had fallen trying to climb into the tractor a few 
days back, and at first, I thought he must have chipped out a part of his skull and this was a part of his brain poking out. But then the sore 
blinked. And blinked again. 

I snatched my hands back in horror. 

"What?" asked Jill. 
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The worry in her voice must have freaked Delmus. 

"Is it a tumor?" he said. He sounded like a frightened little boy. 

I took a breath, and tried to calm myself. 

"I don't exactly know," I said. I took another breath. If a doctor could examine these things, so could I. 

I mustered my courage and lifted the hair back again. I was calm, collected, and 100% sure that what I was looking at was an eyeball in 
the back of Delmus's head. 

* 

We took Delmus to the emergency room. The doctor there looked at it and called over another who looked at it and called yet another. 
All told, over the course of three days, I think we saw a dozen doctors. In the end, after they'd run all the tests and taken images with 
every machine in their arsenal, they decided to operate. They removed the eye, patched him up, and gave him the hardest anti-biotics 
known to man. 

The doctor let us see the thing - it had an iris, lens, cornea, retina, and what looked to be the beginnings of an optical cord. But none of 
them could offer any suggestions on what had triggered its development. Delmus was told to come back in a few weeks, but we knew 
they didn't have a clue; they wanted to study him and write up his case for posterity. And I thought this was a good thing. It might help 
any other idiot who wanted to swallow an African turd beetle to cure aches and pains modern medicine couldn't touch. 

The problem was that Delmus went back to the doctor two weeks later, got a clean bill of health, and then immediately began to grow 
another eye, this time in a different location. 

He revealed it to us in the wee hours of a Wednesday morning. He had a key to the house and simply came in, calling out our names. We 
were, luckily, engaged in nothing more than a sound sleep. 

Delmus flipped on the lights in our bedroom and stood next to my side of the mattress with a tee-shirt wrapped around his head. 

"Billy Boy," he said, his voice all trembly. 

I was squinting at the light. "I thought we had a deal that you'd knock." 

Delmus unwrapped his tee-shirt. 

I peered up through the light, and there just to the side of his left temple was another eye. 

"I'm a freaking Cyclops," he said. 

The eye was closed, but there was no doubt what it was. 

"I told you not to eat that bug," I said. "This is some jungle disease that was only known to the ancient world, and now you've brought it 
back." 

"This ain't no virus," he said. "I'm hearing things in my head, like old Masego speaking his clickety clack." 

We told Delmus to go back to the doctors for another surgery, but he was convinced that it was the god inside him that was doing this. 
Besides, he pointed out, there was no surgery to cut out the voice. 

I had to admit that there was more to that bug than beetle. "Well, call Masego then," I said. "Maybe he's seen this before." 

"That's why I came to you, Billy Boy," he said. "I was hoping to use your phone." He looked at the clock on the wall. "They're nine hours 
ahead." 

He had a phone. Which meant he'd come to us for more than our One Low Rate. 

"You moocher," I said and felt a swell of pity and older-brotherly kindness take my heart. I waved him off with a hand. "Go ahead and 
call." 
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He didn't get Masego on the first try: the man had to be fetched. Obviously, Masego was not one of the phone-toting Bushmen. About 
three hour later, Delmus called again, and this time Masego was among the crowd at the other end. Delmus carried on about all his woes, 
and then when it was Masego's turn, Delmus just nodded and said ya, ya, ya. 

The upshot of the conversation was that there were good gods and tricky ones and others that were simply mean. You couldn't know 
which was which until they possessed you. This one happened to fall into one of the latter two categories. Of course, Masego had 
supposedly explained all this back in Botswana, but Delmus, being Delmus, had simply ignored the risks. 

Masego told Delmus it was very simple. He couldn't kill the god, but he could entice or drive it out of his body and into something else 
that gods liked. Things like dogs, ancient trees, and lightning. It was going to take chanting and clapping and some special trance dance. 

When Delmus explained it all, I said, "You don't have any training as a witch doctor." 

"Oh, now we got us a believer?" asked Delmus. 

"Nothing of the sort," I said. 

"Then what?" he said. "You want to send me back to the regular medicine men? What new things are they going to try?" 

No new things. That was obvious. I just stood there and shrugged. 

"Exactly, Mr. Higher Technology," said Delmus. "I just got me instructions from a pro, and I want to give them a whirl. Are you going to 
help or get out of the way?" 

Why not? We were, all three of us, bright and consenting adults. It might end up being a journal moment. 

"I'm not doing any drugs or weird crap," I said. 

"All you got to do is clap and grunt," he said. Then he motioned at the couch. "Why don't you grab ahold of the other end, and we'll 
move it against the wall." 

We couldn't find a handy dog. Yes, we have a little Terrier, Mr. Smee. But he is not a dog, really. We did not think it humane to dognap 
someone else's pet, and the animals at the shelter didn't count - buying one for this dance felt too much like a Nazi medical experiment. I 
wasn't going to have the neighbors gawking as Delmus did his thing around a tree, so Delmus decided on lightning. 

"Lightning?" I asked. I looked outside at the clear, bright sky. 

Delmus held a screwdriver in his hand. He walked over to our kitchen light switch, unscrewed the switch cover, and revealed the guts of 
my house. Then he pointed at the wires there. "120 volts." 

"Delmus," I said. 

I glanced over at Jill. I could see a little worry in her face. I was not a handyman, but even I knew you didn't go grabbing live wires in 
your house. 

"That will kill you, won't it?" 

He grinned that you-dumb-cityboy grin. "There's a chance," he said, "it just might light me up like a Christmas tree." 

* 

We helped Delmus make a number of pinto bean rattles. He used a marker to write our chant out phonetically on the back of a blue flyer 
advertising furnace cleaning. The rite required fire, and so we dipped into Jill's stockpile of scented candles. And that's how we started - 
me and Jill sitting in the middle of the living room floor with sunflower and bayberry candles burning on a plate between us. We read out 
our chants and Delmus danced circles around us. 

Masego had said that it sometimes took a full night of dancing for the healing trance to fill a man up inside. After about twenty minutes I 
didn't think my arms had a snowball's chance of clapping and rattling for more than an hour. 
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But we sometimes surprise ourselves in our extremities. We chanted, and Delmus danced for more than four hours. He danced through 
dinner and sunset and into the dark night. 

At about 11 o'clock he stopped. "I'm just about crazy," he said. "I think it's time." 

We were all sweating and in pain. 

Delmus put on my rubber boots, then he walked over to the exposed light switch, and looked at me. 

"If I grab a hold of this thing and don't let go, you got to be prepared to pull me off." 

I stood. "Whatever you say." 

Delums turned back to the switch. "Alright, you funky little bugger. Here's some tasty lightning." 

Delmus put his left hand behind his back. Then he reached out with his right hand, his thumb and forefinger on either side of the box. 

When he put his thumb on the exposed copper of the black wire, he scrunched up his face, but he didn't let go. The muscles on his arm 
stood out. The light in the room seemed to dim. 

Then Delmus's head flipped back with a jerk, and I thought he was going to yell, but nothing came out. 

"Delmus?" I said. How was I supposed to know when to pull him off? 

We watched in horror for a few moments at Delmus's silent scream. His hair began to lift, and then his voice kicked in like a bullhorn. 
This shout broke our spell. 

"Will!" Jill said. 

And I could hear in her voice that this wasn't right at all. 

I reached for Delmus. The light in the room brightened. But before I could pull him off there was an enormous pop like a mighty 
discharge of static electricity. Delmus flew through the air. Then the fixture above me sparked and plinked, and everything in the house 
went dark. Even the candles had blown out. 

I heard Delmus thump to the floor. 

Jill and I both dropped to our knees and fumbled about trying to find him, and when we located him, trying to see if he was moving. 

"Is he breathing?" Jill asked. 

I felt my way to his head, then I licked my hand and put it close to his mouth and nose. I couldn't feel his breath. I put my ear to his chest. 

"Is he breathing?" 

"Shush," I said. 

I listened, and then I caught it. 

"He's got a beat," I said. 

"Come on, Delly," Jill said. "Come on." 

We knelt there for what must have been ten minutes, blathering to Delmus and wondering what we had just done. We never even thought 
of calling 911. What would we say? 

Then Delmus stirred and rolled over. 
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"I'm blind," he said. "I can't see!" 

"It's the lights," I said. "You tripped the breakers." 

I heard him breathe a sigh of relief, then he groaned and said, "I can hardly feel my arms, but I think we got him. I felt something go." 

He felt something, there was no doubt about that. 

We all fell silent and moments later I heard a noise coming from some corner of the house. 

"What's that sound?" asked Delmus. 

It was Chuck Berry playing in the bedroom. 

"That must be our clock radio," I said. "You must have tripped it." 

"But it doesn't have any batteries," said Jill. 

"Then it would be out like everything else." 

Even in the dark, I could see her pause and set herself to defend her point. "It doesn't have batteries," she said. 

"Jill," I said. "I'll go flip the switches and we can all see." 

I went downstairs and reset all the breakers. The lights all came back on and I walked back upstairs. 

Delmus and Jill had moved to the bedroom. He was bug-eyed and a bit askew. The arm he'd touched the wire with hung like a wet 
noodle at his side. 

Jill held the clock radio up for me to see. She had taken the battery cover off, and there was nothing inside. 

"But that can't be," I said. 

"You stay here with Delmus," she said. "Plug it back in. I'm going to flip all the breakers off." 

I did, and when the lights went out, the radio played on like we were linked directly into the Hoover dam. 

"How in the world..." said Delmus. 

Then he fumbled for the lamp on the drawers with his one good arm, followed the cord, unplugged it from its socket, and then plugged it 
into this one. The lamp flickered and then glowed softly in the darkness. 

We stood there in silence. It had to be the result of some jerry-rigged wiring. 

"It's in there," he said. 

"Maybe Jill didn't trip the right breaker," I said. 

"Billy Boy," Delmus said and looked about the shadows. "Electricity don't work like that." 

Then the lamp and radio faded. And we heard and saw it move down the house. That's the only way to describe it. First the master 
bathroom light flickered. Then the hall light switched on and off again. The blender revved at what sounded like frappe. The microwave 
dinged. Another flicker down the hall, then all was silent and dark. 

"Holy crap," said Delmus. 

I hadn't really believed this would work - it was going to be just another Delmus moment. But now all my tidy explanations failed me. 
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"Pull them out," I said. 

Delmus didn't move. 

"The appliances," I said. "Everything. Pull them out!" 

It was in the house. It was in the wires. I began calling out the appliances room by room. I yelled down to Jill to pull the plug on the 
washer and dryer downstairs. The last thing I wanted was that thing lurking in the toaster. 

When we had pulled anything with a cord, I went back and tested the clock radio in the bedroom. It would not work. I tried it in half a 
dozen other plugs, but in each it was dead and dark. I unplugged the radio from the last socket. 

"It's still here, isn't it?" asked Jill. 

"We're going to flip the breakers," I said. "And whatever it is will hopefully find its way out of the house wiring." 

All three of us walked downstairs and flipped the breakers. The lights came back on. And we waited a very long time. 

I was speechless, but Delmus wasn't. 

"I don't think I'm going to give that other one to Andi," he said. 

"Good idea," I said. 

"No," he said. "I'm keeping it." 

He paused. 

"I think I finally know my calling," he said. "I'm going into electrology. I'm going to bust these buggers wide open." 

I paused for a moment. 

"Electronics?" I said. 

"Nope," he said. "Electrology." 

"I don't think that's a word," I said. "I know there's no such major at the university." 

"Oh, Billy Boy," he said. "There will be when I finish. I guarantee." 

Electrology. The study of electrical gods. 

Who knew where such a study might lead him? And at that moment I realized that while Delmus was not a Lamborghini, he wasn't a go-
cart either. I looked at him with newfound respect. Delmus was some experimental vehicle that just might be the one to take us all in a 
whole new direction. 

* 

The operation to take out Delmus's second Cyclops eye won Andi's heart. While he was recovering, she came to visit, and he told her the 
whole story and showed her the eyeballs he kept in a solution in a pickle jar. 

Andi decided that was the grossest, most tragic, most romantic story she'd ever heard. I suppose his afflictions had made him into some 
kind of noble-hearted doofus, and she just happened to be a sucker for that kind of man. 

I have refrained from pointing out to Delums what such an oddly fickle woman might bring to a marriage. 

Jill, of course, used the seeming fact that Delmus had been right about the beetles all along to muddy the waters of our discussion about 
the quality of our family lines. 
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Me? I tell them all I don't know what to think. But sometimes I lie awake at night looking at the lamp, the red lights of the clock radio, 
and the dark holes and slots of the wall sockets, wondering if it's still there, or if it's gone hunting on the public grid for whatever it eats, 
uncertain if it would return from such a foray. Heaven forbid it should multiply. 

This I know: a small disaster's coming down the line. You simply can't have a god running loose in the wires. And when it breaks, I'll be 
pinning my hopes on a hick with some dark horses under the hood. 
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Artwork by I-Wei Huang

Trill and the Beanstalk  
    by Edmund R. Schubert 

Captain Jack Trilling leaned his shoulder against the floor-to-ceiling window that separated the base's observation deck from the 
black, white, and gray chroma of the lunar landscape. The tip of his nose was less than three centimeters from the window. He was 
not, however, looking at the moon's surface, or even at the stars which called to him from the perpetual night sky. Instead, his brown 
eyes were focused on the reflection of the man moving behind him. 

"Do that and you're a dead man, Vishti," he said. 

Vishti paused, piece in hand, and clucked his tongue. "Trill, Trill, Trill . . . You've had a long run at the top, but this time you are 
going down." 

With that, he placed his queen on king's pawn four. 

Trill needed only a fraction of a second to study the chessboard's reflection. This game was going exactly as he played it in his head 
twelve moves ago. 

"Bishop captures Queen," Trill said. 

Vishti's dark eyes darted from the board to Trill and back again. He was clearly pleased. 

Perfect. That meant Vishti would study the pieces just long enough to convince himself Trill was falling into his trap. Trill felt a 
fragment of a smile begin to form at one corner of his mouth. He immediately brought it under control. 

With a shrug and a shake of his head, Vishti moved Trill's bishop for him, capturing the queen. Then he moved his rook. 

"I can not believe you fell for my sacrificial queen gambit," the Indian programmer said, "In fairness, I should tell you that mate is 
now inevitable. Two moves and it's done." 

"You're right, my friend, except it's not two moves. Only one." 

Trill stood, turned his back on the lunar panorama, and walked to the table. 

"Vishti," Trill said, "you get better every time we play. But today isn't the day you beat me." 

He moved his knight. Trill found that people often overlooked knights late in the game. "Checkmate." 

Vishti brought one hand to his face, placed a fingertip on the end of his nose, and tried to comprehend what had just happened. Now 
Trill allowed himself to smile. It was never hard to see -- once the pieces were all in position. But Trill always kept the Indian 
programmer off balance with a series of feints designed to keep him from seeing the real plan until it was too late. 
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Vishti pinched his lips together. "Someday someone is going to beat you and I pray that I am there to see it." 

Trill shrugged with his eyebrows. "Just between you and me, I'm looking forward to that day, too. Probably more than you are." 

"You wish to lose?" 

"I wish to get better. No disrespect, but you're the only one who'll play me anymore and beating you five times a week isn't making 
me any better. And playing the computer just isn't the same. I want a real person." 

"You are saying that losing is good . . .?" 

"I'm saying it depends on your priorities." Trill rubbed his hands together. "And my priority right now is getting into space. I've been 
trapped on the moon's surface for far too long, so pay up." 

"Do you really think the colonel will permit this?" Vishti asked. "I can not imagine him allowing us to trade duty assignments." 

Trill didn't care what Colonel Kirtley thought. At first he had hoped it might be different here on the moon, but in the end it turned 
out like all the rest of his assignments. When Colonel Kirtley had learned Trill's aunt was also the 52nd and current President of the 
United States, his attitude toward him immediately changed. Kirtley wasn't vindictive about it -- Trill wasn't even sure the colonel 
was conscious of it -- but the change was undeniable. Like nearly every commanding officer before, Kirtley assumed that Trill's 
relationship to the President was the only reason he had gotten this post. That he had to have pulled strings, called favors, and used 
his aunt, Madam-President, to get his way. Which pissed Trill off. He was his own man. He succeeded or failed on his own merits. 

Not once in all the years since Aunt Chelsea had first been elected had Trill played that card. He had even hoped she wouldn't be re-
elected back in 2048. He had voted for her, of course -- but secretly he had hoped she would lose. Trill's relationship to the president 
usually proved out to be more of a liability than an advantage. Commanders either took punitive attitudes and gave him crap jobs, or 
did what Kirtley did and "balanced the scales." Made him work twice as hard for half the credit. Trill understood it was only human 
nature, but that didn't make it suck any less. 

And he wasn't asking for much; all he wanted was his turn running the lunar elevator up to meet the shuttle. To swim in a sea of stars 
was the whole reason he became an astronaut -- and Kirtley kept taking that away from him. 

"I'm an astronaut, dammit," he heard himself say, "not the bloody Maytag man." Trill hadn't intended to say it out loud, but he had 
reached his limit. "I didn't sign up for a year up here so I could spend it fixing broken-down ore carriers that aren't even carrying 
anything." 

"You are the chief engineer, are you not?" Vishti countered. 

"Emphasis on the word 'chief.' Look, I don't mind pulling my own weight, but he sends me out every time there's a problem." 

"As desperate as we are to beat the Chinese to Mars, we need to ensure the equipment will work properly before we fly it out there, 
don't we? And who better to determine that than the chief engineer?" 

Trill walked back to the window, allowing himself to actually look outside this time. He wasn't going to let Vishti get under his skin. 
Vishti was probably convinced he was merely telling unpleasant but necessary truths. 

Trill closed his eyes and took a deep breath. No, he thought, Vishti's just jerking my chain. Friends do that. And Vishti was as good a 
friend as Trill had among the dozen astronauts stationed on the American moon-base. He was just needling him and Trill knew it. 

A new reflection moved across the window. Trill steeled himself. 

"Captain Trilling," Kirtley announced. "Time to suit up; you've got work to do. Computer's showing a breakdown near the 
maintenance dome." 

Vishti rose to his feet, saying, "I shall attend to it, Colonel." 

Kirtley pivoted in Vishti's direction -- a difficult maneuver in 1/6 Earth gravity and one Trill imagined Kirtley must have practiced 
repeatedly to get just right. He clasped his hands behind his back and snapped, "At what point did my senior programmer change his 
name?" 
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Vishti shrugged. "It's just that Trill and I had this bet . . ." 

"You're gambling?" Kirtley said, brow furrowing. He pivoted again and glared at Trill. "On my base?" 

"A friendly wager," Vishti said soothingly. "We do it all the time." 

Kirtley didn't so much a blink. "I asked you a question, Trilling. Are you gambling on mybase?" 

Vishti took a step in their direction. "It was just --" 

Trill knew Kirtley had made up his mind. There was only one thing to do. 

He snapped to attention. "Yes, sir. Sorry, sir." 

"Sorry, sir?" Kirtley repeated. "You think that covers it?" 

"No, sir." 

Kirtley rose up on his toes and got in Trill's face. The man had missed his calling; he was a natural-born drill sergeant. 

"Damn right, 'no, sir,'" Kirtley barked. "You'll suit up and get those ore carriers taken care of. And when you get back here, you'll 
strip down the lunar elevator's control mechanism and rebuild it. And if it takes you more than two hours to rebuild, you'll do it 
again. And again. Until you can do it in the allotted time." 

"Yes, sir!" 

Trill saluted, and held the salute, until Kirtley returned it. He knew it was hard to argue with someone who said little more than "yes, 
sir," and "no, sir." 

As Kirtley made his way out of the observation deck, Vishti stared at Trill. Trill knew what Vishti wanted to say -- and appreciated 
the sentiments behind it. But it changed nothing. 

The programmer said it anyway. "That is the stupidest thing I have ever heard. What is rebuilding the elevator's controls going to 
accomplish?" 

Trill shook his head, watching Kirtley's form as it disappeared down the hallway. "Besides putting me in the middle of the place I 
most want to be, knowing he'll never let me go there when it matters? Not much." Trill's eyes defied Vishti to tell him he was wrong. 
But in his mind he was picturing himself laying his king down on the board. Resigning. "This operation is under military jurisdiction 
for a reason. And as close as we are to war with the Chinese, this is no time to be second-guessing a superior officer. I've got my 
orders. And I'll carry them out." 

* 

The Earth was full and blue and very far away. Around it, the stars gleamed brilliantly. They were brighter than Trill could have ever 
imagined before coming to the moon. 

He ran his small repair craft over the edge of the crater, watching the lunar dust fly in low-gravity slow motion. Getting sent out here 
was far from the worst thing he could think of. Trill just wished he had a chance to be more of an astronaut. He wanted to be out in 
space so bad that it -- 

He killed the thought even as it took form. Navigating the moon's surface is more than 99.999999% of people would ever get to do, 
he thought to himself. Stop being a baby. 

Trill pulled the repair craft up to the stalled-out train of ore carriers. The Indo-American coalition was testing them on the moon 
before using the lunar elevator to launch them to Mars. The ore carriers ran on the same basic maglev principles as the lunar 
elevator, albeit another version -- a version that broke down a lot more often. Trill questioned whether he could, in good conscience, 
recommend sending this equipment out to the asteroid belt. 

Good God, he thought, what a bureaucratic nightmare that would be. If I didn't give this gear a good review, several companies -- 
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hell, several governments -- would really get their panties in a wad. 

That thought brought a grin on Trill's face. A big one. 

Pulling on his helmet and gloves, Trill climbed out of his small craft and half walked/ half bounded toward the cable the ore carriers 
followed. What he saw when he arrived stunned him. In six months on the moon, he had seen just about every kind of mechanical 
failure imaginable. Looking down at the electronic mess he found today, he knew he was witness to something new to the lunar 
surface: sabotage. 

His black, white, and gray surroundings suddenly took on a much more sinister hue. 

"Base?" Trill whispered into the microphone in his helmet. "Trill to base . . ." 

There was no reply. 

"Armstrong Base," Trill repeated. His clenched jaw barely moved. "I have a situation. Please respond." 

"Captain Thrilling," came a voice from the Com-center. "What's the scoop, big guy?" 

Blacky McGee. Trill and Blacky had shipped up on the same transport six months ago. A nice enough fellow, but the man didn't 
seem to know when it was time to screw around and when it was time to be serious. 

"Listen," began Trill, "there's --" 

Motion. 

At the very edge of his peripheral vision Trill caught sight of something moving. Something that didn't belong. 

"Hold on," he said, sinking into a crouch. 

Edging closer to the ore carriers, Trill crept alongside the row. Stopping at the third car -- the point where he had seen movement -- 
he eased himself up the side and over the top. And found himself staring down the barrel of an odd-looking pistol. 

Trill's stomach felt like someone had just dropped a black hole into it. What he found himself thinking, however, was, Hnnnh, 
somebody actually modified a gun so the trigger design would work with a space-suit glove. Who in the world would . . . 

Eyes traveling up the arm of the small man holding the gun, Trill quickly found his answer. The gunman was wearing a Chinese 
space-suit. 

Two years ago, the Indo-American coalition had built a lunar elevator at one of the Lagrange Roots -- a point on the moon that 
passed directly below the L1 and L2 Lagrange Points, where the orbital and gravitational forces between the Earth and moon 
balanced out. Now India and America shared a 60,000-kilometer long carbon-nanotube tether, or "beanstalk" as the men at 
Armstrong Base called it. It was ideal for launches through L1 toward Earth. Once that was built, they assumed that the Chinese 
would fade from the new space race the same way the Russians had when America landed the first men on the moon. They were as 
mistaken as Aristotle when he insisted that Earth was the center of the universe. 

Because the Chinese went ahead and committed the time, money, and people, to build their own elevator on the dark side of the 
moon. Rumor had it that the project had cost them twenty-four lives (a rumor the Chinese government vehemently denied), along 
with the billions of yen they openly acknowledged. And the Chinese had made their tether 70,000 km. long, enabling them to launch 
through L2 while facing Mars and the asteroid belt, which turned out to be the real prize in this new space race. Because whoever 
got to Mars first, controlled the easiest access point to the crystalline treasure recently discovered in the asteroid belt -- a previously 
unknown mineral which could be used to manufacture computer chips that operated 4,000 times faster than anything previously 
known to man. 

So what had started out as a minor space race between the Chinese and the Americans -- nothing more than a pissing war between 
modern-day empires -- had turned into something far more serious. Trillions of dollars and entire nation's economies were at stake. 

"Trilling!" barked a voice. 

Trill jumped, then immediately realized the booming voice was coming from inside his spacesuit's helmet. Colonel Kirtley. 
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Despite Trill's sudden movement, the Chinese astronaut did not fire. He didn't even flinch. 

"Trilling," Kirtley repeated. "What the devil is going on out there?" 

The Chinese astronaut waggled his gun, then brought one finger to where his lips were behind the mirrored visor, in the universal 
signal for silence. Then he punched a button below the keypad and activated a small screen built into the arm of his suit. It displayed 
a message that read: Mr. Trilling, I need to talk to you privately. 

Trill looked at the gun and wondered how much choice he had in the matter. 

Then it hit him. The note was addressed directly to him. 

Mr. Trilling . . . 

How in the world could the Chinese know who he was? 

"Sorry about that, Colonel," Trill said into his helmet microphone. "This is going to take a little longer than usual. Just wanted to 
give you a heads up." 

"Blacky said you had a 'situation.' Said it sounded like something was wrong. Is there?" 

The saboteur gestured at Trill with his pistol. Obviously the man could hear and understand their transmissions. 

"No, sir," Trill said. "Everything's fine." 

The Chinese astronaut gestured again, directing Trill to walk towards the maintenance dome. 

Trill complied, and when the two astronauts rounded the near side, they arrived at a gigantic vehicle, almost half the size of the 
dome. Trill stopped in his tracks. He looked from the vehicle to the gun-toting saboteur and back to the vehicle. 

Was he being kidnapped? Damn. Then again, he was the president's nephew. 

He curled his fingers, making his hands into angry hammers. About to hurl himself at his captor, Trill envisioned the Chinese man's 
message again. Mr. Trilling, I want to talk. 

Talk, the message said. Privately. 

What in hell was going on here? Trill didn't know; but the more he thought about it, the less it felt like a kidnapping. Whoever had 
written that note had covered everything. It said so much with so few words -- if you scratched beneath the surface. Besides, Trill 
knew that hurling himself wildly about wasn't going to get answers, it was going to get him hurt or killed. 

Control yourself, he thought, then control the situation. 

Nevertheless, Trill's heart raced as he followed the Chinese astronaut into the craft's airlock. 

Once they were both inside and the hatch was sealed, the light on the autocycler switched from red to green. The Chinese astronaut 
removed his helmet, freeing a cascade of long, silky black hair. 

The saboteur, Trill suddenly saw, was a woman. She flipped her hair back over her shoulder and locked onto Trill with her eyes. 
Even with his helmet on, Trill knew it had to be obvious he was staring. 

"What's the matter, Mr. Trilling?" the woman said in barely accented English. "Your country has female astronauts, too." 

Trill closed his eyes. I'm an American, he said silently to himself. She's Chinese, and I'm an American. 

An American man who had been on the moon for half a year, with ten sweaty, hairy men and a gang shower. It had been six months 
since Trill had seen a woman. 
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He closed his gaping mouth and snapped off his helmet. 

Pulling off her right glove, the woman extended her hand. "My name is Wing Fei." 

Trill shook her hand. He moved very slowly. 

"It's okay, Mr. Trilling, you can speak freely here. This vehicle's insulation has the effect of dampening electronic signals. Without 
an external antenna, no one can pick up a signal from your radio." 

Trill's hand drifted unconsciously to his ear, tugging on the lobe. 

"Trill," he said absently. "Everybody calls me Trill." 

Wing began pulling off her spacesuit, stripping down to a black body suit. As he watched, he wondered how, even with the bulky 
suit, he had ever thought she was a man. He had to work very hard to keep from staring at her breasts and legs. She was a beautiful 
woman. 

How much had that beauty hindered her, Trill wondered, and how much had she used it to advance her career? 

Trill jerked his head to one side. Snap out of it, fool. You can't afford to let yourself be distracted. Get control of yourself. 

Striking the traditional at-ease stance, he said, "More than twenty minutes went by from the time the ore carriers shut down until the 
time I found you. You could have easily gotten away -- if sabotage was your only intention. Your little stunt was designed to lure me 
out." 

Wing sat on a small bench and crossed her slender legs, applauding lightly as if Trill had just made a thirty-foot putt. 

"Splendid deductive reasoning, Mr. Trilling." 

Trill's expression hardened. "This is about my aunt, isn't it?" 

Wing placed a hand between her breasts and a doe-eyed expression on her face. "Whatever do you mean?" 

Trill had little patience with people who played games. He unclasped his hands and took an aggressive step forward. 

Wing leaned to her left and rested her hand near the pistol. 

That brought Trill to a halt. "Look," he said. "I came here quietly, peacefully, because you invited me. Now tell me what the hell you 
want or I'm out of here, gun be damned." 

The change in Wing's face was subtle but unmistakable. She believed him. Good. He wasn't sure he believed it, but it had seemed 
like the right thing to say. 

"All right, Mr. Trilling," Wing replied. She rose to her feet and took a step toward him. "This has nothing to do with your aunt. I 
need your help." 

Trill softened a little. That was not what he had expected. "What's the problem?" 

"I'm the chief engineer at our station, and our elevator's maglev propulsion system has been malfunctioning for weeks. If I don't get 
it fixed by tomorrow, they're going to send me home in disgrace. I'll probably be cut from the space program. I need help fixing our 
elevator." 

"Why would I help you? You're the competition. The enemy." 

Wing looked at the wall, then at the door to the airlock. Then down at the floor. 

"Mr. Trilling," she said, "my salary as an astronaut supports thirty-four relatives in the Hunan Province. If I lose this job, those 
people will starve to death. I would do anything to prevent that from happening. She ran her eyes up and down his body. "Anything." 



39 
 

Trill studied Wing. Thirty-four relatives? Trill knew enough about China's economic situation to believe that one government salary 
could support that many farmers and factory workers. He sighed. 

"So let me get this straight. You sabotaged our maglev cable and ore carriers, figuring whoever came out to repair it would be your 
best bet for help with your beanstalk?" 

Wing nodded, mostly with her eyes. Dark brown eyes. Begging for help. 

Trill shrugged and sighed again. "Look, I feel sorry for you and your predicament, so I won't report this encounter. But you know I 
can't help you. Our countries are a hair's breadth from war." 

Wing softened her voice, as if someone might overhear. She half-whispered, "I know. That's why I have to sneak you in. It's as 
important for me to keep this a secret as for you." 

Trill's voice remained well above her conspiratorial level. "Which part of no are you not understanding? If your people find 
me anywhere on your base station, let alone sniffing around your beanstalk, they're going to shoot me on sight and then mail my 
corpse to the White House. No. No freaking way. No, no, no, no." 

A nanosecond later a thought hit Trill. 

"And even if -- and that's a damn big if -- but even if I manage to avoid your people, what in the world would I tell my people when I 
get back? I can't go missing for twelve hours and then just say to the base commander, 'Gee, I knew I should have made that left at 
Albuquerque . . .'" 

Wing smiled. "No, you're going to tell your nice Colonel Kirtley that you found a way to infiltrate our base and study first-hand not 
only our elevator, but our entire layout. And it will be true. That's got 'hero' written all over it. They'll probably even fly you home 
and give you a parade through New York City." 

She paused to let that picture settle in. Then she added, "The top level of New York City . . ." 

This time Trill could not prevent himself from smiling. The hell with taking control of some minor situation in an over-sized cruiser. 
He was going home a hero. And no one --no one -- could claim that it was because of his aunt. 

"You're sure you can get me in without getting caught?" he asked. 

With those words came a stab of guilt. Wing had tried to appeal to his better nature, but thirty-four human lives hadn't been enough 
motivation for him. 

But personal gain? That had moved him. The realization ate at him. 

* 

Trill would never have believed Wing's cumbersome-looking vehicle could have moved at the speeds it did, but it turned out to be 
more rocket-sled than cruiser, and they arrived at the Chinese base station in just under three hours. 

The extreme vibrations of the rocket sled reminded Trill of the old days, before carbon-nanotubes had made space elevators possible. 
Back then people went into space with chemical booster rockets. It hadn't been that long ago that Trill made his first flight into space 
on just such a vehicle. That was the first time the stars had been transformed from twinkling pinpricks of light into a multifaceted 
explosion of brilliance. That day Trill had felt as if he could reach out and snatch up a handful of stars, and his longing to do so had 
been intense. It was why he became an astronaut: that sense of wonder and awe. Now that sense of wonder had been reduced to little 
more than a memory. 

As they neared the Chinese base, Wing's vehicle locked onto a homing beacon and they were automatically guided the rest of the 
way in. 

"Stay in the back of the craft," Wing told Trill as she brought the ship into a docking bay. "I'll clear the way, then come back for 
you." 

* 
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Forty minutes later Wing was nowhere to be seen and Trill's madly churning stomach had nothing to do with hunger. 

Where in the name of Hare Krishna had that woman gotten to? It occurred to Trill that her sad, sad story might have been a ruse to 
get him to come along quietly. But he didn't believe that. If the Chinese were going take him hostage, they would have done so 
before now. Long before. 

No, even when Wing had stuck a gun in his face, Trill had never really felt threatened. He wasn't sure what she was up to, but it 
never felt malevolent. 

Sitting in the back of Wing's rocket-sled, Trill wondered again where Wing was. He wasn't thinking about her breasts and legs 
anymore, like he had been when he first saw her in her black body suit. At this point, he would have been thrilled to see a shoulder 
blade. A big toe. Anything. Because the longer Wing was gone, the more likely Trill was to leave the cruiser and start exploring, and 
that could only lead to trouble. Fifteen minutes later, his patience was spent and his head was out the door. Idiot, he thought. But it 
didn't stop him. 

He was instantly greeted by a recording of Vishti's voice emanating from within his helmet. 

"Captain Jack Trilling," Vishti's voice repeated over and over. "Come in. Please respond. Captain Jack Trilling. Come in. Please 
respond." 

For the signal to reach Trill here, they must have been running it through all eight of the satellites the U.S. had orbiting the moon. 
Not good. He had counted on having more time before they realized he was gone. 

Trill backed against a wall, wishing for somewhere to hide and transmit. Inside Wing's craft, the insulation cut his signal off; outside 
he was exposed. If anyone should hear his voice and come investigate . . . 

Trill put Wing's vehicle between himself and what appeared to be the corridor leading to the rest of the station. He whispered 
harshly, "Come in, Armstrong Base. This is Trill. Vishti? Blacky? Whoever's on duty. Somebody talk to me." 

"Trilling!" came the instant reply. "Where in blazes are you?" 

It was Kirtley. 

"I'm inside the Chinese base station, colonel," Trill said, prepared to tell the version of events he and Wing had concocted during the 
flight over. 

"I was afraid of that," Kirtley interrupted. "Something about your demeanor during your last transmission was just odd, so I sent 
Blacky and Neru out to check up on you. When they reported that the ore carriers had been sabotaged and you were gone, I figured 
the Chinese had snatched you." Kirtley's voice hardened when he said, "Have they tortured you? Because I swear I'll make them pay. 
Nobody steals one of my men and gets away with it." 

"Colonel, no; you've got it wrong. I snuck in." 

There was a long pause as Colonel Kirtley processed this new information. Trill pictured a cartoon version of Kirtley's eyeballs 
falling out of his head and rolling around the floor. 

Finally Kirtley said, "How'd you manage that?" 

"Stowed away on the saboteur's rocket sled," Trill replied, glad he and Wing had rehearsed this story. "No one knows I'm here. If the 
crew is operating on Peking-time, most of them should be asleep for a couple more hours. I'll poke around, see what I can learn, then 
steal a rocket sled and fly home." 

Trill looked at the front end of the craft he was hiding behind and hoped that he couldfly one of these things if it came to that. He 
and Wing had discussed a lot of things during the flight here; how Trill was going to get home had not been one of them. 

In a calculating tone, Kirtley said, "Negative." 

Trill's eyebrows drew together. Excuse me, he wanted to say. Kirtley never gave him the chance. 
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"You are to proceed directly to their beanstalk and take it out of commission." 

"Excuse me?" Trill heard himself blurt. 

"We've been getting intelligence reports that suggest the Chinese are only weeks away from launching another beanstalk to Mars. If 
that's true, we're screwed. That makes you the perfect man in the perfect place at the perfect time." 

"How do you figure?" Trill demanded. This was lunacy. What evil spirit had possessed his commander? 

"All those times I had you strip down and rebuild our elevator controls? You know these systems inside-out; who better to remove 
that one key piece that will disable the entire system, yet take the Chinese months to identify? They'll never suspect a thing." 

"Impossible," Trill protested. "They'll catch me." 

"Let me put this in terms that your tiny mind can grasp," Kirtley said. "You can either put that thing out of commission and come 
home a hero, or you can die trying. Frankly I don't care which. But if you come back here and their elevator is still functioning, I'm 
going to drop a bomb on their station -- and it's going to be duct-taped to your ass. The Chinese government will not claim Mars. Do 
I make myself clear?" 

Trill heard footsteps. 

"Abundantly," he whispered. 

It's probably just Wing, Trill told himself. Nothing to worry about. Just the same, he shut his eyes and willed himself invisible. 

"Abundantlyyyyy . . .?" Kirtley repeated, looking for the military equivalent of the magic word. 

Trill could actually hear Kirtley drumming his fingers on a desk, thousands of kilometers away, waiting for Trill to say, 
"Abundantly, sir." 

"Trill?" a female voice called. 

Wing. That solved half his problem. 

But if Kirtley heard her voice - hell, any voice - calling his name while he was inside the Chinese station, Trill was going to end up 
with a bomb taped to his ass no matter what else happened. He reached into his helmet and snapped his radio off. 

"Trill?" a puzzled Wing repeated a moment later. 

He stepped out from behind the craft. 

She was still wearing that damn black body suit. Breasts? Legs? Trill snorted. She had spoiled that for him. Now when he looked at 
all he could see her was thirty-four dead Chinese farmers. It was irrelevant whether the Chinese government executed them or just 
left them to starve when Wing's salary disappeared. They would die. 

Trill weighed that against the death of his own career if he disobeyed Kirtley's order. He had worked his whole life to become an 
astronaut. 

Dammit, why had she told him about those people? This would be easy if he didn't know about them. 

"Trill?" Wing called again, penetrating his fog. 

He looked at her, a stranger, really. Only slightly less unfamiliar than her thirty-four relatives back on Earth. He thought about 
Colonel Kirtley, and forced himself to smile. 

"Right here," he said. 

An answering smile crept across her face. She stood there for a moment, staring at him like she was wrestling with some idea that 
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kept turning itself inside out. Finally she said, "Sorry to be gone so long. You ready?" 

Trill climbed to his feet. "Take me to that elevator." 

Wing left the bay. Trill followed. 

"Damn!" he cried just as he crossed the threshold. 

Wing froze. "What?" 

"I talked. Dammit, what was I thinking? I talked to my colonel on the radio. If your people are monitoring our radio transmissions, 
they'll know I'm here." 

"Not a problem," Wing replied. "I drugged the officer who's supposed to be listening. Dropped a sedative in his coffee. Then I had to 
take care of one more problem in the elevator's control room. That's why I was gone so long." After a moment, Wing added, "Why 
did you contact your base?" 

"They were looking for me," Trill said. "Radioing." He omitted the details of that conversation, adding simply, "They think I snuck 
in on my own, so you're going to need to be quiet when I turn my radio back on." 

Wing shrugged. Again, it was not the reaction Trill had expected. She was so hard to read. He turned his radio back on. 

Of course, the moment he did, Kirtley was right there, barking in his helmet again. Trill cut him off, trying his best to sound sincere. 
"Yes, sir, I hear you," he said. "I must have passed through a shielded portion of the station and lost your signal for a minute. I heard 
your order though, and am proceeding in that direction. Be aware that it may be necessary for me to maintain extended periods of 
silence. There are crewmen and scientists everywhere." 

Trill felt a little bit guilty. Wing wouldn't be leading him past security if she knew what he was planning. 

Three minutes later, they walked into the control room of the elevator. Trill was stunned to find the room desolate. Whether the 
elevator was running or not, the U.S. station always had someone on duty. Then he noticed the three unconscious men on the floor. 

Trill looked at Wing, who opened her hands, palms to the ceiling, as if to say, What else could I do? 

The control room looked through a gigantic window into the bay where the elevator rested on a low pedestal. Trill snorted as he 
contemplated the millimeter wide carbon-nanotube tether that ran through the center of the elevator and off into space. It looked 
exactly like the U.S. model, except it was five or six times the size of the one Trill was used to working with. 

Empty pallets lay everywhere. It looked as though huge quantities of material had been loaded into the elevator. 

"Holy crap," he said out loud before he could catch himself. 

"What?" Kirtley's voice said in Trill's helmet. Wing looked at Trill questioningly. 

"That's the biggest damn elevator I've ever seen," Trill answered them both. 

It looked as if it had been loaded with everything the Chinese owned. As if in preparation for a long . . . 

. . . trip. 

Trill froze. 

Why would the Chinese have an elevator car that big, fully loaded, if the propulsion system wasn't functioning properly? Quite 
simply: they wouldn't. This elevator, loaded to the gills, had been prepared to run its cargo to the end of its tether and then loaded 
onto a Chinese spacecraft headed for Mars. 

Trill's hands clenched into fists. Deep down he had suspected Wing wasn't telling the truth. But still, he had not been prepared for 
this. 

Suddenly Trill felt not merely justified, but righteous about his decision to betray her and sabotage the Chinese elevator. His odds of 
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escaping from the Chinese base were slim, but he was going to inflict major damage before they caught him. 

He looked around the control room. A lot of delicate electronics winked back at him. 

"Colonel Kirtley," Trill said coldly, "you were right about them launching an elevator soon. Only it's not weeks away. It's days away. 
At most." 

He cast his eyes around the room, looking for the implement with which he could inflict maximum damage. Trill was sure that if he 
destroyed the control room, it would be a long time before that Chinese elevator went anywhere. 

He was so focused on that task that he was only vaguely aware of Kirtley's voice in his helmet, ordering him to destroy everything 
Trill could get his hands on. 

Hands . . . 

Trill realized he already had the ideal implement of destruction in his hands -- his helmet. It was large, heavy, had a convenient 
handle, and was already right there in his hand, waiting to be swung like a giant sack of rocks. He stepped toward the nearest 
computer bank and raised it high. 

A Chinese man appeared in the control room's doorway, shouting something as he raised his pistol. Trill spoke no Chinese, but the 
man's meaning was clear enough. 

Before Trill could move, though, a shot ruptured the silence. Trill twitched, but it was the Chinese man who fell with a blood-soaked 
chest. Trill turned to face the source of the shot. Wing stood there, gun in hand. Then she lowered it. 

"You really don't want to do that," she said, eyes drifting up to the helmet held by Trill's still raised hand. "Not if you and I are going 
to have a chance of getting to Mars." 

That triggered a fresh barrage of shouts from within Trill's helmet. Kirtley was on a rampage. 

Trill threw his helmet aside. He couldn't think with Kirtley yammering like that, much less comprehend what was going on. 

What was happening? He had no idea, but whatever it was, it was happening fast. Too fast. And every time he turned around, Wing 
changed the rules. 

Wing slid past Trill, pushed her dead comrade out of the way, and closed a heavy sliding steel door. She punched a series of buttons 
on the door's control panel, closing every other door that led into the launch bay and the control room, then fired twice into the door's 
control panel. It spit blue sparks in dismay. Then it, too, died. 

"That won't keep them out for long," Wing said as the sound of stampeding feet came to the door. Voices shouted. Angry voices. 
More than once, Trill thought he heard Wing's name. 

Next came an eruption of small arms fire. Though the bullets couldn't penetrate the door, Trill reflexively dropped his helmet and 
flattened himself against the wall. 

"What the hell is going on?" he shouted over the nearly continuous gunfire. 

Wing was about to shout her reply when the gunfire ceased. 

"They've gone for better tools," she said. "They'll need an acetylene torch to breach these doors, but I'm hoping they won't realize 
that right away. Either way, we haven't got much time." 

"Much time for what?" Trill shouted as if the bullets were still flying. 

"Look," Wing said, placing her hand on his forearm. "I've got --" 

Trill shoved her hand away. "NO! Play that game with someone else. I want to know what's going on and I want to know now!" 

Wing snarled back, "You think I have time for games? If they get through that door and we're still here, I'm as dead as you are. Now 
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shut up for one minute and listen." 

Trill nodded. Wing spoke. 

"I knew from listening to your radio transmissions that you're the engineer Kirtley always sent out on repair jobs. And you were 
right the first time; I didn't want you because of the maglev propulsion, I wanted you because you're the president's nephew --" 

"Damn it; I knew it --" 

Wing clamped her tiny hand over Trill's mouth. "You're listening, remember?" 

Trill glared at her, but held his tongue. 

"Look, we both know that that there's no such thing as second place in this space race. There's not enough ice on Mars to support 
two bases for any length of time. And we both know it's a very real possibility that both our governments would consider military 
options if they didn't get there first. Those asteroid crystals are going to set one country's economy light years ahead of the other's. 

"But that's not what the world needs. Space is too important to turn into another battleground. That's why it's up to us to force our 
governments in another direction." 

Wing paused to make sure Trill was following her logic. She said, "That's why I want you and I -- one Chinese and one American -- 
have to take this elevator to Mars together. Then no single government can claim the planet. They'll have to come to some kind of 
agreement. And the fact that you're the president's nephew is a major key to pulling this off; she's going to work ten times harder 
because you're the one up there." 

Trill couldn't believe what he was hearing. It was insane. He said, "And you're sure that this is the answer? So sure you're willing to 
bet your life on it?" 

Wing's eyes burned. "My life -- and thirty-four others." 

That was not what Trill wanted to hear. He looked over his shoulder at the loaded elevator. 

"It'll never work," he said. "It takes almost four days just for the elevator to get to the shuttle. Once your people get into the control 
room, they'll just shut it down and bring us back." 

"I've rigged the elevator so that once it's launched, it can only be controlled from inside the elevator." 

"There's still the crew of the shuttle to deal with." 

Wing shook her head no. "If we build up enough speed, we can actually use the tether as a launching devise and whip this elevator 
all the way to Mars. We'd get there in a fraction of the time. I proposed it to our government, but no one would listen to me. I even 
know how we can land so that we --" 

"You've got an answer for everything, don't you." Trill's voice ran rich with a sarcasm born out of desperation. 

A shower of sparks appeared at the door. The Chinese had gone straight for the acetylene torch after all. 

Wing said, "Except how to pull this off without your help. I could do it myself, physically -- I could push every button and pull 
every lever. But I need an American to come with me. You have to trust me, and you have to do it now." 

Trill didn't move. Wing edged closer to him. 

"Imagine it's ninety years ago," she said, "It's 1960 and you're inside a missile silo during the height of the Cold War. Radar shows 
incoming ICBMs and your commanding officer is screaming for you to launch a counter attack. 

"But your instincts tell you not to launch those missiles. That it's a false alarm. There's been no build-up of troops, no saber-rattling, 
no reason at all to believe you're being attacked. So who do you trust? The guy screaming in your ear?" She cast her eyes to Trill's 
helmet where Kirtley's ranting continued unabated. Then she held out her hand. "Or that tiny voice whispering to your soul . . ." 
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"You've lied to me at every turn," Trill said. "How do I know you're not lying again?" 

"Would you have come with me otherwise?" 

Trill punched the wall. "That's not the point, dammit! How do I know you're not lyingnow?" 

Wing reached out to him, fingers stretched to their limit. "You don't. How can you possibly believe a crazy-woman who wants to 
save humanity from itself?" 

The acetylene torch had almost cut through the door. Trill looked at Wing's hand, hanging in the air like the questions she was 
asking. 

He pointed at the elevator car. "Are there enough supplies in there for us to survive until our governments come arrest us?" 

Wing shrugged. "Maybe." She looked him in the eye. "Maybe not. Either way, the results will be the same. The Chinese and the 
Americans will have arrived on Mars together. Both will have a valid claim." 

Trill paused to assess the big picture. It was simple, really. He would fly to Mars -- and piss off a lot of bureaucrats. It was as noble 
as it was suicidal. What more could he ask for? He took Wing's hand and followed her to the elevator. 

Once inside, Wing pushed the button that released the magnetic clamps and the massive elevator began accelerating up the tether. 

Trill leaned his forehead against one of the viewports. As he watched the receding Chinese base he shook his head and smiled. If 
only Vishti could have been here to see it. Wing had outplayed him at every turn, using a series of feints and misdirections to keep 
him off balance. Now that the pieces were in position, it wasn't hard to see. Not at all. 

She was good. Very good. 

God, he hoped there was a chess set on board. 
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Night Walks  
    by Robert Stoddard 

Ever since the hospital, Josh had been taking night walks. He'd wait until all 
the neighborhood dogs had been walked and most of the house lights were out. 
Then, he'd escape into the solitude of darkness where he could talk to himself 
or cry with nobody around to care. 

He was doing a lot of talking and crying these days. 

Josh didn't think he was crazy. After almost dying from cancer, he was just 
trying to figure things out. Night walks were perfect for that. 

Plus at night, his wife, Megan, never wanted to go with him. During the day, 
she was always hovering or peeking in on him, looking for signs that he was 
getting better. Even when she was at the grocery store, she would call to see 
how he was doing, and he felt smothered by her concern. But by the time he 
went night walking, she was out like a light on the sofa in front of the 
television. 

Megan deserved to sleep. Through his surgery, through the terrible infection 
that followed and almost shut down his body, then through the searing chemo, 
she had never once left him alone in that terrible hospital room. She had 
suffered with him through each one of his ordeals, getting even less sleep than 
he. Often it was only her will he felt keeping him alive. And as his medical 
complications got more complicated, he saw her get more indignant as she 
challenged incompetent nurses, bullied doctors with her tough questions and 
demands and forced everyone to fix him or suffer her wrath. 

Many times, coming out of a feverish nightmare, Josh would see Megan's face 
framed above him like an angel in a vision, and he would take that bright face 
back with him into his hopelessness, holding it in his hands like a lantern so he 
could avoid the bullets of pain that shot at him from the darkness and kept him 
screaming. 

Now that he was home with no sign of cancer and nothing to do but continue 
to recover, Josh finally saw the toll his illness had taken on Megan. It 
frightened him, how tired she was. Anyway, he was better off on his own, 
away from her concern, because what he was feeling now was far worse than 
all that pain and far more private, and he didn't think she could handle yet 

another dread. 

So Josh hid from Megan on his night walks. Hid from her faith in happy endings. His illness had taught him that everything is random 
and that anything could happen and did, but how could he tell Megan that? How could he tell her that although the pain had moved out, 
his body was now being squatted by something far more sinister. 

Fear. 

That's why he was really roaming the streets tonight, why he liked the night walks so much, why Megan could never know. Josh was 
scared, so scared that as he trudged along, squinting his eyes past the silver shadows of the trees, he found himself yearning for that same 
twilight state he had inhabited in the hospital. Anything to block out the fear that was paralyzing him. 

It wasn't that he was afraid of dying. It was that he didn't have either the strength to remain in this world or the courage to leave it. 
Despite his positive prognosis, Josh just couldn't see himself getting any better, and that meant more pain, and he couldn't handle that. 
Because he couldn't foresee any happy ending, he was opting for the black oblivion of night. 

He walked on for over an hour, but no matter how much he pleaded for help or shouted for strength or begged for it just to be finally 
over, the shadows remained shadows, the mist was just mist and the trees did not unfold their branches to the oblivion he sought. 

He noticed Megan open her eyes briefly when he walked in, then close them again. He sat down in a chair and looked at her sleeping. 
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They had always been a close couple, even after 10 years of marriage, sharing everything together except the child they had always 
wanted but couldn't have. Even though the freak nature of his illness had caught them both off guard, tossing them overboard into an sea 
of panic and hopelessness, they were so much in love that clinging to each other had been their lifeline. 

He knew Megan thought they had been rescued, and he had felt that way too, at least for a while after he was released from the hospital. 
Now he knew better. And he didn't dare tell Megan about the beast of fear clawing through his chest, undermining even his love for her. 

Looking at her now so peacefully asleep, Josh dared not imagine what her discovering his secrets would do to her, so he wandered into 
the bathroom, sat down on the edge of the tub and softly cried again. 

* 

Megan was no fool. She knew how long he'd been gone, felt him staring at her as she "slept" on the sofa, and she heard him now sobbing 
in the bathroom. She knew he was depressed, but she didn't know how to help him. He wouldn't let her help him anymore anyway. It had 
been different in the hospital where they were both focused on getting him better and out. At home, though, Josh stopped recovering, and 
she couldn't figure out why. 

Well, until she could figure him out, Megan would do what she did best. She'd turn off the TV, go straight to the bathroom, sit down on 
the edge of the tub beside him and take him in her arms. 

Later, when Josh had settled down and gone to bed, she took her own night walk, roaming their small house going over and over 
everything in her mind. Maybe she should start being tougher with him. Being gentle and patient and understanding just wasn't cutting it 
anymore. Maybe the key to Josh were those night walks of his. Megan decided she'd have to think about that. 

The next night as he put on his coat Megan asked him, "Going on your usual walk?" 

"Uh, yeah, I thought I would," said Josh. 

"It's late, Josh. You be careful, okay?" She said the same thing every night before he left. "I'd go with you, but I'm kind of tired." 

She watched Josh sigh with relief and go out the door. "Bye, then," he said and was gone. 

Megan hurried to the door and watched through the peephole as Josh disappeared down the street. As soon as she thought he was far 
enough away, she slipped out to follow him. 

Up ahead, she saw Josh gesturing wildly and heard him talking to himself. He could have been the homeless guy who "lived" in the alley 
by the pharmacy and spent his nights yelling at his blaring radio. But this was her husband. This was Josh, her emotional rock. 
Dependable Josh. Sturdy Josh. Sweet Josh. 

Suddenly he was gone. Megan scanned the street. The trees stood like sentinels, the darkened houses huddled behind them, their 
branches stretched across the street to those on the other side in a protective canopy of grey-green. No sign of Josh anywhere. Where was 
he? Had she lost him? He was right in front of her just a second ago. Which way had he turned? 

* 

Josh hadn't turned. A moment before it happened, he had been talking to the stars. There weren't many to be seen in this city sky, but 
enough for Josh to remember how vast the universe was and how small he was by comparison. He was just a small speck of nothing. 
Who or what could possibly care about him or his pain? Josh understood more than ever how alone he was, and he cried out because of 
the unfairness of it. 

Then he heard a rustling of the branches and the voice of the wind as it brushed his face in a cool caress. The houses retreated. The trees 
ahead of him took on the shapes of giants, their limbs lowering to the street and then rising high into the sky. Ahead of Josh were colors 
that he couldn't make out. He walked faster towards the colors. As he drew closer, he could hear the babble of soothing voices beneath 
the wind. He felt his chest release its pent-up fear and for the first time in ages he felt free. He thought he heard a voice summoning him. 

"I'm here," said Josh. "I'm here." 

Josh thought he saw human figures walking quietly just behind the trees. The swaying branches turned this way and that and obscured 
the view. When he was able to see past them again, the figures were gone. The babble returned in a symphony of wind and swaying 
branches. Then the wind died down, and he heard Megan's voice behind him. 



48 
 

What was Megan doing here? 

"There you are," he heard her say. "I was worried, so I came looking for you. I guess I didn't realize how unfamiliar everything can look 
at night. You were right in front of me, but I couldn't see you at all." 

Josh wasn't listening to her. "I saw something. I was almost there." 

"Almost where?" Megan said. 

Josh turned to Megan and suddenly frowned. "You shouldn't have followed me," he snorted. "And I'm not through with my walk yet." 
He headed away from her briskly, hearing her call after him. 

"Can I come, too, Josh? Hey wait up!" 

But Josh was already turning the corner. He had to get away from her. Why did she have to choose tonight of all nights to go out looking 
for him? Didn't she know she had ruined everything? Maybe if he hurried he could find the figures again and this time make them 
understand how much he needed to find out what they wanted. 

He came home an hour later, exhausted by the useless search. Yet, for the first time in months he felt excited and hopeful. He knew that 
answers were somewhere in those shadows and he would look every night if he had to until he found them again. 

He saw that Megan was already asleep. He felt guilty for running away from her. He knew he had hurt her terribly. The crumpled tissues 
on the floor by her side of the bed told him that she had been crying. He undressed and slipped into bed beside her. She didn't stir. He 
spoke to her back. 

"I'm so sorry, babe. I know I can't explain how I'm feeling right now. I can't seem to sort anything out. But tonight was the first time I've 
felt some hope about all this, you know? Like the road ahead might not do me in after all. I'll know soon, I promise. I can feel it. Just 
give me some time." 

He wasn't that surprised when Megan turned around to face him, her face puffy and concerned. 

"Josh, you scared me tonight," she said. 

"I know," said Josh. 

"What were you doing out there?" 

He couldn't tell her. Not yet. 

"Just night walking, that's all," he said as he held her close and planned a route for tomorrow night. 

* 



49 
 

The new route wasn't necessary though. The next night, it happened only a block away 
from his house. One minute he was hurrying down the sidewalk, eager to explore a new 
neighborhood, the next minute all sense of his own street was consumed by the groves of 
silver trees, the swirling colors and the sound of voices. 

This time, Josh was able to pass the sentinel trees easily and found himself in a small 
clearing where the colors melded with a soft grass and the surrounding woods. He 
breathed in the rush of wind, felt himself relaxing. 

Suddenly everything went silent and still. Heads peered out from the trees. Then, a few 
ghostly people cautiously stepped toward him. An old woman, a man in a wheelchair, a 
pregnant lady, an emaciated woman in a turban, another in a hospital gown, several men 
in uniform, a little boy with a cough, a girl holding a teddy bear. All of them were barely 
visible, as if in a faded painting. All moved slowly, all held out their arms to Josh. 

Those closest to him began murmuring something under their breath. "Solace. Solace." 

The words were picked up by the others. Josh now recognized the phrase from the night 
before. 

Suddenly the turbaned woman had her fingers on Josh's neck. Her nails dug into his skin. 
Her other hand climbed up to his face and turned it towards her. 

For an endless moment, Josh was caught in the agony written on the woman's face. And something else he saw there that surprised him: 
hungry eyes like pits, so black that the darkness oozed out of them and dripped down her face like old mascara. 

Josh was about to pull away when the woman released her grip. "No solace here," she said as she dropped her arms and slumped away. 
She looked terribly lost, and her wailing was the sound of loneliness. 

Pity overcame Josh's fear. He tried to embrace the woman, but she backed away and shrieked even louder. The wary expressions of 
interest on the faces of others close to him also faded away. The rest of them began to wail or call out for help. 

The men in uniform screamed softly as if they had just been mortally wounded and were sinking into shock. Josh caught one of them as 
he swayed and fell to the ground, but the man crawled away from him and kept up his lament. 

The little girl made short clipped cries and reached out her hands to Josh even though she wouldn't take his hug. 

The turbaned lady kept repeating, "No-no-no-no-no-no," in a spooky sort of round, dancing past Josh whenever he approached her. 

Josh felt more helpless with these phantoms than he ever felt for himself. The sound of their eerie cries was ripping him apart. "No 
solace here," they chanted between their bouts of anguish, as Josh kept turning from grief to grief, rejection to rejection, around and 
around, consumed with the power of the people's sadness, yet unable to help them, until his only choice was to join them. Lifting up his 
arms, and addressing the stars, he wailed in anguish too, while the others, oblivious to his pain, continued to revel in their own. 

* 

At first, Megan was guardedly optimistic about the change in Josh. It had happened too quickly. One morning he woke up and seemed to 
be his old self. The strain on his face was less evident, and soon he was even whistling in the shower. He seemed to fall back into his pre-
hospital routine. He read the paper again each morning, asked what he could do around the house, went grocery shopping with her and 
even talked about going back to work. Megan's caution quickly turned to gratitude. The disability payments would stop soon, and she 
hadn't known where the money would come from. 

Best of all, though, was the afternoon when he crept up behind her, nuzzled her neck, turned her to him and kissed her tenderly. It was 
the first time he had wanted something more than pity or protection from her, and it felt so wonderful to feel safe in his arms for a 
change. Look at who's crying now, she thought as he moved down her body and her tears wetted his hair. 

His night walks still bothered her though. Sometimes he seemed almost restless until the appointed hour. Their renewed intimacy was 
relegated mostly to mornings, and she could feel the distance in his affection for her grow with every hour after dinner until it seemed to 
evaporate several hours later into total neglect. 

"What do you do out there for so long?" she asked him one night after he returned. 
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"Nothing much, I guess," he said. "I think a lot. I work through stuff while I'm walking. I'm better when I come back, right? So it must be 
good for me. Better than therapy, right babe?" 

Megan wasn't so sure about that. And as the days went by, Josh's vibrancy began deflating like a slow-leaking balloon. His ennui began 
to swallow up his days as well as his nights. His whistling stopped, the papers went unread again. He stayed on his walks longer and 
longer and then wandered the house restlessly until early morning. He slept most of the day, and when he arose he seemed to float 
through the afternoon. His body clock seemed to be geared solely to his night walks. He would come alive at dusk like some vampire, his 
energy static and unharnessed but growing in intensity towards the appointed hour. There was no room for anything else, not even for 
her. 

Once after dinner, something about the look of Josh as he sat in his favorite chair with a distracted stare made Megan remember the night 
when he had suddenly disappeared in front of her. That moment had scared her more than any other in his illness. The night had simply 
swallowed him up, and the emptiness she felt, if only for a few seconds, was more final than anything she had ever experienced. It struck 
here that the night was swallowing him up again, and there was nothing she could do about it. 

* 

Josh knew he was in trouble but he didn't seem to care. At first, the release he experienced each night as he joined the others in their 
mysterious chorus of pain was exhilarating, and he came home feeling renewed and more sure of his recovery than he had in a long time. 

He called his new companions "sufferers." 

At first he had been repulsed by their ritual, but he soon discovered it was an addiction he craved himself. By joining in their cries of 
torment, mingling his screams with theirs, he unleashed such a searing agony within himself that it didn't seem to go away any more. He 
carried it through the next day like a heavy stone and craved the next round of release. 

Once a night was not enough any more. 

One night, as he watched the sufferers move sadly away, he began to feel an overpowering urge to walk with them. Where did they go 
when they left him? Why couldn't he go with them when they moved on? Were there other groves where others like himself were 
waiting for the sufferers to appear? 

That's what he secretly hoped for. More sufferers. More groves. More release. He couldn't contain his pain any longer. It was a torrent 
that was drowning him, and the ritual of the sufferers was his only rescue. 

The first time he tried to walk with the sufferers, the grove shuddered and fled, and he came to himself sprawled on the sidewalk 
pavement. Other attempts met with similar results. He thought of nothing else all day but how he might follow them. 

One night during the ritual, he screamed with frustration as much as in agony of soul. Immediately he felt a wrenching inside of him. 
When the sufferers stopped suddenly and began to disperse, he knew instinctively that he could go with them. 

They moved into the woods. Josh moved with them. There, he was surrounded by the restless colors. One step counted for ten. He 
walked on wings of agony. He saw another clearing through the giant trees. He peered around a trunk and saw a man whimpering in 
confusion and walking in useless circles in the middle of the clearing. 

Josh was suddenly hungry. He saw the scars on the man's face and arms, and his appetite for pain grew ravenous. He circled the man, 
stalking him. It was a hunt, and the man was his prey. He weaved himself closer to the man and felt an overpowering urge to tear his 
flesh. He heard himself asking the man, "Solace? Solace?" 

Josh's arms gripped the man's bony shoulders. The man raised his head and Josh found himself locking eyes with empty sockets. The 
blind man was sobbing and pleading. "Help me, please." 

The other sufferers were chanting now and entering the clearing. Josh didn't know why the man seemed suddenly repulsive, but a sudden 
loathing welled up in his throat and drowned his earlier pity. "No solace here," Josh said to no one in particular as he turned away. 

"No solace here," the sufferers repeated. 

This time, Josh began the ritual wailing, climaxing in a scream at the top of his lungs. The burning in his chest exploded. The sightless 
man fell to the ground and screamed and screamed and so did Josh and so did the sufferers. 

It was over too soon, and the pack of sufferers moved on, restless and unsatisfied. 
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Josh moved on too, more empty than ever, with eyes on the lookout for prey. 

* 
Megan awoke to a man on the television selling a juice maker. It was 2:00 a.m. She had 
fallen asleep on the sofa again waiting up for Josh. She went into the bedroom, only Josh 
wasn't there. She began pacing at 2:15, was truly frightened by 2:30 and spent the next 
hour between walks down their sidewalk looking for any sign of Josh and sitting by the 
phone. At 3:30, she decided to get in the car and search for him. If she couldn't find him 
herself, she would call the police. She drove the darkened streets of her neighborhood for 
another hour or so. It was just before dawn when she got really angry. 

"When I find you, Josh, you are going to be in so much trouble. I don't care how 
miserable you are, you have no right to scare me like this. You want pain? You want to 
grovel in pain, well by the time I'm through with you, you'll know what pain is. You'll 
wish you never left that crummy hospital. Those Nazi nurses and the interns who used 
you as a guinea pig for every test known to medicine are nothing compared to what I got 
in store for you, you sorry piece of self-pity. Oh Josh, where are you, sweetie? Please just 
let me find you." 

He was nowhere. She pulled over and put her head on the steering wheel. "Take it easy, 
girl," she thought. "You can do this. Josh is okay. You'll find him. No sweat." 

Later, she thought, "It's your marriage that's lost, girl, not your husband. Please, oh please, Josh, you gotta help me out here. You gotta. 
Help me find "us" again." 

She was near the park. Through the windshield, she thought she saw him. No, that was just a jogger. She pulled over and started to circle 
the park. 

Suddenly, there he was on the park lawn, heading for the duck pond. She turned off the ignition and lunged out of the car at the same 
time, tearing her jeans on the car door. 

"Josh! Josh," she cried. 

He stopped and turned. Megan saw him shake his head at her, and cry, "No solace here," before he ran away. 

"Josh, wait up," she shouted as she ran after him. 

Megan caught up to him easily, but before she even reached him, he sank to the ground breathing heavily. 

"No. No. Go away. No solace here." 

"Josh, sweetie, I'm here. It's okay. It's okay." Megan bent down to help him up. 

When she saw his face, she gave an involuntary gasp. "Josh," she said. "What happened? Oh sweetie. Oh, Josh, look at you." 

Josh's face was etched in torment. Hollow eyes darted back and forth. Deep lines scarred his forehead, eyes and the folds around his 
nose. 

Megan stepped back, then clutched her stomach. She couldn't take it in. This gray, worn and emaciated Josh looked as if he had dipped 
himself into the color palette of a haunted house movie and come out-. 

A ghost. That's the only way she could comprehend his appearance. Megan felt he might fade away into nothingness at any moment. 
And what was he mumbling? "No solace here." What in heaven's name did that mean? 

For only an instant, Megan was repulsed by the creature before her. Then she moved back to him, knelt down, and took him in his arms. 

He clutched her so hard her arm hurt. 

"Solace," he said, bearing his teeth and hissing slightly. 

"Josh, you need help. Let me get you to the car. It's just over there," Megan said as she helped him up. 
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Josh gripped both her arms as he rose. "Solace, solace," he shouted. 

Megan was surprised at the strength of his voice. Then the park spun, and time exploded into misty colors of restless energy that 
engulfed them completely. Megan could feel Josh's fingers clutching her, but could not sense much else until the colors cleared and she 
found herself in a hazy clearing encircled by giant trees. 

"Solace," Josh repeated. 

The pressure of his fingers on Megan's arms increased. 

"Josh, you're hurting me," she said. 

But Josh's grip on her did not let up. Instead he locked her in a vice-like embrace. 

Megan couldn't breathe. And something in her chest began to hurt terribly. 

"Josh, let go." 

Josh wouldn't let go. She could feel him gasping near her neck. Then he let out as ecstatic a cry as she had ever heard, far more terrifying 
than his screams in the hospital had been. It was so intense that it seemed to summon the energy from her own body. She could feel the 
surge of power consuming her and rushing blindly to her chest, which was pressed so tightly to Josh that it could easily pass between 
them. 

"Solace," cried Josh again. 

Then Megan saw them from over his shoulder. Coming out of the woods. No, not people. 

Ghosts who looked like Josh. 

"Solace," they hissed as they approached, arms outstretched. 

"Solace," Josh shouted in ecstasy. 

Megan's fear was almost as overwhelming as her pain. Molten fire rushed through her. Her heart was exploding from the volcano in her 
chest. 

Then a new sensation. Josh's pain. It entered her, flowed through her and came back out again. She arched her back and almost passed 
out. She looked up at Josh's face. It was flushed and young again. He's so handsome, she thought. 

Then hands touched her head and shoulders and legs - every part of her that wasn't attached to Josh. 

"Solace," cried the sufferers, latching onto Megan and beginning to feast. 

Each time Megan felt a hand touch her, it was a new center of pain. Their torment was flowing freely through her now, using her up, 
tearing her apart. She wouldn't last much longer. 

She didn't understand why it was so quiet all of a sudden, why she felt so peaceful, why the pain was subsiding. This must be what it's 
like to die, she thought happily. But what would Josh do without her? Josh needed her. She couldn't leave him yet. The pain returned. It 
made her scream, but it cleared her mind. It took her entire will to raise her head back beside Josh's. She barely had the energy to whisper 
in his ear. 

"Josh, help me," she said and fainted in his arms. 

* 
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Josh had never felt so free of fear. "This is what I've been missing," he thought. "I could 
go on forever just like this, loving Megan, holding her tightly. Arms around each other, 
never letting go. Sharing joy and sharing pain. I'm a lucky guy, he thought. I've got it all." 

"Josh, help me." 

A voice. Megan's voice. In pain? "Don't worry babe," he thought. We'll always help be 
there for each other. That's what it's all about. You taught me that. You've always been 
there for me. I couldn't have made it without you. You're my angel, girl. I took you into 
my nightmares more than once. Never would have come out alive without you, angel 
girl." 

Josh felt Megan's face next to his. "Josh, help me," echoed somewhere in his heart. He felt 
a sudden tenderness for Megan. He held her more closely, but she was limp in his arms. 
Why was Megan so limp? 

A crack of thunder awakened him. What was that? He saw sufferers all over Megan like 
ants. For a moment he didn't know where he was or what he was doing. 

The sufferers stopped. They smelled his compassion. "Solace," they hissed as they 
released Megan and swarmed on Josh. 

Josh slashed at them with a free arm, holding Megan with the other one. His fear for 
Megan grew as he fought off his attackers. Megan was in danger. How did she get here? 

It struck him that he had played out this scene before. Megan's face was cradled under his 
arm, just as in the nightmares, and he was dodging bullets of pain as the sufferers tried to 
rip his flesh with their ghastly nails. 

"Stop," Josh shouted. 

But the more angry Josh grew, the more the sufferers could taste his strength. There was no escape from their hunger to be saved. 

Josh dragged Megan to the far end of the clearing. The sufferers advanced looking like they had found their salvation. 

Josh pulled a branch off of the tree behind him and flung it at them. He looked down at Megan. He saw her face as he had seen it in his 
delirium. Lovely and haloed. 

The sufferers moaned in pleasure. 

"Please, no," Josh pleaded as he dropped to his knees. Behind him, Megan was barely breathing. Josh looked at the turbaned woman 
crawling towards him like a spider and said in a broken voice, "I think she's dying." 

The woman stopped and tilted her head at an odd angle. 

Josh knew then how to stop the attack. 

"No solace here," he murmured, letting his sorrow of losing Megan engulf him completely. 

The sufferers stopped aghast, repelled by Josh's helplessness. He saw some of them turn to Megan, but she wasn't moving any more. 

"No solace here," they cried. 

Josh let out a final stream of agony more vivid than any he had shared with the sufferers before. 

He was crying now for Megan, not himself, and at last recognizing the difference, he wasn't surprised when his sorrow grew into a 
sweeping wind that descended into the clearing through the giant trees and hurled the sufferers back into the grove. 

Another crack of thunder announced a downpour. The colors blurred and ran together, and Josh and Megan were back in the park. 
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* 

The jogger saw them as silhouettes between the trees, the figure of a man staggering across the wet park lawn holding a lifeless woman 
in his arms. 

"Solace. Solace for Megan," the man wailed. 

The jogger took out his cell phone and called 911. 

The man was still holding her when the ambulance arrived. 

"It's my fault, " the man said as he handed the woman to a paramedic. "I needed her too much. I think I killed her." 

And then he collapsed. 

* 

Josh only vaguely remembered the drive to the hospital or lying next to Megan in the emergency room, both of them surrounded by 
specialists. He didn't know why they bothered. He knew she was dead. 

He hadn't believed the paramedics when they told him Megan was alive, and he didn't believe the doctors when they told him Megan was 
in a coma but had a good chance of pulling through. 

He finally believed the night nurse, though. Rose Connor was one of his nurses from before, during his own hospital stay. Her humor and 
common sense had been his salvation then, and her gentle reprimand now was the beginning of his new life. 

"I don't want to hear any more mumbo jumbo about sufferers and solace," Rose said. Truth is, you must have carried Megan a mile or 
more after that lightning bolt hit the both of you. You think you have a right to stop now when you brung her this far? She'll be 
depending on you to see this through same way she done for you last year. It's your turn now, Josh." 

After that, Josh never once left Megan alone. 

There were black days when he thought he might lose her forever. During those times, the guilt twisted through his gut, but he refused to 
retreat into the terrifying fog of fear and remorse that had started it all. He knew where that led. 

And so, on the day Megan suddenly blinked open her eyes, Josh was there looking tenderly down at her. 

"Welcome back, babe. You made it." 

Megan didn't speak, but Josh noticed the right corner of her mouth curl upward the way it did sometimes. Then she closed her eyes 
again. He squeezed the hand he was holding and added, "I made it back, too." 

Megan's hand returned the squeeze. 

Josh knew then that Megan would take his face back with her into whatever place she was inhabiting and hold it as a light against her 
pain, just as he had once used her face as a charm against his own suffering, and that was enough to give him a little peace. 
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Taint of Treason  
    by Eric James Stone 

"Just be sure of your stroke, son." 

Only I could hear my father's words over the jeers of the crowd. He knelt down before me and nodded to indicate he was ready. Calmly 
he raised his head, extending his neck to give me a wider target. 

My right arm felt suddenly weak, and my grip on the sword my father had given me for my fifteenth birthday was becoming slippery 
with sweat. I knew he was no traitor. No one had served King Tenal so faithfully, so long, as had my father. Even as others whispered 
that the king had fallen to madness, Father's lips formed no ill word. He had lived to serve the king, but now stood condemned to die, 
convicted of treason by the mouth of the king himself -- no trial necessary, no appeal possible. 

I did not feel I could do this. But what choice did I have? 

The son of a traitor has the taint of treason in his blood, which can only be cleansed if the son executes his father. If the son cannot do it, 
he proves his own treason and joins his father in death. But my father had foreclosed that option: "You must remove the taint of treason 
from our family so that you can care for your mother and sisters. It is your duty to them, and the final duty you owe to me." 

Perhaps the king was mad, but my father was his oldest friend and closest advisor. King Tenal had been like an uncle to me; as a child I'd 
sat on his lap countless times as he told me stories of the battles he and my father had fought together. He wouldn't really make me kill 
my father. I refused to believe that. 

Turning away from my father, I knelt before the king. "Your Majesty, by your word is my father condemned to die at my hand. He has 
accepted your sentence, and has not spoken against it. Does this not prove he is loyal to your majesty? Will you not show him mercy?" 

The jeers trickled to silence. The king's eyelids closed, and he muttered while bobbing his head. Snapping his eyes open, he said, "Are 
you . . . questioning the justice of our sentence?" 

My heart fell. There was no mercy in that stare. Knowing I was a knife's edge from joining my father, I said, "Your Majesty's word is 
law. At your command I will slay my father." 

Suddenly, King Tenal's eyes rolled up, his eyelids fluttering. A shudder ran from crown to boot and his back arched in a spasm. Two of 
his guards reached out and grabbed his arms to prevent him from falling out of his throne, while the royal omnimancer swiftly clapped a 
hand to the king's forehead and began muttering. 
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Then, as abruptly as it had started, it was over. He returned his gaze to me as if nothing had happened. "You spoke of mercy," he said. 
"Yes, perhaps it is time we showed mercy." 

I stood motionless, hardly daring to breathe. Was it possible that the omnimancer's treatment had brought the king back to some measure 
of sanity? 

Standing unsteadily, he seized a goblet from a courtier. "We will let the gods decide whether this traitor deserves mercy. We will pour 
this goblet of wine over his head. If he does not get wet, we shall spare his life." The king giggled and snorted as he came toward my 
father and me. Courtiers laughed hesitantly, but the crowd roared as the king upended the goblet, the wine spattering like blood over my 
father's upraised face. 

"Well, it appears the gods have spoken. Execute him." Dropping the goblet, the king returned to his throne. 

I stood before my father. Though wine ran in rivulets down his face, there were no tears to dilute it. "Tell your mother I love her and was 
thinking of her. Now carry out your duty." His voice was low but steady. 

Blinking the tears from my eyes so I could see clearly to strike, I positioned my sword by his neck and drew it back. If I struck swiftly 
and cleanly, he would feel no pain. 

I held my sword high, waiting hopelessly for a final word from the king to stay me. 

"Do it." The king's words were taken up as a chant by the crowd. 

I swung my sword. My father was not a traitor. The blade sliced smoothly through his neck. My father had not been a traitor. His head 
fell back as his body toppled forward, his blood spraying my legs -- his blood untainted by treason. For generation after generation, my 
family's blood had never been tainted by thought of treason. 

Never. 

Until now. 
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Eviction Notice  
    by Scott M. Roberts 

Another eviction notice. Not really a notice, though -- a note. Just a 
couple of lines scrawled out in Ernesto's handwriting, amounting to little 
more than, "Hey, Mr. Rick Manchester, you're a filthy, lazy, S.O.B., get 
out in four days." That's all it was. A note and a signature, Ernesto Ruiz 
Montalvo. The fourth this month, counting down the days. And then, 
he'd have to abandon Tommy. He'd have to leave his little son here 
alone. 

Rick's fingers shook as he closed the front door. He needed a drink, but 
last night's bottle was half gone. If he drank it now, he'd have nothing 
left after he visited Tommy. Rick brushed his hands over his beard and 
stood and trembled at the weight of the eviction note in his hand until he 
let it fall to the floor. Upstairs, that's where he had to go now. Tommy 
would have to see him now, wouldn't he? Because it was all about to 
end. Everything was about to be torn to pieces by Ernesto Ruiz 
Montalvo and his damn eviction notes. 

He touched the wall reverently as he made his way up the stairs. Even 
though he'd put plaster over every spot, he knew right where to lay the 
tips of his fingers. This was where Tommy's head hit the wall. This was 
where his Dukes of Hazard watch tore into the wallpaper. This was 
where Rick picked his little son up by the neck and threw him down the 
stairs. The top step. It squeaked today just as loudly as it had fifteen 
years ago. In four days, he'd never be allowed to touch these walls again. 
Never hear the squeak of the step that warned him too late to save 
Tommy. 

The bedroom. He'd had his last dream here. The very last one. Sergeant 
Davies screaming in the rain while men were flashed into gore by 
Vietnamese bullets, and poor, scrawny Private Rick Manchester curled 
up under a bush, too scared to scream or run, and he knew it was a 
dream because Sergeant Davies had been killed by a grenade outside 
Dong Hoi, but here he was impaled on a stake, and Timmons and Rosas 
were trying to put their guts back in their stomachs, but in that other 
Vietnam, that realVietnam, they had been crushed underneath a jeep that 
flipped, and all their blood was running down toward him in the rain, 
and it was pooling at his feet, and it hissed and something dark and cold 
as iron rose up from out of it, but that never happened in 
thereal Vietnam, and this thing coming out of their blood and pain, it 
was worse than war and Hell, and if it touched him, Rick knew he'd 
spend all his soul's days devoted to it, and then a hand on his neck, a 
little hand like Charlie's hands were, and now he screamed at last, and 
leaped on his attacker, strangling him like he was about to be strangled, 

only he realized too late the hand was soft and the fingers weren't just little, they were tiny, and the step squeaked, and Marie screamed 
and Sergeant Davies screamed and little Tommy opened his mouth but didn't make a sound just like Private Rick Manchester. But the 
thing in the pool of blood laughed. 

No more dreams. Not even on the lonely, angry nights in the mental hospital. Not even when they put him on suicide watch and doped 
him up so much he couldn't do anything else but sleep. 

Rick crossed the room to the dumbwaiter. It had been here when he and Marie had first rented the place. When Tommy had been a baby, 
they'd put him on the little sliding tray, and haul him up and down, up and down . . . it was the only way, sometimes, to get him to sleep. 
It became their favorite indoor game. Five years, he'd hauled Tommy up and down. Five years, Tommy's laughter echoed up the chute 
while Rick's laughter chased him down. Then the welding accident, the morphine, the flashbacks . . . In one year, it was all gone. 
Tommy, Marie, life -- gone like an echo with no one to hear it. 

The door to the dumbwaiter was about at waist level. Rick slid it open. It was barely big enough for him to fit his shoulders through. That 
was fine -- Rick had learned he didn't have to even put his shoulders through, just his face. Close eyes, insert head, and hold breath: a 
little safety drill. He waited a moment, and then opened his eyes. 

All the world spun and swirled like a million dark butterflies blown by a breeze into Rick's face. 
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He was somewhere else. It was nighttime, and the moon was big and silver in the sky, brighter than it ever was in any sky Rick had seen. 
He was in a wheat field, and a breeze made the stalks dance softly. There was no eviction notice here, no Ernesto Ruiz Montalvo. Just 
the moon, the wheat, the breeze. 

And Tommy. 

He was sitting up on a little rise. Rick could see his red overalls. He pushed away the desire to run to his son -- just moved forward easy 
through the wheat, his back straight. Slow and calm and maybe this time, Tommy would stay. Maybe he'd let Rick hold him again. 
Maybe they could sit down together on that little rise, and Rick could smell him, and wrap his arms around him and hug him, and feel the 
smoothness of that little six-year-old face against his grizzled cheek. 

He was walking too quickly. Tommy saw him coming, and jumped up. His eyes were wide and dark, as black as the starless sky. He 
turned and ran. Rick could see his head just over the bobbing wheat, a loose tangle of brown curls. 

"Tommy! Tommy, please stop! Stop!" 

He had to catch him this time. He had to make Tommy understand that this was the end. So Rick ran too, following Tommy under the 
bright moon, through the whispering, rushing wheat and the warm breeze. He tried to make it a game -- Tommy wasn't really terrified of 
him. This was play. A daddy and his boy playing tag. But the breeze carried Tommy's sobbing back to his ears. 

"Go away!" Tommy screamed when Rick was close enough to put his hand out, just an inch from Tommy's bright red overalls. "Go 
away!" 

And then Rick tripped over nothing he could see. He fell, and fell, and fell, until he was back in the bedroom, looking down the dark 
chute. 

Rick stood there numbly, willing the wheat field back. It wouldn't come. It never did. Tommy had told him to go away, and so he did, 
and he couldn't come back until tomorrow. Tomorrow . . . maybe tomorrow Tommy would listen to him. 

But he wouldn't. Rick knew it. Tommy hadn't listened the first day Rick had put his head into the chute, looking to see why the tray had 
stuck. He had gone back every day since then, even when he was bone tired from medication and liquor and work, even when he knew 
all he could do was watch his son run off into the wheat field. 

Tommy never listened. 

* 

Ernesto was at the front door. Rick could hear him pounding and shouting his name. Little rat's key didn't work, now, did it? Must have 
something to do with the new lock Rick had installed after getting the last eviction note. Rick lay on the nappy old couch in the living 
room, and smiled, listening to Ernesto. Let him try the back door, too. Let him go on back there and see how Rick had fixed it, too. Let 
him bang away, and scream and shout. 

Rick got up to get a drink of water -- and the front door swung inward, without even making a squeak. Ernesto looked in at Rick, 
surprised. 

"Hi, Ernesto," Rick managed slowly. How had the door been opened? There was someone else standing behind the Mexican, someone 
tall and broad shouldered, with graying hair. The stranger had a face like a retired Army General. Apple pie and industry and discipline 
all rolled into one. 

Ernesto came in. "Took you long enough to open the door." 

Rick shrugged. "I was asleep." 

"You was drunk. It's eleven o'clock, man. Why ain't you working?" 

"I don't see the point, Ernesto. You're evicting me, remember? I've got nothing to work for now, since I don't have to pay rent." Mr. 
Army General was still standing outside. "Come in if you're coming in, mister. Don't just stand there with the door open -- you'll let the 
flies in." 

"You invite him in, but not me, Rick? After all I've done for you?" 
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Ernesto was in his face now. Rick backed off a bit. "He's not evicting me." 

Mr. Army General came in and closed the door softly. When he moved up, Ernesto moved aside. Like he was obeying an unspoken 
order. Mr. Army General stuck out a hand. "Quincy Umble, Mr. Manchester." 

Rick took his hand slowly. Quincy Umble had hands as cool as iron. "Rick. Just Rick." 

"Rick." Quincy Umble nodded. "I am going to be purchasing this home from Mr. Montalvo." 

Ernesto guffawed. "See? He is evicting you. In a way." 

Rick sagged away. "Oh." 

Quincy Umble did not look at Ernesto. "I'd like to take a look around your home, Rick. Ernesto, I don't think you need to stay -- why 
don't you go get the car started up? I won't be long." 

And just like that, not a word spoken back, Ernesto left them alone. Rick watched him go. He turned to look at Quincy Umble, and his 
breath caught in his throat. Quincy Umble's eyes were as large as moons, as dark as a starless night sky. And they were hungry. 

"So," Quincy Umble said. "Rick. Show me around." 

He shouldn't do it. He didn't want to do it. Men with hunger like that in their eyes -- Rick knew that look. Like some of the soldiers he'd 
known, looking at the pretty young Vietnamese girls and licking their lips. Like the child molesters he'd seen in the hospital. Like the 
kids he'd seen in some alleyways, hunkered over needles and syringes. Hunger that doesn't ever, ever die, and here it was right in his own 
home, asking him to show it around. It had no place here. 

"I don't want to," Rick said. His voice got swallowed up in those black eyes. 

Quincy Umble smiled, showing his white, even teeth. He clapped Rick on the shoulder. "I understand perfectly. But you should. Be a 
good host. Show me around." 

Quincy Umble's hand was on his shoulder still. Rick felt his head getting light. "This is the kitchen," he said, pointing. "And, uh, this is 
the living room. I had to sell my T.V. You know, to, uh, buy food." 

"I see. I like the pyramid of liquor bottles that have taken its place." 

"Uh, yeah. See, I know I have a problem. I do. I've been to AA, you know." 

"I can imagine. Won't you show me upstairs?" 

Rick led him upstairs. Quincy Umble's arm never left his shoulder. Rick felt his arms twitching, wanting to touch the sacred places he'd 
covered with plaster. But he couldn't. Not with Quincy Umble watching. Not with Quincy Umble's arm on his shoulder. 

They came to the bedroom. "Exquisite," Quincy Umble said, and his black eyes were on the dumbwaiter. "Beautiful." He swallowed, and 
Rick watched his Adam's apple bob up, down, up. He whispered, "Sweet." 

Quincy Umble let him go, and Rick felt all strength ebb right out of his body. Quincy Umble crossed over to the dumbwaiter, laid his 
hands on the door, and opened it slowly. Tenderly. But Rick knew his eyes were hungry, and they were peering down the chute. 

"Beautiful boy," Quincy Umble muttered. "So tragic. So sad." 

"Get away from him!" Rick raged. He hauled himself to his feet, lurching against the wall until he stood at the dumbwaiter. "Get away!" 

He struck at Quincy Umble, knocking him away from the dumbwaiter. Was Tommy all right? What had Quincy Umble done? How had 
he known about the dumbwaiter? 

Quincy Umble straightened himself, and those terrible black eyes fixed themselves on Rick. He didn't say a word. But suddenly, his hand 
was around Rick's throat, squeezing, until it felt like his eyes were going to burst out of their sockets. No matter how hard he flailed and 
beat at Quincy Umble, he couldn't breathe, he couldn't get free. 
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The top stair was squeaking. 

"I just love irony, don't you, Rick?" Quincy Umble said. And then he heaved Rick through the air. 

Rick's head cracked against the wall as he fell. He crumbled into a heap at the bottom of the stairs. Everything was a madness of rushing 
blood and spinning lights. He tried to see the steps -- they were right in front of him, they had to be. He had to get up there, and get 
that thing away from the dumbwaiter, away from Tommy. Rick's fingers scrabbled at the edge of the step but he was too weak to push 
himself up. 

The sound of footsteps coming down. Quincy Umble wasn't going after Tommy right now. Rick felt his big hands close around his arms 
and drag him into the living room. Then, a breath on his eyes, as damp as November rain, and frigid. Rick felt something snap together in 
his skull, and the pounding blood stopped, and the lights stopped spinning. Quincy Umble let him fall to the floor, then sat heavily on his 
chest, straddling him so his knees held Rick's arms pinned to the floor. 

"Get off of me," Rick grunted. 

Quincy Umble pulled something out of his jacket. It looked at first like an ugly stone knife, its edges caked with blood; but as Quincy 
Umble turned it, Rick saw that it was a long, thick spike, it's head worn from being hammered; but at last he saw, really saw, what it was: 
a combat knife. One edge keen and honed, the other serrated. Quincy Umble lowered the knife to Rick's temple and made a quick 
little snick! Rick felt tufts of his beard fall away onto his ear. 

"What do you want!" Rick demanded. "Why are you doing this to me?" 

Quincy Umble did not look at him. Snick, snick! More of his beard fell away. "I know you, Richard Manchester. I've known you since . . 
. Vietnam. Yes. You got away from me for a bit when you married Marie, but I found you again. When you burned your hands, I found 
you." His voice was low, teasing. Soft. The knife scraped against Rick's face. "When you became addicted to morphine, how delicious, I 
knew how things would end. I was with you when you had your last dream, when you lifted poor little Tommy and threw his body down 
the stairs. I was with you through your divorce, through your trial, when despite your best efforts, they found you not guilty. I stayed 
close to you every night in the asylum. I was with you when you visited Tommy's grave, and Marie and her new husband found you and 
she slapped you, and he kicked you in the crotch. I knew you'd came back to this house. I knew you'd find a way to pull Tommy back to 
you. I knew your misery would bring you to him, and him to you. It's all about misery, Rick. You understand that don't you? Misery can 
do terrible, terrible things. People forget what misery can do. I do not. I know all the wounds, all the depth, all the ache of your misery. It 
is . . . sweet to me, Rick." 

"But now, old man, you're tapped out." Quincy Umble had finished shaving off Rick's beard. "Your misery has just about reached its 
peak. I don't want you, now. Tommy -- well, Tommy, trapped up in that dumbwaiter, no way to get free. Dead. It's not true that spirits 
can feel no misery, you know. Capture a ghost, and its capacity for misery is endless, because it cannot die. Absolutely. So I'm going to 
take your boy with me. I'm going to pull him right out of that chute, and place him in my strongest butterfly-box so he will never get 
away." 

Rick wailed and struggled, but Quincy Umble just chuckled. He wiped his cold hands on Rick's smooth, bare face. "Your beard will 
never grow back, now, Rick. Never. Go on. Take a look at yourself." 

Quincy Umble pulled him up to the window so he could see his reflection. There was no strength in Rick to move against him. The face 
in the window was old, tired. But it was Tommy. Tommy, as if he had aged, and been through years of pain and trial. His eyes were full 
of failure and alcoholism. His reflection was Tommy, in misery. Rick choked back a scream, and Quincy Umble pushed him away. 

"It'd be a shame if you killed yourself just to get away from living a failed life, Rick," said Quincy Umble. "So don't. I'm serious. Really. 
I'm going to leave now, but I'll be back. In two days. I have to get an early start, you know, so please have your things moved out before 
9 a.m. The demolition equipment will probably be here tomorrow evening -- I don't think I mentioned I was destroying this house, did I? 
Anyway, just please be out by 9 a.m. on Friday. 

"And say hello to that sweet little boy of yours for me Rick, if you go visit him. I'll be seeing him soon." 

* 

The door to the dumbwaiter was still open. Rick sat opposite to it, on the far side of the room. The moon had risen once, and set once, 
and now it was getting dark again. Rick's head was buzzing for liquor. But he didn't leave. What if Quincy Umble came back, with his 
black eyes and iron hands? What if he looked in the chute? 

The motors of big machines pulling into his driveway interrupted his thoughts, made his heart jump. But he didn't get up. Not even to see 
Tommy. 
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What was the point? He was a fool to think Tommy would ever love him. Love the man who had choked him, thrown him, killed him? 
Good daddies don't choke their little boys. Good daddies don't have dreams about men being impaled on sticks, and dark things rising 
from their misery. Good daddies don't get addicted to morphine, even if their hands are raw flesh and burn every second of every day so 
they can't sleep, can't think, can't do anything but be in agony. 

The machines outside were as silent as the moonless sky, now. Rick didn't move from his spot on the floor, just sat and stared at the open 
door of the dumbwaiter. Before the welding accident, there had been good times with Marie and Tommy. The trip to Kansas to see 
buffalo and antelope. The daily games of catch and tag. If he had known . . . 

Misery. That's what Quincy Umble had said this was all about. His misery had drawn Tommy to him. Like drawing the tray up the 
dumbwaiter. Only now, the dumbwaiter was stuck in the middle of the chute, so Tommy couldn't ever come all the way out . . . Or 
maybe, Rick's misery had drawn him here, and Tommy was too scared to come all the way through. And that's why the dumbwaiter 
stuck. And why Quincy Umble could strip him out, maybe, because he was caught in the dumbwaiter and couldn't get up to Rick, or 
down to escape. 

If Tommy was stuck . . . why couldn't Rick pull him out? 

Rick crossed the room, and gave the draw rope attached to the dumbwaiter a tug. The dumbwaiter wouldn't budge. He did it again, hard 
this time -- and the dumbwaiter slid up in the chute a little. Rick cried out, but the rope snapped taut suddenly, then dragged downward a 
couple inches. No matter how hard he struggled with the rope now, the dumbwaiter wouldn't budge. 

Could he push it down? Maybe with a stick or a long pole . . . but Rick didn't have either. He'd have to climb into the chute if he wanted 
to push it down. 

Impossible. He couldn't fit through the opening. Only to his shoulders. The chute looked wide enough, but the door . . . If he lifted his 
arms above his head, and edged in, he could do it. Rick ran his hand around the opening. He could get out the same way. 

Rick felt his heart thumping hard. What time was it? Rick raced downstairs to the clock on the oven -- 4:30. Four-and-a-half hours. He 
could manage that. On the way back up the steps, he took them two at a time. 

He forgot to touch the sacred wall places. 

Rick took off all his clothes but his shoes and skivvies, and tucked his shoelaces securely back into the shoe. If there were any sharp 
edges in the chute, he didn't want clothes snagging on them and slowing him down. Better to scrape himself bloody than to be slow. 
Almost as an afterthought, he tied a knot in the end of the draw rope to keep it from slipping through the pulley. And that way, he could 
use the rope to pull himself back up the chute, too. 

"Close eyes. Deep breath. In we go," he muttered. 

He scraped his shoulders and ribs on the opening, but was able to brace his arms against either wall of the chute and pull his waist and 
legs in. It was a tight fit. Eyes still closed, he pulled on the draw rope until the knot caught on the pulley, and it was secure. Then he 
began to descend. 

The chute was close and hot. Rick was soon bathed in sweat, and his bare skin kept slipping and chafing on the walls. But he kept his 
eyes closed as he worked his way down. This would be his farewell to Tommy. He'd set him free. This was Tommy's eviction day. No -- 
this was Tommy's day of emancipation. He would be free of Rick, free of Quincy Umble, free of the misery that they had both imposed 
and wanted to impose on him. 

His feet touched something solid. The dumbwaiter. Rick resisted the urge to open his eyes, resisted the trigger that would take him to his 
son and the wheat field. Instead, he took a breath of the hot, stuffy air, and pushed with all his might down, down, down for Tommy -- 

"Rick. What the hell are you doing?" 

Quincy Umble's voice caught Rick by surprise. He felt his eyelids trembling, felt them opening, and saw him grinning down. 

The world broke apart into thousands of dark butterflies. The sound of their wings swallowed Rick's cry of dismay. 

* 

He was in the wheat field. The moon was as bright as ever, the wheat just as gold -- but the wind was as cold as rain. Tommy lay 
shivering at his feet. 
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"I'm waiting for daddy," Tommy said. His lips were blue. "Leave me alone. Go away. I'm waiting for my daddy." 

But this time, Rick found he did not go away. 

"Tommy, is there someone else here?" Rick asked. "Is Quincy Umble here?" 

"He left. You leave, too. I'm waiting for my daddy." 

The wind stopped. Out at the edge of the wheat, Rick saw something moving -- not through the wheat, but on top of it. Where its feet 
touched, the wheat froze in place, seeping blood from the roots. The creature had no features, no fingers or toes, but was all jagged 
blackness. Arms and legs and a torso of dark shards, and its head was a massive, gaping blackness that devoured the moonlight around it. 

Tommy whimpered as it got close. Rick put himself between his son and the creature. 

"Little man," the thing said in Quincy Umble's voice, "get out of my way." 

It never moved, but suddenly Rick's hands and arms were covered in a wash of molten metal. Rick screamed and thrust his hands into the 
ground, but it had already become hard from the creature's presence. His flesh dropped away from his hands, leaving gobs on the ground 
as he tried to find something to wipe off the metal. 

"I will allow you to wipe your hands on Tommy," said the creature. "You may be free of the pain that way, and no other." 

Tommy wasn't moving. His lips gave a sudden twitch -- a whisper. Rick knew what he was saying. I'm waiting for my daddy. 

Pain -- that's all this was. Just pain. Not misery. And he could live with pain. Rick knelt to the ground and let the metal eat right through 
to his bone. He cried. He wailed and whimpered and screamed. But he did not move an inch closer to Tommy. 

Something formed at the end of the creature's arm -- a stone dagger, a spike, a knife, a black box with a butterfly pattern on it. And last of 
all, a squat spider coiling and uncoiling its legs. The creature whispered, "Tommy, come to me now." 

Tommy's lips moved. I'm waiting for my daddy. 

"I said, come." 

Tommy screamed. Something black and crawling was eating away at his feet, creeping up to his thighs, a slick darkness that devoured 
him. Just a moment, then it was gone, leaving the boy whole but whimpering. 

"Come to me, Tommy." The creature gestured, and the black spider on its hand quivered. 

I am waiting for my daddy. 

The black goop appeared again, moving slower now, creeping up Tommy's feet, hissing up his ankles. Tommy gurgled and screamed and 
cried, and writhed on the hard, cold ground. 

Rick struggled to speak. "It's just pain, Tommy." The metal on his arms flashed hotter suddenly, splashing onto his chest. "Like shots! 
Remember how your butt hurt after the shots for kindergarten? It's just pain, Tommy, and pain goes away. It isn't like losing Grandma, 
right? It won't hurt forever, it isn't misery! Dammit, Quincy Umble, leave him alone, he's a child!" 

The metal on Rick's arms surged upward, searing through his eyes, filling his nasal cavity, burning through his eardrums. Rick tried to 
scream, would have screamed, but he choked on hot metal as it poured over his tongue and down his throat, into his lungs. 

"Touch your son, Rick Manchester. Touch him, just lay one little finger on his leg, and I will release you. No more pain. No more 
misery. One touch, Rick." 

He burned and burned and burned, but Rick didn't move. He endured. And deep in his chest, something burst. Everything that had gone 
before was nothing, was just a little burn, compared to this. This was Sergeant Davies suffering on the end of a punji stick, Rosas and 
Timmons eviscerated by shrapnel, and they all looked at him, Private Rick Manchester cowering in the bushes, and he didn't move to 
help them. This was Marie screaming for thirty minutes until the ambulance came to take Tommy's body away while Rick stood at the 
top of the stairs and looked down at her anguish and Tommy's broken neck, afraid to move a muscle. This was living every day of 
eternity with Tommy's ghost, never able to touch him. This was the failure and shame of his whole life, and it seared him more deeply 
and more horribly than molten metal. 
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"Touch your boy, Rick" 

Jagged words, softly spoken. 

"He is right there, your sweet boy, you can hold him close now, Rick. Let him share your misery." 

But Rick lay still beneath his shame and agony. His misery would never be Tommy's. 

The wheat field shook with a warm wind. Everything spun. 

Rick was in the chute. His chest burned madly within him, his heart seizing. The left side of his body was completely numb. 

Emancipation. 

He lifted one foot and then let it fall hard on the top of the dumbwaiter. Fall, he prayed above the pain in his chest and the misery in his 
mind. Fall and free my boy. 

It fell. 

Rick gulped his last breath and closed his eyes. 

And opened them. 

The world exploded into butterflies. They came from all directions at once as the chute dissolved. On his arms, on his hands, between his 
legs, under his feet, a wash of every color, every size -- they swarmed and floated all over him. 

Far away, something dark and jagged squealed and was broken on their wings. 

"Daddy. You came." 

A small hand on his neck. A warm little hand, as tender and welcome as sunlight. 

Rick took a breath, and the air was full of Tommy-scent. That unique, peculiar boy-smell, like grass and good earth, and sweat. And he 
felt Tommy's face on his face, smooth and warm. Eyes, brown as honey, looked into his eyes, and Rick lifted his hands to stroke 
Tommy's hair and touch his cheek. 

They settled down in that field of rushing, hushing wheat. The moon set; the wind grew warmer. And they talked. They talked about 
Rick's war, and they talked about how Tommy had died. They talked about pain, and misery. They wept together, as fathers and sons 
should do, and do not often enough. And when the moon rose again, they settled against one another, Tommy's head on Rick's chest, 
Rick's arm snug around his son's waist. 

And they slept. 

And they both dreamed good dreams. 
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Mazer in Prison  
    by Orson Scott Card 

Being the last best hope of humanity was a lousy job. 

Sure, the pay was great, but it had to pile up in a bank back on 
Earth, because there was no place out here to shop. 

There was no place to walk. When your official exercise program 
consisted of having your muscles electrically stimulated while you 
slept, then getting spun around in a centrifuge so your bones 
wouldn't dissolve, there wasn't much to look forward to in an 
average day. 

To Mazer Rackham, it felt as though he was being punished for 
having won the last war. 

After the defeat of the invading Formics -- or "Buggers," as they 
were commonly called -- the International Fleet learned everything 
they could from the alien technology. Then, as fast as they could 
build the newly designed starships, the IF launched them toward the 
Formic home world, and the other planets that had been identified 
as Formic colonies. 

But they hadn't sent Mazer out with any of those ships. If they had, 
then he wouldn't be completely alone. There'd be other people to 
talk to -- fighter pilots, crew. Primates with faces and hands and 
voices and smells, was that asking so much? 

No, he had a much more important mission. He was supposed to 
command all the fleets in their attacks on all the Formic worlds. 
That meant he would need to be back in the Solar system, 

communicating with all the fleets by ansible. 

Great. A cushy desk job. He was old enough to relish that. 

Except for one hitch. 

Since space travel could only approach but never quite reach three hundred million meters per second, it would take many years for the 
fleets to reach their target worlds. During those years of waiting back at International Fleet headquarters -- IF-COM -- Mazer would 
grow old and frail, physically and mentally. 

So to keep him young enough to be useful, they shut him up in a near-lightspeed courier ship and launched him on a completely 
meaningless outbound journey. At some arbitrary point in space, they decreed, he would decelerate, turn around, and then return to Earth 
at the same speed, arriving home only a few years before the fleets arrived and all hell broke loose. He would have aged no more than 
five years during the voyage, even though decades would have passed on Earth. 

A lot of good he'd do them as a commander, if he lost his mind during the voyage. 

Sure, he had plenty of books in the onboard database. Millions of them. And announcements of new books were sent to him by ansible; 
any he wanted, he could ask for and have them in moments. 

What he couldn't have was a conversation. 

He had tried. After all, how different was the ansible from regular email over the nets? The problem was the time differential. To him, it 
seemed he sent out a message and it was answered immediately. But to the person on the other end, Mazer's message was spread out over 
days, coming in a bit at a time. Once his whole message had been received and assembled, the person could write an answer 
immediately. But to be received by the ansible on Mazer's little boat, the answer would be spaced out a bit at a time, as well. 

The result was that for the person Mazer was conversing with, many days intervened between the parts of the conversation. It had to be 
like talking with somebody with such an incredible stammer that you could walk away, live your life for a week, and then come back 
before he had finally spit out whatever it was he had to say. 

 
Artwork by Howard Lyon 

http://www.intergalacticmedicineshow.com/cgi-bin/
http://www.intergalacticmedicineshow.com/cgi-bin/


65 
 

A few people had tried, but by now, with Mazer nearing the point where he would decelerate to turn the ship around, his communications 
with IF-COM on the asteroid Eros were mostly limited to book and holo and movie requests, plus his daily blip -- the message he sent 
just to assure the I.F. that he wasn't dead. 

He could even have automated the daily blip -- it's not as if Mazer didn't know how to get around their firewalls and reprogram the 
shipboard computer. But he dutifully composed a new and unique message every day that he knew would barely be glanced at back at 
IF-COM. As far as anyone there cared, he might as well be dead; they would all have retired or even died before he got back. 

The problem of loneliness wasn't a surprise, of course. They had even suggested sending someone with him. Mazer himself had vetoed 
the idea, because it seemed to him to be stupid and cruel to tell a person that he was so completely useless to the fleet, to the whole war 
effort, that he could be sent out on Mazer's aimless voyage just to hold his hand. "What will your recruiting poster be next year?" Mazer 
had asked. "'Join the Fleet and spend a couple of years as a paid companion to an aging space captain!'?" 

To Mazer it was only going to be a few years. He was a private person who didn't mind being alone. He was sure he could handle it. 

What he hadn't taken into account was how long two years of solitary confinement would be. They do this, he realized, to prisoners 
who've misbehaved, as the worst punishment they could give. Think of that -- to be completely alone for long periods of time 
is worse than having to keep company with the vilest, stupidest felons known to man. 

We evolved to be social creatures; the Formics, by their hivemind nature, are never alone. They can travel this way with impunity. To a 
lone human, it's torture. 

And of course there was the tiny matter of leaving his family behind. But he wouldn't think about that. He was making no greater 
sacrifice than any of the other warriors who took off in the fleets sent to destroy the enemy. Win or lose, none of them would see their 
families again. In this, at least, he was one with the men he would be commanding. 

The real problem was one that only he recognized: He didn't have a clue how to save the human race, once he got back. 

That was the part that nobody seemed to understand. He explained it to them, that he was not a particularly good commander, that he had 
won that crucial battle on a fluke, that there was no reason to think he could do such a thing again. His superior officers agreed that he 
might be right. They promised to recruit and train new officers while Mazer was gone, trying to find a better commander. But in case 
they didn't find one, Mazer was the guy who fired the single missile that ended the previous war. People believed in him. Even if he 
didn't believe in himself. 

Of course, knowing the military mind, Mazer knew that they would completely screw up the search for a new commander. The only way 
they would take the search seriously was if they did not believe they had Mazer Rackham as their ace-in-the-hole. 

Mazer sat in the confined space behind the pilot seat and extended his left leg, stretching it up, then bringing it behind his head. Not 
every man his age could do this. Definitely not every Maori, not those with the traditional bulk of the fully adult male. Of course, he was 
only half-Maori, but it wasn't as if people of European blood were known for their extraordinary physical flexibility. 

The console speaker said, "Incoming message." 

"I'm listening," said Mazer. "Make it voice and read it now." 

"Male or female?" asked the computer. 

"Who cares?" said Mazer. 

"Male or female?" the computer repeated. 

"Random," said Mazer. 

So the message was read out to him in a female voice. 

"Admiral Rackham, my name is Hyrum Graff. I've been assigned to head recruitment for Battle School, the first step in our training 
program for gifted young officers. My job is to scour the Earth looking for someone to head our forces during the coming conflict -- 
instead of you. I was told by everyone who bothered to answer me at all that the criterion was simple: Find someone just like Mazer 
Rackham." 
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Mazer found himself interested in what this guy was saying. They were actually looking for his replacement. This man was in charge of 
the search. To listen to him in a voice of a different gender seemed mocking and disrespectful. 

"Male voice," said Mazer. 

Immediately the voice changed to a robust baritone. "The trouble I'm having, Admiral, is that when I ask them specifically what traits of 
yours I should try to identify for my recruits, everything becomes quite vague. The only conclusion I can reach is this: The attribute of 
yours that they want the new commander to have is 'victorious.' In vain do I point out that I need better guidelines than that. 

"So I have turned to you for help. You know as well as I do that there was a certain component of luck involved in your victory. At the 
same time, you saw what no one else could see, and you acted -- against orders -- at exactly the right moment for your thrust to be 
unnoticed by the Hive Queen. Boldness, courage, iconoclasm -- maybe we can identify those traits. But how do we test for vision? 

"There's a social component, too. The men in your crew trusted you enough to obey your disobedient orders and put their careers, if not 
their lives, in your hands. 

"Your record of reprimands for insubordination suggests, also, that you are an experienced critic of incompetent commanders. So you 
must also have very clear ideas of what your future replacement should not be. 

"Therefore I have obtained permission to use the ansible to query you about the attributes we need to look for -- or avoid -- in the recruits 
we find. In the hope that you will find this project more interesting than whatever it is you're doing out there in space, I eagerly await 
your reply." 

Mazer sighed. This Graff sounded like exactly the kind of officer who should be put in charge of finding Mazer's replacement. But 
Mazer also knew enough about military bureaucracy to know that Graff would be chewed up and spit out the first time he actually tried 
to accomplish something. Getting permission to communicate by ansible with an old geezer who was effectively dead was easy enough. 

"What was the sender's rank?" Mazer asked the console. 

"Lieutenant." 

Poor Lieutenant Graff had obviously underestimated the terror that incompetent officers feel in the presence of young, intelligent, 
energetic replacements. 

At least it would be a conversation. 

"Take down this answer, please," said Mazer. "Dear Lieutenant Graff, I'm sorry for the time you have to waste waiting for this message 
... no, scratch that, why increase the wasted time by sending a message stuffed with useless chat?" Then again, doing a whole bunch of 
editing would delay the message just as long. 

Mazer sighed, unwound himself from his stretch, and went to the console. "I'll type it in myself," said Mazer. "It'll go faster that way." 

He found the words he had just dictated waiting for him on the screen of his message console, with the edge of Graff's message just 
behind it. He flipped that message to the front, read it again, and then picked up his own message where he had left off. 

"I am not an expert in identifying the traits of leadership. Your message reveals that you have already thought more about it than I have. 
Much as I might hope your endeavor is successful, since it would relieve me of the burden of command upon my return, I cannot help 
you." 

He toyed with adding "God could not help you," but decided to let the boy find out how the world worked without dire and useless 
warnings from Mazer. 

Instead he said "Send" and the console replied, "Message sent by ansible." 

And that, thought Mazer, is the end of that. 

* 

The answer did not come for more than three hours. What was that, a month back on Earth? 
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"Who is it from?" asked Mazer, knowing perfectly well who it would turn out to be. So the boy had taken his time before pushing the 
matters. Time enough to learn how impossible his task was? Probably not. 

Mazer was sitting on the toilet -- which, thanks to the Formics' gravitic technology, was a standard gravity-dependent chemical model. 
Mazer was one of the few still in the service who remembered the days of air-suction toilets in weightless spaceships, which worked 
about half the time. That was the era when ship captains would sometimes be cashiered for wasting fuel by accelerating their ships just 
so they could take a dump that would actually get pulled away from their backside by something like gravity. 

"Lieutenant Hyrum Graff." 

And now he had the pestiferous Hyrum Graff, who would probably be even more annoying than null-g toilets. 

"Erase it." 

"I am not allowed to erase ansible communications," said the female voice blandly. It was always bland, of course, but it felt particularly 
bland when saying irritating things. 

I could make you erase it, if I wanted to go to the trouble of reprogramming you. But Mazer didn't say it, in case it might alert the 
program safeguards in some way. "Read it." 

"Male voice?" 

"Female," snapped Mazer. 

"Admiral Rackham, I'm not sure you understood the gravity of our situation. We have two possibilities: Either we will identify the best 
possible commanders for our war against the Formics, or we will have you as our commander. So either you will help us identify the 
traits that are most likely to be present in the ideal commander, or you will bethe commander on whom all the responsibility rests." 

"I understand that, you little twit," said Mazer. "I understood it before you were born." 

"Would you like me to take down your remarks as a reply?" asked the computer. 

"Just read it and ignore my carping." 

The computer returned to the message from Lieutenant Graff. "I have located your wife and children. They are all in good health, and it 
may be that some or all of them might be glad of an opportunity to converse with you by ansible, if you so desire. I offer this, not as 
bribe for your cooperation, but as a reminder, perhaps, that more is at stake here than the importunities of an upstart lieutenant pestering 
an admiral and a war hero on a voyage into the future." 

Mazer roared out his answer. "As if I had need of reminders from you!" 

"Would you like me to take down your remarks as --" 

"I'd like you to shut yourself down and leave me in --" 

"A reply?" finished the computer, ignoring his carping. 

"Peace!" Mazer sighed. "Take down this answer: I'm divorced, and my ex-wife and children have made their lives without me. To them 
I'm dead. It's despicable for you to attempt to raise me from the grave to burden their lives. When I tell you that I have nothing to tell you 
about command it's because I truly do not know any answers that you could possibly implement. 

"I'm desperate for you to find a replacement for me, but in all my experience in the military, I saw no example of the kind of commander 
that we need. So figure it out for yourself -- I haven't any idea." 

For a moment he allowed his anger to flare. "And leave my family out of it, you contemptible ..." 

Then he decided not to flame the poor git. "Delete everything after 'leave my family out of it.'" 

"Do you wish me to read it back to you?" 
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"I'm on the toilet!" 

Since his answer was nonresponsive, the computer repeated the question verbatim. 

"No. Just send it. I don't want to have the zealous Lieutenant Graff wait an extra hour or day just so I can turn my letter into a prize-
winning school essay." 

* 

But Graff's question nagged at him. What should they look for in a commander? 

What did it matter? As soon as they developed a list of desirable traits, all the bureaucratic buttsniffs would immediately figure out how 
to fake having them, and they'd be right back where they started, with the best bureaucrats at the top of every military hierarchy, and all 
the genuinely brilliant leaders either discharged or demoralized. 

The way I was demoralized, piloting a barely-armed supply ship in the rear echelons of our formation. 

Which was in itself a mark of the stupidity of our commanders -- that fact that they thought there could be such a thing as a "rear 
echelon" during a war in three-dimensional space. 

There might have been dozens of men who could have seen what I saw -- the point of vulnerability in the Formics' formation -- but they 
had long since left the service. The only reason I was there was because I couldn't afford to quit before vesting in my pension. So I put up 
with spiteful commanders who would punish me for being a better officer than they would ever be. I took the abuse, the contempt, and so 
there I was piloting a ship with only two weapons -- slow missiles at that. 

Turned out I only needed one. 

But who could have predicted that I'd be there, that I'd see what I saw, and that I'd commit career suicide by firing my missiles against 
orders -- and then I'd turn out to be right? What process can test for that? Might as well resort to prayer -- either God is looking out for 
the human race or he doesn't care. If he cares, then we'll go on surviving despite our stupidity. If he doesn't, then we won't. 

In a universe that works like that, any attempt to identify in advance the traits of great commanders is utterly wasted. 

"Incoming visuals," said the computer. 

Mazer looked down at his desk screen, where he had jotted 

Desperation 

Intuition (test for that, sucker!) 

Tolerance for the orders of fools. 

Borderline-insane sense of personal mission. 

Yeah, that's the list Graff's hoping I'll send him. 

And now the boy was sending him visuals. Who approved that? 

But the head that flickered in the holospace above his desk wasn't an eagerbeaver young lieutenant. It was a young woman with light-
colored hair like her mother's and only a few traces of her father's part-Maori appearance. But the traces were there, and she was 
beautiful. 

"Stop," said Mazer. 

"I am required to show you --" 

"This is personal. This is an intrusion." 
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"-- all ansible communications." 

"Later." 

"This is a visual and therefore has high priority. Sufficient ansible bandwidth for full motion visuals will only be used for 
communications of the --" 

Mazer gave up. "Just play it." 

"Father," said the young woman in the holospace. 

Mazer looked away from her, reflexively hiding his face, though of course she couldn't see him anyway. His daughter Pai Mahutanga. 
When he last saw her, she was a tree-climbing five-year-old. She used to have nightmares, but with her father always on duty with the 
fleet, there was no one to drive away the bad dreams. 

"I brought your grandchildren with me," she was saying. "Pahu Rangi hasn't found a woman yet who will let him reproduce." She 
grinned wickedly at someone out of frame. Her brother. Mazer's son. Just a baby, conceived on his last leave before the final battle. 

"We've told the children all about you. I know you can't see them all at once, but if they each come into frame with me for just a few 
moments -- it's so generous of them to let me -- 

"But he said that you might not be happy to see me. Even if that's true, Father, I know you'll want to see your grandchildren. They'll still 
be alive when you return. I might even be. Please don't hide from us. We know that when you divorced Mother it was for her sake, and 
ours. We know that you never stopped loving us. See? Here's Kahui Kura. And Pao Pao Te Rangi. They also have English names, Mirth 
and Glad, but they're proud to be children of the Maori. Through you. But your grandson Mazer Taka Aho Howarth insists on using the 
name you went ... go by. And as for baby Struan Maeroero, he'll make the choice when he gets older." She sighed. "I suppose he's our 
last child, if the New Zealand courts uphold the Hegemony's new population rules." 

As each of the children stepped into frame, shyly or boldly, depending on their personality, Mazer tried to feel something toward them. 
Two daughters first, shy, lovely. The little boy named for him. Finally the baby that someone held into the frame. 

They were strangers, and before he ever met them they would be parents themselves. Perhaps grandparents. What was the point? I told 
your mother that we had to be dead to each other. She had to think of me as a casualty of war, even if the paperwork said Divorce Decree 
instead of Killed in Action. 

She was so angry she told me that she would rather I had died. She was going to tell our children that I was dead. Or that I just left them, 
without giving them any reason, so they'd hate me. 

Now it turns out she turned my departure into a sentimental memory of sacrifice for God and country. Or at least for planet and species. 

Mazer forced himself not to wonder if this meant that she had forgiven him. She was the one with children to raise -- what she decided to 
tell them was none of his business. Whatever helped her raise the children without a father. 

He didn't marry and have children until he was already middle-aged -- he'd been afraid to start a family when he knew he'd be gone on 
voyages lasting years at a time. Then he met Kim, and all that rational process went out the window. He wanted -- his DNA wanted -- 
their children to exist, even if he couldn't be there to raise them. Pai Mahutanga and Pahu Rangi -- he wanted the children's lives to be 
stable and good, rich with opportunity, so he stayed in the service in order to earn the separation bonuses that would pay to put them 
through college. 

Then he fought in the war to keep them safe. But he was going to retire when the war ended and go home to them at last, while they were 
still young enough to welcome a father. And then he got this assignment. 

Why couldn't you just decide, you bastards? Decide you were going to replace me, and then let me go home and have my hero's welcome 
and then retire to Christchurch and listen to the ringing of the bells to tell me God's in his heaven and all's right with the world. You 
could have left me home with my family, to raise my children, to be there so I could talk Pai out of naming her firstborn son after me. 

I could have given all the advice and training you wanted -- more than you'd ever use, that's for sure -- and then left the fleet and had 
some kind of life. But no, I had to leave everything and come out here in this miserable box while you dither. 

Mazer noticed that Pai's face was frozen and she was making no sound. "You stopped the playback," said Mazer. 
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"You weren't paying attention," said the computer. "This is a visual ansible transmission, and you are required to --" 

"I'm watching now," said Mazer. 

Pai's voice came again, and the visual moved again. "They're going to slow this down to transmit it to you. But you know all about time 
dilation. The bandwidth is expensive, too, so I guess I'm done with the visual part of this. I've written you a letter, and so have the kids. 
And Pahu swears that someday he'll learn to read and write." She laughed again, looking at someone out of frame. It had to be his son, 
the baby he had never seen. Tantalizingly close, but not coming into frame. Someone was controlling that. Someone decided not to let 
him see his son. Graff? How closely was he manipulating this? Or was it Kim who decided? Or Pahu himself? 

"Mother has written to you, too. Actually, quite a few letters. She wouldn't come, though. She doesn't want you to see her looking so old. 
But she's still beautiful, Father. More beautiful than ever, with white hair and -- she still loves you. She wants you to remember her 
younger. She told me once, 'I was never beautiful, and when I met a man who thought I was, I married him over his most heartfelt 
objections.'" 

Her imitation of her mother was so accurate that it stopped Mazer's breath for a moment. Could it truly be that Kim had refused to come 
because of some foolish vanity about how she looked? As if he would care! 

But he would care. Because she would be old, and that would prove that it was true, that she would surely be dead before he made it back 
to Earth. And because of that, it would not be home he came back to. There was no such place. 

"I love you, Father," Pai was saying. "Not just because you saved the world. We honor you for that, of course. But we love you because 
you made Mother so happy. She would tell us stories about you. It's as if we knew you. And your old mates would visit sometimes, and 
then we knew that Mother wasn't exaggerating about you. Either that or they all were." She laughed. "You have been part of our lives. 
We may be strangers to you, but you're not a stranger to us." 

The image flickered, and when it came back, she was not in quite the same position. There had been an edit. Perhaps because she didn't 
want him to see her cry. But he knew she had been about to, because her face still worked before weeping the same way as when she was 
little. It had not been so very long, for him, since she was small. He remembered very well. 

"You don't have to answer this," she said. "Lieutenant Graff told us that you might not welcome this transmission. Might even refuse to 
watch it. We don't want to make your voyage harder. But Father, when you come home -- when you come back to us -- youhave a home. 
In our hearts. Even if I'm gone, even if only our children are here to meet you, our arms are open. Not to greet the conquering hero. But 
to welcome home our papa and grandpa, however old we are. I love you. We all do. All." 

And then, almost as an afterthought: "Please read our letters." 

"I have letters for you," said the computer, as the holospace went empty. 

"Save them," said Mazer. "I'll get to them." 

"You are authorized to send a visual reply," said the computer. 

"That will not happen," said Mazer. But even as he said it, he was wondering what he could possibly say, if he changed his mind and did 
send them his image. Some heroic speech about the nobility of sacrifice? Or an apology for accepting the assignment? 

He would never show his face to them. Would never let Kim see that he was notchanged. 

He would read the letters. He would answer them. There were duties you owed to family, even if the reason they got involved was 
because of some meddling jerk of a lieutenant. 

"My first letter," said Mazer, "will be to that git, Graff. It's very brief. 'Bugger off, gitling.' Sign it 'respectfully yours.'" 

"'Bugger' is a noun. 'Git' is a substandard verb, and 'gitling' is not in any of my wordbases. I cannot spell or parse the message properly 
without explanation.... Do you mean 'Leave this place, alien enemy'?" 

"I made gitling up, but it's an excellent word, so use it. And I can't believe they programmed you without 'bugger off' in the wordbase." 

"I detect stress," said the computer. "Will you accept mild sedation?" 
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"The stress is being caused by your forcing me to view a message I did not want to see.You are causing my stress. So give me some time 
to myself to calm down." 

"Incoming message." 

Mazer felt his stress levels rising even higher. So he sighed and sat back and said, "Read it. It's from Graff, right? Always use a male 
voice for the gitling." 

"Admiral Rackham, I apologize for the intrusion," the computer baritoned. "Once I broached the possibility of letting your family contact 
you, my superiors would not give up on the idea, even though I warned them it would be more likely to be counterproductive if you 
hadn't agreed in advance. Still, it was my idea and I take full responsibility for that, but it was also clumsily handled without waiting for 
your permission, and that was not my responsibility. Though it was completely predictable, because this is the military. There is no idea 
so stupid that it won't be seized upon and made the basis of policy, and no idea so wise that it won't be perceived as threatening by some 
paper pusher, who'll kill it if he can, or claim complete credit for it if it works. Am I describing the military you know?" 

Clever boy, thought Mazer. Deflect my anger to the IF. Make me his friend. 

"However, the decision was made to send you only those letters that you would find encouraging. You're being 'handled,' Admiral 
Rackham. But if you want all the letters, I'll make sure you get the whole picture. It won't make you happier, but at least you'll know I'm 
not trying to manipulate you." 

"Oh, right," said Mazer. 

"Or at least I'm not trying to trick you," said the computer. "I'm trying to persuade you by winning your trust, if I can, and then your 
cooperation. I will not lie to you or leave out information in order to deceive you. Tell me if you want all the letters or are content with 
the comfortable version of your family's life." 

Mazer knew then that Graff had won -- Mazer would have no choice but to answer, and no choice but to request the omitted letters. Then 
he would be beholden to the gitling. Angry, but in debt. 

The real question was this: Was Graff staging the whole thing? Was he the one who withheld the uncomfortable letters, only so he could 
gain points with Mazer for then releasing them? 

Or was Graff taking some kind of risk, scamming the system in order to send him the full set of letters? 

Or did Graff, a mere lieutenant, have a degree of power that allowed him to openly flout the orders of his superiors with impunity? 

"Don't send the bugger-off letter," said Mazer. 

"I already sent it and receipt has been confirmed." 

"I'm actually quite happy that you did that," said Mazer. "So here's my next message: Send the letters, gitling." 

Within a few minutes, the reply came, and this time the number of letters was much higher. 

And with nothing else to do, Mazer opened them and began to read them silently, in the order they were sent. Which means that the first 
hundred were all from Kim. 

The progression of the early letters was predictable, but no less painful to read. She was hurt, angry, grief-stricken, resentful, filled with 
longing. She tried to hurt him with invective, or with guilt, or by tormenting him with sexually charged memories. Maybe she was 
tormenting herself. 

Her letters, even the angry ones, were reminders of what he had lost, of the life he once had. It's not as if she invented her temper for this 
occasion. She had it all along, and he had been lashed by it before, and bore a few old scars. But now it all combined to make him miss 
her. 

Her words hurt him, tantalized him, made him grieve, and often he had to stop reading and listen to something -- music, poetry, or the 
drones and clicks of subtle machinery in the seemingly motionless craft that was hurtling through space in, the physicists assured him, a 
wavelike way, though he could not detect any lack of solidity in any of the objects inside the ship. Except, of course, himself. He could 
dissolve at a word, if it was from her, and then be remade by another. 
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I was right to marry her, he thought again and again as he read. And wrong to leave her. I cheated her and myself and my children, and 
for what? So I could be trapped here in space while she grows old and dies, and then come back and watch some clever young lad take 
his rightful place as commander of all the fleets, while I hover behind him, a relic of an old war, who lived out the wrong cliche. Instead 
of coming home in a bag for his family to bury, it was his family who grew old and died while he came back still ... still young. Young 
and utterly alone, purposeless except for the little matter of saving the human race, which wouldn't even be in his hands. 

Her letters calmed down after a while. They became monthly reports on the family. As if he had become a sort of diary for her. A place 
where she could wonder if she was doing the right thing in her raising of the children -- too stern, too strict, too indulgent. If her 
decisions could have a wrong outcome or a wrong motive, then she wondered constantly if she should have done it differently. That, too, 
was the woman he had known and loved and reassured endlessly. 

How did she hold together without him? Apparently she remembered the conversations they used to have, or imagined new ones. She 
inserted his side of the conversation into the letters. "I know you'd tell me that I did the right thing ... that I had no choice ... of course 
you'd say ... you always told me ... I'm still doing the same old ..." 

The things that a widow would tell herself about her dead husband. 

But widows could still love their husbands. She has forgiven me. 

And finally, in a letter written not so long ago -- last week; half a year ago -- she said it outright. "I hope you have forgiven me for being 
so angry with you when you divorced me. I know you had no choice but to go, and you were trying to be kind by cutting all ties so I 
could go on with life. And I have gone on, exactly as you said I should. Let us please forgive one another." 

The words hit him like three-g acceleration. He gasped and wept and the computer became concerned. "What's wrong?" the computer 
asked. "Sedation seems necessary." 

"I'm reading a letter from my wife," he said. "I'm fine. No sedation." 

But he wasn't fine. Because he knew what Graff and the IF could not have known when they let this message go through. Graff had lied 
to him. He had withheld information. 

For what Mazer had told his wife was that she should go on with life and marry again. 

That's what she was telling him. Somebody had forbidden them to say or write anything that would tell him that Kim had married 
another man and probably had more children -- but he knew, because that's the only thing she could mean when she said, "I have gone 
on, exactly as you said I should." That had been the crux of the argument. She insisting that divorce only made sense if she intended to 
remarry, him saying that of course she didn't think of remarrying now, but later, when she finally realized that he would never come back 
as long as she lived, she wouldn't have to write and ask him for a divorce, it would already be done and she could go ahead, knowing that 
she had his blessing -- and she had slapped him and burst into tears because he thought so little of her and her love for him that he 
thought she could forget and marry someone else ... 

But she had, and it was breaking his heart, because even though he had been noble about insisting on the divorce, he had believed her 
when she said she could never love any other man. 

She did love another man. He was gone only a year, and she ... 

No, he had been gone three decades now. Maybe it took her ten years before she found another man. Maybe ... 

"I will have to report this physical response," said the computer. 

"You do whatever you have to," said Mazer. "What are they going to do, send me to the hospital? Or -- I know -- they could cancel the 
mission!" 

He calmed down, though -- barking at the computer made him feel marginally better. Even though his thoughts raced far beyond the 
words he was reading, he did read all the other letters, and now he could see hints and overtones. A lot of unexplained references to "we" 
and "us" in the letters. She wanted him to know. 

"Send this to Graff. Tell him I know he broke his word almost as soon as he gave it." 

The answer came back in a moment. "Do you think I don't know exactly what I sent?" 
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Did he know? Or had he only just now realized that Kim had slipped a message through, and now Graff was pretending that he knew it 
all along ... 

Another message from Graff: "Just heard from your computer that you have had a strong emotional response to the letters. I'm deeply 
sorry for that. It must be a challenge, to live in the presence of a computer that reports everything you do to us, and then a team of 
shrinks try to figure out how to respond in order to get the desired result. My own feeling is that if we intend to trust the future of the 
human race to this man, maybe we ought to tell him everything we know and converse with him like an adult. But my own letters have to 
be passed through the same panel of shrinks. For instance, they're letting me tell you about them because they hope that you will come to 
trust me more by knowing that I don't like what they do. They're even letting me tell you this as a further attempt to allow the building of 
trust through recursive confession of trickery and deception. I bet it's working, too. You can't possibly read any secret meanings 
into thisletter." 

What game is he playing? Which parts of his letters are true? The panel of shrinks made sense. The military mind: Find a way to negate 
your own assets so they fail even before you begin to use them. But if Graff really did let Kim's admission that she had remarried sneak 
through, knowing that the shrinks would miss it, then did that mean he was on Mazer's side? Or that he was merely better than the 
shrinks at figuring out how to manipulate him? 

"You can't possibly read any secret meanings into this letter," Graff had said. Did that mean that there was a secret meaning? Mazer read 
it over again, and now what he said in the third sentence took on another possible meaning. "To live in the presence of a computer that 
reports everything you do to us." At first he had read it as if it meant "reports to us everything you do." But what if he literally meant that 
the computer would report everything Mazer did to them. 

That would mean they had detected his undetectable reprogramming of the computer. 

Which would explain the panel of shrinks and the sudden new urgency about finding a replacement for Mazer as commander. 

So the cat was out of the bag. But they weren't going to tell him they knew what he had done, because he was the volatile one who had 
done something insane and so they couldn't believe he had a rational purpose and speak to him openly. 

He had to let them see him and realize that he was not insane. He had to get control of this situation. And in order to accomplish that, he 
had to trust Graff to be what he so obviously wanted Mazer to think he was: An ally in the effort to find the best possible commander for 
the IF when the final campaign finally began. 

Mazer looked in the mirror and debated whether to clean up his appearance. There were plenty of insane people who tried, pathetically, 
to look saner by dressing like regular people. Then again, he had let himself get awfully tangle-haired and he was naked all the time. At 
least he could wash and dress and try to look like the kind of person that military people could regard with respect. 

When he was ready, he rotated into position and told the computer to begin recording his visual for later transmission. He suspected, 
though, that there would be no point in editing it -- the raw recording was what the computer would transmit, since it had obviously 
reported his earlier reprogramming. 

"I have reason to believe that you already know of the change I made in the onboard computer's programming. Apparently I could take 
the computer's navigational system out of your control, but couldn't keep it from reporting the fact to you. Which suggests that 
you meant this box to be a prison, but you weren't very good at it. 

"So I will now tell you exactly what you need to know. You -- or, by now, your predecessors -- refused to believe me when I told them 
that I was not the right man to command the International Fleet during the final campaign. I was told that there would be a search for an 
adequate replacement, but I knew better. 

"I knew that any 'search' would be perfunctory or illusory. You were betting everything on me. However, I also know how the military 
works. Those who made the decision to rely on me would be long since retired before I came back. And the closer we got to the time of 
my return, the more the new bureaucracy would dread my arrival. When I got there, I would find myself at the head of a completely unfit 
military organization whose primary purpose was to prevent me from doing anything that might cost somebody his job. Thus I would be 
powerless, even if I was retained as a figurehead. And all the pilots who gave up everything they knew and loved on Earth in order to go 
out and confront the Formics in their own space would be under the actual command of the usual gang of bureaucratic climbers. 

"It always takes six months of war and a few dreadful defeats to clear out the deadwood. But we don't have time for that in this war, any 
more than we did in the last one. My insubordination fortunately ended things abruptly. This time, though, if we loseany battle then we 
have lost the war. We will have no second chance. We have no margin of error. We can't afford to waste time getting rid of you -- you, 
the idiots who are watching me right now, the idiots who are going to let the human race be destroyed in order to preserve your pathetic 
bureaucratic jobs. 

"So I reprogrammed my ship's navigational program so that I have complete control over it. You can't override my decision. And my 
decision is this: I am not coming back. I will not decelerate and turn around. I will keep going on and on. 
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"My plan was simple. Without me to count on as your future commander, you would have no choice but to search for a new one. Not go 
through the motions, but really search. 

"And I think you must have guessed that this was my plan, because you started letting me get messages from Lieutenant Graff. 

"So now I have the problem of trying to make sense of what you're doing. My guess is that Graff is trained as a shrink. Perhaps he works 
as an intelligence analyst. My guess is that he is actually very bright and innovative and has got spectacular results at ... at something. So 
you decided to see if he could get me back on track. Only he is exactly the kind of wild man that terrifies you. He's smarter than you, and 
so you have to make sure you keep him from getting the power to do anything that looks to you like it might be dangerous. And since 
everything remotely effective will frighten you, his main project has been figuring out how to get around you in order to establish honest 
communication between him and me. 

"So here we are, at something of an impasse. And all the power is in your hands at this moment. So let me tell you your choices. There 
are only two of them. 

"The first choice is the hard one. It will make your skin crawl. Some of you will go home and sleep for three days in fetal position with 
your thumbs in your mouths. But there's no negotiation. This is what you'll do: 

"You'll give Lieutenant Graff real power. Don't give him a high rank and a desk and a bureaucracy. Give him genuine authority. 
Everything he wants, he gets. Because the whole reason he is alive will be this: To find the best possible commander for the fleets that 
will decide the future of the human race. 

"To do this he first has to find out how to identify those with the best potential. You'll give him all the help he asks for. All the people he 
asks for, regardless of their rank, training, or how much some idiot admiral hates or loves them. 

"Then Graff will figure out how to train the candidates he identifies. Again, you'll do whatever he wants. Nothing is too expensive. 
Nothing is too difficult. Nothing requires a single committee meeting to agree. Everybody in the IF and everybody in the government is 
Graff's servant, and all they should ever ask him is to clarify his instructions. 

"What I require of Graff is that he work on nothing but the identification and training of my replacement as battle commander of the 
International Fleet. If he starts bureaucratic kingdom building -- in other words, if he turns out to be just another idiot -- I'll know it, and 
I'll stop talking to him. 

"In exchange for your giving Graff this authority is that once I'm satisfied he has it and is using it correctly, then I'll turn this ship around 
immediately. I'll get home a few years earlier than the original plan. I'll be part of training whatever commander you have. I'll evaluate 
Graff's work. I'll help choose among the candidates for the job, if you have more than one that might potentially do the job. 

"And all along the way, Graff will communicate with me constantly by ansible, so that everything he does will be done with my counsel 
and approval. Thus, through Graff, I am taking command of the search for our war leader now. 

"But if you act like the idiots who led the fleet during the war I won, and try to obfuscate and prevaricate and procrastinate and misdirect 
and manipulate and lie your way out of letting Graff and me control the choice and training of the battle commander, then I won't turn 
this ship around, ever. 

"I'll just sail on out into oblivion. Our campaign will fail. The Buggers will come back to Earth and they'll finish the job this time. And I, 
in this ship, will be the last living human being. But it won't be my fault. It will be yours, because you did not have the decency and 
intelligence to step aside and let the people who know how to do the job of saving the human race do it. 

"Think about it as long as you want. I've got all the time in the world. But keep this in mind: Whoever tries to take control of this 
situation and set up committees to study your response to this vid -- those are the people you need to assign to remote desk jobs and get 
them out of the IF right now. They are the allies of the Buggers -- they're the ones who will end up getting us all killed. I have already 
designated the only possible leader for this program: Lieutenant Graff. There's no compromise. No maneuvering. Make him a captain, 
give him more actual authority than any other living human, stand ready to do whatever he tells you to do, and let him and me get to 
work. 

"Do I believe you'll actually do this? No. That's why I reprogrammed my ship. Just remember that I am the guy who saved the human 
race, and I did it because I was able to see exactly how the Buggers' military system worked and find its weak spot. I have also seen how 
the human military system works, and I know the weak spot, and I know how to fix it. I've just told you how. Either you'll do it or you 
won't. Now make your decisions and don't bother me again unless you've made the right one." 

Mazer turned back to the desk and selected save and send. 
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When he was sure the message was sent, he returned to his sleeping space and let himself think again about Kim and Pai and Pahu, about 
his grandchildren, about his wife's new husband and what children they might have. What he did not let himself think about was the 
possibility of returning to Earth to meet these babies as adults and try to find a place among them as if he were still alive, as if there were 
anyone left on Earth for him to know and love. 

* 

The answer did not come for a full twelve hours. Mazer imagined with amusement the struggles that must be going on. People fighting 
for their jobs. Filing reports proving that Mazer was insane and therefore should not be listened to. Struggling to neutralize Graff -- or 
suck up to him, or get themselves assigned as his immediate supervisor. Trying to figure out a way to fool Mazer into thinking they had 
complied without actually having to do it. 

The answer, when it came, was from Graff. It was a visual. Mazer was pleased to see that while Graff was, in fact, young, he wore the 
uniform in a slovenly way that suggested that looking like an officer wasn't a particularly high priority for him. 

He wore a captain's insignia and a serious expression that was only a split second away from a smile. 

"Once again, Admiral Rackham, with only one weapon in your arsenal, you knew right where to aim it." 

"I had two missiles the first time," said Mazer. 

"Do you wish me to record --" began the computer. 

"Shut up and continue the message," growled Mazer. 

"You should know that your former wife, Kim Arnsbrach Rackham Summers -- and yes, she does keep your name as part of her legal 
name -- was instrumental in making this happen. Because whenever somebody came up with a plan for how to fool you and me into 
thinking they were in compliance with your orders, I would bring her to the meeting. Whenever they said, 'We'll get Admiral Rackham to 
believe' some lie or other, she would laugh. And the discussion would pretty much end there. 

"I can't tell you how long it will last, but at this point, the IF seems to be ready to comply fully. You should know that has involved about 
two hundred early retirements and nearly a thousand reassignments, including forty officers of flag rank. You still know how to blow 
things up. 

"There are things I already know about selection and training, and over the next few years we'll talk constantly. But I can't wait to take 
actions until you and I have conferred on everything, simply because there's no time to waste and time dilation adds weeks to all our 
conversations. 

"However, if I do something wrong, tell me and I'll change it. I'll never tell you that we've already done this or that as if that were a 
reason not to do it the right way after all. I will show you that you have not made a mistake in trusting this to me. 

"The thing that puzzles me, though, is how you decided to trust me. My communications to you were full of lies or I couldn't have 
written to you at all. I didn't know you and had no clue how to tell you the truth in a way that would get past the committees that had to 
approve everything. The worst thing is that in fact I'm very good at the bureaucratic game or I couldn't have got to the position to 
communicate directly with you in the first place. 

"So let me tell you -- now that no one will be censoring my messages -- that yes, I think the highest priority is finding the right 
replacement for you as battle commander of the International Fleet. But once we've done that -- and I know that's a big if -- I have plans 
of my own. 

"Because winning this particular war against this particular enemy is important, of course. But I want to win all future wars the only way 
we can -- by getting the human race off this one planet and out of this one star system. The Formics already figured it out -- you have to 
disperse. You have to spread out until you're unkillable. 

"I hope they turn out to have failed. I hope we can destroy them so thoroughly they can't challenge us for a thousand years. 

"But by the end of that thousand years, when another Bugger fleet comes back for vengeance, I want them to discover that humans have 
spread to a thousand worlds and there is no hope of finding us all. 

"I guess I'm just a big-picture guy, Admiral Rackham. But whatever my long-range goals are, this much is certain: If we don't have the 
right commander and win this war, it won't matter what other plans anybody has. 
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"And you are that commander, sir. Not the battle commander, but the commander who found a way to get the military to reshape itself in 
order to find the right battle commander without wasting the lives of countless soldiers in meaningless defeats in order to find him. 

"Sir, I will not address this topic again. But I have come to know your family in the past few weeks. I know now something of what you 
gave up in order to be in the position you're in now. And I promise you, sir, that I will do everything in my power to make your sacrifices 
and theirs worth the cost." 

Graff saluted, and then disappeared from the holospace. 

And even though he could not be seen by anybody, Mazer Rackham saluted him back. 
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Artwork by Sam Ellis

Hot Sleep 
by Orson Scott Card 

Orson Scott Card's first novel - back in print for the first time in 25 years! 

Orson Scott Card's first science fiction novel, Hot Sleep, was published in April 1979 by Baronet Books in trade paperback format. It is permanently out of print and was 
replaced by The Worthing Chronicle, published by Ace Books in July 1983. 

This is the first of five parts of Hot Sleep to be serialized completely within this issue over the next few weeks at the rate of one part every other week. The entire novel will 
remain online. 

Part I 
Chapter One 

Jas Worthing was being kept alive by State Paper FN3xxR-5a, and he knew it. He didn't need an assistant professor of education to tell 
him that. But once Hartman Tork had begun a lecture, he was unstoppable. 

"There's no way, Jas Worthing, that you could have made a perfect score on that test. The information is classified, it was only bumped 
onto the computers by a mistake in the program --" 

"Your mistake," Jas pointed out. 

"Maybe not a mistake at all," Tork said, his face turning red with anger. "Maybe we've found out something about you that we 
desperately wanted to know. You couldn't possibly have copied off anyone else's paper --" 

"Are you accusing me of cheating? Because the juvenile code requires a proper hearing and substantiating evidence --" 

Tork whirled around on his swivel stool and stood up. He walked around the glowing teacherboard until he stood only a meter or less 
away from Jas. Again, as a hundred times before, Jas felt the vertigo of childhood, realizing that everything is up, that only when he 
tumbled into the future would he be as large as those who manipulated him today -- or tried to, anyway. 

"I've had enough," Tork said, softly, trying to be menacing; and though Jas knew that the menace was a facade worn to intimidate the 
small and weak, he also knew that behind the facade the threat was very, very real. "I've had enough of your cocky smartass self-
assurance. Now you're going to take the test over again." 

And in spite of himself Jas was trembling, though he kept the quaver out of his voice. "Unless you can prove malfeasance --" 

http://www.intergalacticmedicineshow.com/cgi-bin/
http://www.intergalacticmedicineshow.com/cgi-bin/


78 
 

"I know the juvenile code, Jas. And I don't have to prove malfeasance if I can prove something else." 

His look of triumph was disconcerting. Jas gripped the sides of the nearest console. "I didn't cheat, Mr. Tork, and unless you have a 
witness --" 

"The law, boy, is a lot more open when it comes to the question of the Swipe." Tork pounded his finger on the teacherboard for 
emphasis. 

"Are you calling me a Swipe, Mr. Tork?" Jas asked. This time the quaver came into his voice. "That's slander, Mr. Tork, unless you can 
prove --" 

"I'm working on that, boy. Now get out." 

Jas got out. But at the door he heard Tork call after him, "You got those answers out of my head and I'm going to prove it! You passed 
that test by picking my brains!" 

Jas turned around and said, "Assistant professor Tork, no one in his right mind, given a choice, would pick your brains." Tork didn't 
answer, just smiled savagely. But Jas felt a little better for having said it. 

He was shaking and weak all the way home. 

His mother met him at the door of their flat. "What happened?" she asked, trying to keep the fear out of her voice, as if it couldn't be read 
on her face. 

"Tork yelled a lot." 

"What about the proof? Did you have the proof?" 

"Your blood test came out okay, mom." Jas sat down on the bed that doubled as a sofa in the living room. "Sorry you had to get jabbed." 

His mother sat next to him and took his hand. Her palms were clammy. "I was so afraid. They were so sure." 

"I guess they can't cope with somebody outsmarting their stupid tests." Jas lay back on the bed and breathed deeply. "I need to rest, 
mom," he said. His mother nodded and got up and went to the kitchen-dining-bathroom to ring up dinner. 

Jas lay on the bed, his heart still pounding. He had been stupid, not to realize that they'd know. But it had been so easy -- the test in front 
of him, and then just by looking at Tork the answers so clear, sitting right behind Tork's eyes. It was as if for a moment Jas had forgotten 
that telepathy was a capital crime. In fact, of course, he hadn't really realized, not for sure, that what was happening was telepathy. It had 
grown so gradually, his gift -- beginning when he turned twelve -- fleeting glimpses at random of what people thought, what they felt. 
And then in the room last week, just as a child might discover a new muscle that let him wiggle his ears or twitch his scalp, Jas had 
realized he could control it. Not just random glimpses, but a deep, hard, long look into their minds. 

The Swipe? Swipes were monsters, Swipes were planet-wreckers, Swipes weren't kids in schoolrooms taking calculus tests. 

He stared at the picture of his father on the ceiling. The tiling had been there since their last authorized remodeling, when Jas was seven, 
and he had instantly seen the picture. That squiggle was the nose; the dark space was his eye; the lips the gentle curves just below. It was 
a benign face, kind if monstrous, trustworthy if incredible. How had he decided that it was his father? Jas knew. After all, he had seen no 
other picture. 

He wanted the face to smile, but it always just smirked, as if just about to laugh, or as if it had just tired of laughter. Or as if it knew that 
a meal was coming. Jas shuddered. 

And as he did his mind gave his body a reason for the fear. How was I to know, he asked himself. How was I to know that the last three 
questions were cross-programmed from another classroom, a classified, advanced, damn-it-but-it-all-made-so-much-sense classroom, 
and Jason rolled over and dug his hand into his mattress, partly because it felt good, and party because his mother had told him, "When 
you muck up the mattress it has to replaced early, and if it has to be replaced early, the government gets angry." 

Advanced astrodynamics. Well, it just felt like more math, how was I to know I was playing little games with stars and planets? And I 
understood it, once I got the answer. Jas rumpled the bed again. Once he got the answer: that was the problem. He couldn't show them 
any figuring. He couldn't show them how he arrived at the correct answer. "I figure in my head," he said, and they showed him the paper 
where he had done some other figuring, and Jas had smiled and said, "Sometimes, anyway." 
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If only Tork had been a moron and had remembered astrodynamics wrong. 

If only God were still alive and not just a face on the ceiling. 

"I'm a Swipe," Jas said under his breath, trying out the words. 

Suddenly a hand was fiercely clamped over his mouth. Startled, he opened his eyes to see his mother glaring down at him. 

"Fool!" his mother hissed. "An intelligence that can't be measured and you talk as if the walls weren't listening!" 

"I was joking," Jas stammered. "I didn't think --" 

"In this world, boy, don't ever not think. Why do you suppose your father died?" She wheeled and left the room. 

Jas looked after her. "Father didn't have a chance!" he shouted. 

"Shut up and eat your dinner," his mother snapped, surly again. Again? Still. 

The answers had just been sitting there, like a disc ready to be played, a book ready to be read, waiting for him behind Tork's eyes. Jas 
looked up and saw his mother watching him. He looked at her tightly-set lips, glanced at her wrinkled forehead, and saw (just behind the 
eyes) that she would suffer any torture if it would bring Homer Worthing back to her for one bright day, for one penetrating touch, for 
one last kind, delicate, ravishing night. 

"I wish I looked more like him, mother," Jas said, wanting the wrinkles on the forehead to go away. 

She just narrowed her eyes at him. "Don't," she whispered, and then pushed a plate of the stiff gel that was called soup in the catalog 
across the table toward him. Jas sat for a moment, then leaned across the table, took his mother by the shoulders, and pulled her close. 
His mouth by her ear, he spoke so softly that he could barely hear his own voice, and said, "It's true." 

She tried to pull away, shaking her head. 

"Mother," Jas insisted, pulling her closer still, "I'm a Swipe. I got the answers from the teacher's mind." 

She shuddered. "Impossible," she said softly. 

"I know." 

She got up from the table and took him by the hand. Together they left the flat and walked down corridors and ramps to the tube. At that 
hour it wasn't crowded. She dragged him along until they got to a women's lavatory. She started to pull him in. 

"I can't go in there," Jas whispered. 

"You're sure as hell going to," she hissed back, her face ugly with fear. 

He went in. It was empty. His mother leaned against the door, facing him. 

"Maybe," she said, "this place isn't bugged. But if it is, we won't be known." 

"Voiceprints." 

"Whisper, then," she whispered. "I said it's impossible. I've had two blood tests. Once before your father's trial, and this time for you. I do 
not have the Swipe on any of my lousy DNA. My X chromosomes are clean. Do you understand that?" 

"I know what I did." 

"You couldn't have gotten the trait from your father," she said, holding tightly to the boy's arm, "because it's carried on the X and he only 
gave you a Y." 

"I've taken genetics." 
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"Then why did you say what you did?" 

"Separate mutation," Jas said, and she clenched her grip on his arm. It hurt, but he was afraid to try to pull away. He had never seen her 
this angry and afraid at the same time. 

"Do you think they didn't check that? It's the first thing they check. Your cells don't show any mutation." 

"Then it's magic," Jas said, and she relaxed just enough that he felt safe in trying to pull his arm free. She let him. 

"Magic," she said, and then she covered her face with her hands, digging her fingers into her eye sockets so fiercely that Jas worried, 
fleetingly, that she might be trying to blind herself, even though the cost of a transplant would wipe out her earnings and her pension for 
years. He gingerly reached for her arms, to pull her hands down, but when he touched her she erupted, shouted at him, forgetting the 
danger that one of Mother's Little Boys might be listening. "Listen to me! It's impossible! You're just hallucinating because of your 
father. They warned me it might happen, that children of Swipes sometimes react this way, pretending to be Swipes because of guilt 
feelings about the way their parent died. But whether it's real or not, it can get you killed if you go around claiming to be a --" 

"I don't feel guilty about my father's death!" Jas said angrily. "I wasn't even born when he died. I wasn't even conceived. If you didn't 
want a crazy child, why did you got to the sperm bank --" 

"I want him to have a son --" 

"Well, he's got one! But don't try to transfer your psychoses onto me!" 

She fell silent, her jaw slack. And as Jas leaned against the washbasin he again had a flash; but this time not a thought, this time a 
picture: 

A man smiling -- not a handsome man, but a man used to power, a man sure of himself, a man with huge, powerful, sweet hands that 
reached out and touched -- 

"No!" his mother shouted at him, and she pushed his hand away, and he realized that he had touched her just as she was remembering his 
father's touch, that he had been acting out her memory. 

"Don't touch me!" she said. "Not like that." 

"I'm sorry. I just -- I couldn't help it -- mother, why do you remember him laughing, when he --" 

His mother shook her head violently. "You didn't see," she hissed, more to herself than to him. "You didn't know, you didn't see." She 
was not looking at him. Is she even sane, Jas wondered for a moment. And then realized the answer to his question was no, had always 
been no. 

Suddenly his mother relaxed and smiled. "Of course," she said. "You're just insightful. It's a family trait. Your grandfather was just like 
that. As if he could see into your soul." She laughed. "Little Jason Worthing, just like your father's father." 

"And my father." 

"No!" she said fiercely. "He was a Swipe. But your grandfather. He just looked at me the first time Homer brought me home, just looked 
at my eyes and smiled and he said to me, 'Nita, you're a good woman, you're right for my son.' And from then on it was like he'd known 
me all my life. He knew he could trust me. And he could, he could." 

Somebody pushed on the door, trying to get in. 

"We've got to leave, mother," Jas said. 

"Not until you promise me," she said. 

"What." 

"That you'll never say that again. To anyone. About being a --" 
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"I promise. Do you think I want to get killed?" Jas lunged for the doorknob. His mother backed away, and the door slid open as Jason 
twisted the knob. 

A woman with a little girl who was dancing up and down shot them a dirty look as they came out. Then she did a double take when she 
realized that Jas was a boy. 

"Perverts!" the woman spat as they hurried through the cars to the exit. 

The next day at school they tried to trap him. Tork wasn't in the test room. Jas went in for his regular weekend quiz, and an 
empty-headed woman with a thoroughly observable decolletage greeted him in a whispery voice and told him his test was 
ready. Jas guessed what they were going to do. To make sure, he looked into her head. Behind her eyes? A love life. No answers to tests. 

And sure enough, the test was not on the topology of speed-of-light motion, the study topic for the week. It was, once again, 
astrodynamics. All new questions, of course. But the same topic. 

Jas had to work on this one. Of course, his mind being what it was, he remembered perfectly everything he had taken from Tork's mind 
the week before. Now he had to apply the principles, think them through. But his logic kept up with the questions on the test. 

He did miss one question. But ninety-nine was close enough to a hundred to be statistically insignificant. 

When the computer printed out his score, Jas stood up and announced to the woman, "All right, lady. When you see Tork again, tell him 
for me I'm going to press charges. This test was illegal." 

The woman was genuinely surprised. "What could be illegal? I just pressed the button and --" 

"I know, I know. Just tell Tork for me. Can you remember that long?" 

She sniffed her disdain. "You boy geniuses all seem to think you're the only ones with minds." 

When Jas left the school he had every intention of going straight to the CRL for a lawyer to press his case -- it was airtight, there'd be no 
way to hide their tampering with the computer program to put the wrong test on it. And without a writ they had no right to double-check 
his score. 

But then he realized that he didn't want to attract too much attention with this. Because if rumor got around that he was suspected to be a 
Swipe, the doors would start to close on him. His unmeasurable intelligence would be worth as much as a moron rating. 

No, let them sweat, but don't make too many waves. 

Somehow the tests had all come out negative. But Jas knew he had the Swipe. And they might have other tests that would discover it. 

"Insightful," his mother had said, "just like your father's father." 

Father. And me. And grandfather? 

But grandfather was dead. 

Jas went to a directory and found the listing: Genealogical programs, G55Nxy3. He put his credit card (nearly worthless for purchasing, 
but good enough for this) into the computer outlet and punched in the program. 

"Genealogy: Name research, 4n; inheritance tie-ins, 4i; name similarities . . ." Finally Jas found what he wanted, punched in his own 
name and birthdate, and waited for the reading. 

"Male relatives of common descent by male lines only:" and then came a list of names that threatened to go on all day. Jas interrupted the 
readout and punched in a new instruction. Now the screen flashed, "Five nearest male relatives by common descent by males lines only." 

First on the list was Talbot Worthing. He lived on a planet only forty-two light-years away. 

Next on the list was Radamand Worthing. GE-44h rating -- government employee on the district management level. 
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Again he put his credit card into the slot, and this time asked only for an address. His fifth cousin Radamand was supervisor of District 
Napa-3. A good position not more than an hour by tube from Jas's home district. 

Nice to know that a relative had done well with himself. 

It was 1600, and Jas figured he'd have time to get there before the man left work -- and get back before his mother had Mother's Little 
Boys out looking for him. So he got on the tube, wondering all the time if this wasn't a wild goose chase. And then in the part of his mind 
that always took over when he was worried, he free associated, and tried to calculate what in the world the phrase wild goose 
chase meant. 

Radamand Worthing had his name on the outer door of the office complex, and no name at all on his private door. Jas was aware enough 
of status symbols to be impressed. 

The secretary was also impressed -- by Radamand, not by Jas. 

"Do you have an appointment, little boy?" 

"I don't need one," Jas said, putting on his most irritating voice. 

"Everyone needs one," she said, getting just as irritated as he wanted her to get. 

"Tell him his blue-eyed cousin Jason is here to see him," Jas said, sneering -- a facial expression he had long since learned infuriated 
adults. 

"I have instructions not to bother him." 

"Tell him or you'll have new instructions to be out of here with your desk left empty behind you." 

"Listen, little boy, if you've disturbed me unnecessarily --" 

The noise of the disturbance opened Radamand Worthing's door. "What's going on out here?" the portly, middle-aged man with bright 
blue eyes demanded. Bright blue eyes, Jas noted. His grandfather's holo had blue eyes. His mother's memory of his father had those same 
bright blue eyes. "Uncle Radamand," Jas said affectionately. At the same moment he focused on the spot just behind Radamand's eyes. 

What he read there was Radamand's immediate fear -- and the fact that Radamand was also seeing Jas's fear. Their bright blue eyes 
locked. 

"You're impossible," the older man said. "You can't be." 

"Apparently you're hallucinating," Jas said. 

"He just broke in here and demanded --" the secretary said, righteously indignant. 

"Shut up." Radamand was sweating. 

So was Jas. Because he could hear in the man's mind the decision that Jas had to die. 

"Is that the way to greet a long-lost relative?" Jas asked. 

"Get out of my --" Radamand stopped, but Jas knew he had been about to say -- 

"Mind?" Jas asked. 

"Office." Radamand bit the word, and then Jas heard/saw/felt Radamand's panic, his rage-- 

"Why are you afraid, Uncle Radamand?" Jas asked in his sweetest voice. 

In the older man's mind he found the answer: Because you have it too, and if they catch you, they might catch on, they might realize it's 
hereditary on the male line, and they'll trace the genealogies and find me -- 
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And as Jas heard Radamand's thoughts, he realized that Radamand had heard what leaped into Jas's thoughts: that assistant professor 
Hartman Tork already suspected he was a Swipe, was laying traps for him. 

"I'm afraid for you," Radamand said sweetly, through gritted teeth. "I'm afraid you might fall into a trap somewhere." 

"I'm smarter than they are," Jas said. 

But not smarter than me, Radamand thought loudly, fearfully, angrily. 

Jas saw the laser in Radamand's mind before Radamand could find it in his pocket. Jas dropped to the floor, rolled. The laser seared the 
floor behind him. A moment while the weapon recharged, and in that moment Jas was out the door, running down the corridor. 

An alarm sounded somewhere in the complex. 

The door ahead of him slammed shut. A guard stood in front of it. Jas stopped and frantically searched the man's thoughts for another 
way out, another exit. Where were the doors? He found them just behind the guard's eyes, even as the guard noticed Jas's fugitive 
appearance. The gun raised -- Jas was already gone. 

Through this? No, this door. Out and down the stairs. And through this last door and into corridors branching off into the endless 
underground city of Capitol, which stretched in an unplanned and unplannable labyrinth from pole to pole to -- 

Home? Not home, Jas thought, because the plan already forming in Radamand's mind was to arrest Jas on some charge or other -- 
breaking and entering? Resisting inquiry? For someone at Radamand's level, and with his obvious influence and prestige, it shouldn't be 
hard to get Jas put away forever behind bars. 

Or in a little plastic box in the cemetery. 

Jas's mind kept wandering as he loped down corridors, losing himself in the turns and the rises, putting as much as possible of three 
dimensions between him and his cousin. He smiled to think of how Radamand had probably acquired his influence and prestige: for he 
could easily spot a superior's guilty secrets and then drop subtle hints -- not enough to let the superior know that Radamand shared his 
secret. And understood. Would never tell; could be trusted; was a friend who knew all and loved anyway. 

And so promotion. And so power. And so all of the wealth and position that Radamand was afraid he would lose because now someone 
shared his guilty secret. 

Jas came to the tube and got on going away from his home. 

Then he got off at the second stop and changed to the first tube leaving for anywhere. 

Then got off and caught another. 

And another. 

And then left the tubestop and went to a computer terminal and pushed in his card. Dangerous? Perhaps -- but access to the master files 
of the computer was closely guarded by Mother's Little Boys, and Jas doubted that Radamand's considerable influence was 
quite that considerable. No, it would be the constables that Radamand had on his trail, not the computer police, not the listeners in the 
walls. 

So probably the computers were safe. 

Jas punched for a readout on criminal law. He specified. And specified again. "Exemptions from all class 2-8b felonies and all 
misdemeanors." 

Then Jas specified for exemptions accessible to juveniles. There were only two:the Service and the Colonies. 

Never the Colonies. Not the one shot of somec, and then waking up fifty light-years away on an empty planet, doomed to live out the 
normal hundred or so yearsof life and then die, with neither fame nor power nor hope of the somec doses of immortality. Colonies were 
for the despairing, not for the merely desperate. Jas still had hope. 

Had to be the Service. There at the end of the somec sleep through space the captains awoke, fought a battle or did a short term of duty 
and then went back under the somec to return to Capitol, where they were heroes -- at least the successful ones -- and wealthy, whether 
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spectacularly successful or not; and, most important, the captains were on somec, waking only one year out of every thirty or forty or 
fifty, watching the centuries slip by and laughing at time -- 

The Service then. And it would be ironic, too; for his father had been a ship captain, before the Swipe crisis that killed him. It would be 
somehow appropriate to follow in his father's footsteps. 

And then Jas remembered his mother's warning that sons of Swipes tried to expiate guilt. Maybe, he thought. Maybe after all I'm just 
trying to relive my father's -- 

A hand gripped his shoulder. 

"Jason Worthing, age, thirteen, number RR3njw-4, status juvenile, state your business in this district." 

Jason leaned limply against the wall, and the man made sure he wouldn't leave the wall abruptly. The man's voice sounded official, but 
he wasn't in uniform. A constable not in uniform? Behind the man's eyes Jas learned that he was one of Mother's Little Boys. Then he 
must have guessed wrong, and Radamand did have that much influence. 

"Well, little boy, your mother's worried about you. Seems you didn't come home after school." 

"I just went -- I went exploring," Jas said, using his young voice, his unintelligent voice. "I was trying to find my way home." 

"Your mother asked us to run a missing persons check. You shouldn't stick your credit card into computer outlets if you want to run 
away," the man said. 

"I don't want to run away," Jas said, longing to run away. 

"Good thing," the man answered with a smile, "because you can't." 

They rode in the closed compartment of the tube back to the station only a few corridors away from Jas's flat. The man didn't let go of his 
iron grip until Jas's mother opened the door. 

"Jas, you're all right." She hugged him, acting for all the world like a parent who had been worried that her little boy might be hurt. 
But Jas knew what the real fear had been. Though he was already a little tired of looking into people's thoughts, it was almost reflex 
already, and he saw his mother's flashing memory of a visit from Hartman Tork. 

"Thank you, officer," she said, tears of joy in her eyes. 

"Any time, ma'am." The man left. Jas's mother closed the door. She looked at Jas in fear. 

"Hartman Tork came," she said. "He has proof. He said you had passed the second test, that it was proof positive --" 

"Proof when I passed it?" Jas asked, surprised. 

"He said it contained information that had only been fed into the computers this week, completely and totally restricted, there was no 
way you could have studied the information, so obviously you got the answers by --" 

"But I didn't look into anyone's mind, mother. I just used logic, I just figured it out --" 

"Apparently," she said bitterly, "your logic has just caught up with the latest advances in astrodynamic theory." 

Jas leaned against the wall. "I thought the test went the other way. I thought that if Ifailed it they' think it was proof that I'd cheated, or 
something else. I thought I had to get a good score." 

"Smart smart smart, but so stupid, stupid, how can you be so wrong." She fiddled nervously with the fabric of her dress. "I've figured it 
out, Jas. What they did was illegal. Your intellect -- surely we can get a court to believe that you simply discovered it independently -- 
it's not impossible --" 

"It's not impossible because it happened that way. But I can't go to court." 

"You have to. We'll just call the constables, get a holding order --" 
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"Mother, listen." Jas touched his mother's cheek and she fell silent, watching him. Behind her eyes she was still tense, ready to jump in 
any direction, ready to scream. "Mother, listen. We can't call the constables because they're already looking for me. If they find me I'm 
dead." 

"Why?" 

"I -- did something. And now they're after me." 

"What did you do!" 

"I can't tell you." 

"Tell me." She gripped his shoulders, as if squeezing them would force the answer out of Jas's mouth. 

"Let go," Jas said. 

Her hands began to shake him violently, and she let go. 

"I can't tell you what I did because if you know then your life's in danger. Your life's probably in danger anyway. We have to get out of 
here, now." 

"They can't get in here without a warrant," she said tentatively. 

"They'll have a warrant, mother. That's probably the only reason they aren't here now -- they're getting a warrant. Now let's move." 

His mother's fear made her meek in the face of authority, and she let him pull her out the door. She made a momentary, half-hearted 
resistance, saying, "I have to get some things, my bag, I have to --" but he kept pulling her and in a few moments they were down the 
ramps and on the tube. Her hands now danced and fluttered constantly. She hummed. Her eyes kept moving constantly, and she kept 
looking over her shoulder. Great, Jas thought. Great. This is all she needed. 

He went down the list of wonderful events of the last few days, and tried to think of something he might have done differently. But every 
path he could think of led him here: Hartman Tork after him with the threat of death as a Swipe; dear long-lost cousin Radamand after 
him to put him away before he was exposed as a Swipe; and mother. 

Mother knew. Mother was pretending she didn't, but she knew. And knowing, she could be made to tell. What was Jas to her? A son, of 
course, but more: her only link to the man who had dominated her life. More in death than in life, it seemed. Hadn't she named him Jason 
Harper Worthing? Harper, because it was in the Harper system that Homer Worthing had been trapped, had been killed. 

And now was about to die again, and she couldn't handle it. She smiled at him and squeezed his hand. "And where shall we go today?" 
she asked him, cheerfully, as she had done years ago, seven-year-old Jason leading her from the park to the zoo to the dome to the cave, 
all the sights; and she proud, happy, following where he led, devoted to him. 

But he was no longer seven years old. He was thirteen. He was frightened. He was leading his mother on an excursion that had no 
destination, whose only goal was escape. Where to, on a planet where there was no outside except the thin sky, no away except on 
starships -- 

Colonies. 

The sign blinked. Colonies were one of the few projects the government considered important enough that they could be allowed a 
lighted sign. 

Colonies put people on starships and sent them far beyond the reach of Mother's Little Boys. Colonies asked few questions, and 
answered none. To go with the Colonies was the next thing to dying. 

But it was the only next thing. And when dying was the alternative . . . Jas stood for a moment, looking at the sign. He had the option of 
joining the Service. His mother didn't. 

So Jas led his meekly following mother through the impressive archway leading into the plush Colonies reception room. Lighted panels 
on the walls depicted huge fields of a golden plant, extending to the horizon, with blue sky and a yellow sun. "Earth Colony," the panel 
said, in a muted, feminine whisper. "Return home again." Another panel was in motion -- hundreds of tiny human beings scrambling 
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over red rocks and black cliffs, raising a mesh of fine metal strands. The mesh began to glow. "Catch stars on Manookin," the virile 
masculine panel-voice said, "and bring them home as frozen light." 

Bring them home -- Jas laughed silently, bitterly. No one came home from a colony. A hundred years just to get established with any 
degree of security. Another two hundred or so before anything worth exporting could be developed in exportable quantities. And without 
the somec sleep, who would still be alive? None of the original colonists. None of their great-great-grandchildren, either. 

"A new home," sang a chorus of children's voices, "where children have room to run and play under the sun. Carter. The children's dream 
planet." 

And they were at the desk. "Both of you?" the woman asked. 

"Just her," Jas answered. "A place where you can walk around in the open." 

The woman pretended to think hard. "Capricorn? It's a yellow sun planet, just like Capitol." 

Jas wasn't taken in. Obviously Capricorn was what they were pushing today. "What do they export?" 

"Oh, exciting things." 

"Excite me," Jas said. 

"Aluminum," she said. "And platinum. And chrome." 

Jas smiled wanly. "You don't do much walking in the open when you're down a mine shaft, ma'am. A planet that exports food." 

"Duncan, then. Sol-type planet, they didn't even have to terraform it. She'll love it." 

"Papers?" 

And the papers appeared on the desk. Jas insisted that the receptionist write in Duncan as the legal contract destination, and in the 
preferred work space Jas wrote, "Clerical." The chances of anyone getting a clerical assignment on a colony world were very slim, but 
there was no harm in asking. And then the papers were in front of his mother, and she meekly picked up the pen and signed, writing the 
name very, very carefully, as if for the first time, though she was a legal scribe, both longhand and punching. 

"You have a few minutes for good-byes," the receptionist thoughtfully said. "And then these nice men will take you with them." These 
nice men were two blond, blue-eyed gorillas with cheerful smiles on the front of their microcephali. Jas felt a strange lightness in his 
stomach, a gentle twisting that he recognized as guilt, though he had never felt much guilt before. 

He turned to face his mother. She was looking at the two guards. 

"You selfish bastard," she whispered gently, "I'm not crazy enough not to know what you just did." 

"I had to," Jas said, not believing himself. 

"I would have done it gladly if you had asked." 

Jas took her hand. It was lifeless as it lay in his. "I'm sorry," he said. "I love you." 

And in his mother's mind he saw his father, heard him say, "I'm sorry. I love you." 

His mother's face contorted. "Selfish," she said loudly. Then she screamed: "Selfish bloody flaming Swipe bastard, you're your father's 
son, you're no son of mine!" 

Jas had made a gesture as if to stop her when she said the word Swipe, and she noticed it. "That's right, Jas, boy, look out for number 
one, the old lady's going crazy, but all you care about is who can overhear us, well I can shout it out, you know --" and her voice rose to a 
high-pitched scream -- "I can yell to the whole world that you're a stinking --" 
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"Sedation?" asked the receptionist. Jas didn't answer, but one of the gorillas came over with a needle anyway. Jas's mother tried to back 
away, but there was no retreat. The needle dug into her back, and in less than a minute she was smiling sweetly. "Hi," she said to the 
gorilla. "I'm Nita Worthing. Are you coming to Duncan, too?" 

The gorilla smiled and patted her shoulder. 

Nita turned to her son and smiled again. "Thank you, son. Good-bye. Wish me a happy voyage." 

"Have a happy voyage, mother." 

"It'll be happy because at the end of it, I'll have memories of you." 

The gorillas led her away. She was telling them a joke as they went through the doors to the inner complex. 

The receptionist leaned forward over the counter. "Your mother signed on as a volunteer, didn't she? No legal problems, right?" 

Jas nodded, shook his head. "Volunteer. She's not wanted for anything." 

"Don't worry about her," the receptionist said kindly. "They often react that way. The minute the papers are signed they're frantic to 
change their minds. Silly, isn't it? You'd think they'd just signed their own death warrant or something. Why, they're absolutely lucky to 
get away from this tin can of a world." 

Jas smiled. "You're right. No doubt you've already signed onto a colony ship." 

The woman's smile disappeared. "Get out of here, smartmouth," she said. As Jas left he heard her muttering, "Some people, you try to get 
friendly and they get so . . ." 

Jas took another tube and ended up in one of the huge parks that were placed in every borough by some politicians who had visited Earth 
and had thought it would be wonderful to spend tax money duplicating it on Capitol. Live trees growing out of real lawns. The residents 
were unimpressed, by and large -- most of them had never seen a tree, and chlorophyll smelled dirty, somehow. Green growing things 
were just large forms of mold, and mold meant you had to have your humidifier adjusted. 

But Jas had been drawn to the parks since childhood, and as he stepped onto the lawn he remembered coming to this very park with his 
mother, several times. She had sat on the grass, spooning beef out of a dish, as Jas had climbed that rock, and jumped onto the lawn, 
laughing and laughing. 

Well, I don't feel like laughing now, Jas reminded himself. And then wondered what it would be like on a colony world -- green, like 
this? Only without the ceiling. Without the walls. Without the crowded corridors leading off in six directions. 

The park was nearly empty, as always, and Jas hoped that though cameras monitored the comings and goings here as everywhere else, 
such an unfrequented place might not be too well monitored. He crept into the middle of a large clump of bushes and curled up around 
the base of the tree that grew out of the middle. It was shady, and so darker than everywhere else in the open corridors. In the darkness of 
the shade he tried to think. Had to decide what to do. 

He daren't be caught by the constables because of Radamand. And only the constables could offer him any protection from Hartman 
Tork and the mobs that would form if word got out that a Swipe had been found. Mother's Little Boys? Jas shuddered. You just don't go 
to Mother's Little Boys. For finding missing persons, yes. For protection? Who would protect you from the Little Boys? 

If he used the computers he could be found, and yet the computers were the only way he could get into the Service. And the other escape 
route -- the Colonies, he wouldn't do that. Jas had dreams of an impressive and important future for himself. People on Colony ships 
didn't have impressive and important futures. 

He thought of his mother, and the future she had, and again felt the twist of guilt; maybe she wouldn't have been caught, maybe they 
wouldn't have tortured her and got the answer, maybe -- 

There were no maybes. And when they had proved that Jas was a Swipe and killed him, they would have executed her, too, because the 
trait is passed from mother to son. That's all they know, Jas thought. Mother to son indeed. I'm like my father. He thought the words 
again and again. I'm like my father. 

He woke up about six hours after he had crept into the bushes. And when he woke he knew what to do. How long had it taken 
Mother's Little Boys to find him when he had used the computer terminal the last time? Not long -- three minutes, perhaps. But that 
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would be long enough, if he hurried. 

For a moment he wondered what he was so worried about. For all he knew, Mother's Little Boys weren't even looking for him -- just the 
constables and the school. 

But it was too easy to file a missing persons query, and the constables and the school would have little trouble proving right-to-know. 
Mother's Little Boys would be looking for him, all right. 

He walked to the nearest public terminal. Five specifications got him an application form for entry into the Service. Then he punched 
memory and coded it to his private number, snapped a cover code, and then retrieved his card and hurried away from the terminal. 
Mother's Little Boys wouldn't find him there -- it had taken only one minute. 

Jas took the tube (did they monitor the credit cards at the tube stations? Probably -- but not even the Little Boys could board a moving 
tube), and switched at the first station. Then he got off again, went to another terminal, punched in the memory cord and the cover code, 
and started filling out the application. 

After a minute, the same thing -- a dash through the tubes, a new terminal, and a few more items on the application. And since the 
application wasn't long, that finished it; Jas punched the send button, and left. 

Another tube, another terminal, and he requested an answer. 

Fifteen seconds, and the screen said, "Reject." 

He queried. 

"Personal." 

He queried again. Specify. 

"Personal. Father killed in Swipe Wars." 

He quickly punched in, desperately punched in a rebuttal, a request for voice contact. It was an agonizingly long wait. Then a face came 
on the screen, and immediately Jas said, "Can you hold? For just a minute?" 

"I'm busy," the woman said, irritated. 

"Please," Jas said, acutely aware that he had been at the terminal for nearly three minutes. 

"All right, hurry," she said. 

Jas ran from the terminal, bumping into a man, and behind the man's eyes Jas discovered in a moment that the man was one of Mother's 
Little Boys, coming to fetch him from the terminal. No doubt now - they were after him. 

This time Jas didn't bother with the tube. He ran to the nearest terminal, only a few ramps away, and punched in. The woman's face 
reappeared. 

"What was all that about?" she asked. 

"I'm sorry." Jas didn't have time to explain. "I need to know" breath "why my application" breath "was rejected." 

"Your father was killed in the Swipe Wars," she said, as if that explained everything. 

"But I don't have the Swipe. Telepathy isn't passed from father to son!" he insisted, wondering if she could possibly guess that it was a 
lie, that she was talking to a member of the one family in which the Swipe was, in fact, inherited on the male line. 

"Of course the Swipe isn't hereditary," she said. "We aren't the least bit worried about that. In fact," she said, as Jas inwardly urged her to 
hurry, "in fact, you're a remarkably bright young man, widely educated, ridiculously high test scores on your record, and ordinarily we'd 
accept you in a moment." 

"Thanks. Then accept me." 
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"The Swipe isn't hereditary. But revenge is. Sorry." 

"I don't want revenge!" Jas shouted. 

"If you're going to shout, please turn your volume control down. I'm not deaf." 

"I won't try to get revenge --" 

"Of course you'd say that, but our statistics make it almost a probability that --" 

"Dammit, my father burned three planets and killed eight billion people, do you think I'm going to try to avenge his death?" 

She shrugged. "We have the psychological profiles, and I'm afraid the policy can't be reversed without a lengthy process of appeal. Go 
ahead and try. It'll take only two weeks, and maybe you can change somebody's mind, though I doubt it. I wish you luck, young --" 

An iron hand gripped Jas's shoulder. Involuntarily he cried out. The woman smiled. "Do you have him, officer? Very well then. Out." 

The screen went blank. 

The iron hand turned Jas around to face the man. Jas looked behind the eyes. 

Amusement. That warm feeling of success. "You've been leading us a merry chase, boy," the man said. 

Jas smiled weakly. "Tag I'm it?" 

It worked. The man smiled back. "You're a Rockwit?" 

"I'm from Capitol. But I know the game. I studied it." 

"Then I'll feel a little worse turning you in. How did you guess I was from Rockwit?" 

I saw it in your mind, of course, Jas thought. But he said, "Your accent." 

"That bad, huh?" 

"I study accents. It's a hobby." 

"Accents and archaic games," the man said. "Come along now, boy. I don't know why, but somebody important wants you real bad." 

Radamand, then. No one could call Hartman Tork important. But Jas went along peacefully enough. No sense struggling and increasing 
the man's vigilance. Just wait for an opportunity. 

The opportunity was the commuter traffic in the tubes. The rush hour was starting, and as with commuters in all times and places, the 
signs saying enter and exit were regarded as mere decoration. Those getting off the tube rushed out, making rivulets around those 
struggling forward to get on. Of course there were dozens of people who stopped, greeted each other, blocked traffic -- others, caught in 
the rush, desperately trying to reach a destination different from that of the crowd that swept them along. Three times a day the shifts 
changed, as the night boroughs, morning boroughs, and afternoon boroughs in each district lived their separate and rarely interconnected 
days. 

In the shoving and elbowing at the door, Jas lurched into the secret policeman who was holding him, then tripped and fell, ripping his 
shoulder painfully away from the man's hand. Someone tripped over him; someone else stepped on his leg; the crowd pulled Mother's 
Little Boy away from Jason. In a moment friendly hands helped Jas to his feet, and he began moving away in the crowd. 

"He's cut!" shouted the security policeman. "Get him!" 

He's cut? Jas realized as he threaded through the crowd that the security policeman wasn't alone. There had been more of Mother's Little 
Boys close enough to call to. Who? 
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For a moment Jas tried identifying people as they passed, before they came near him, but he couldn't -- it was too dizzying, darting from 
mind to mind. And moving that quickly, impressions became vague, too fleeting to catch. 

A hand grabbed at his hip. Jas lurched away. Again the hand was stronger than he expected, and pulling away took so much force that 
Jas fell to the ground. Someone stepped on his hand hard, and Jas cried out in pain, but pulled his hand out from under the heavy boot. 
Blood leaped from torn-open veins, but Jas ignored it, scrambling to his feet. Hands reached for him. He swerved away, ducked, and then 
spotted a break in the crowd, ran through, and shoved his way into the mass of people piling up around the station doors. 

Now the crowd that had helped him escape helped Mother's Little Boys to catch. Where the people had been moving fast, his small size 
let him dodge through much faster than the police could. But with the crowd moving slowly, shoulder to shoulder, his small size was a 
disadvantage. He couldn't shove people out of the way, and Mother's Little Boys could. In a moment rough hands gripped him 
everywhere, and he was lifted off the ground and tossed into the air. When he came down there were six men around him. 

He panted for breath. So did they. They looked angry. Wary, too, waiting for Jas to try something, to move. Jas didn't move. Blood 
dripped from his hand. 

"What do you guys think I am?" he finally said. "Six of you to take a thirteen-year-old kid?" 

The one who had first caught him smiled. "For a minute there, we were wishing for an even dozen." 

"Well, you've got me," Jas said, still panting from the chase. "What now?" 

But they just watched him, and the exhilaration of flight and pursuit gave way to the despairing knowledge that he was, indeed, caught, 
and there was no way he could stop them from doing whatever they wanted. Would it be the school, and facing charges as a Swipe? Or 
Radamand, and death to protect a rising politician? 

Jas waited several minutes before it occurred to him that he didn't have to wait for answers to questions. He looked behind their eyes, and 
. . . 

Just then a short stout man dressed in thirty-year-old styles that looked brand new came up to their group. 

"I'm amazed that you haven't hog-tied him," the man said. 

Jas tried to find the meaning of the archaism, but hog-tied wasn't catalogued in his memory. 

"Let him go," the man said. "And fix his hand, he's bleeding." 

"If we let him go," the man said, "we might never catch him again." 

The stout man pushed his way into the circle and looked at Jas with soft, kind eyes. He was so short that Jas looked down at him a little. 
Someone wrapped the injured hand. "Dale Carnegie cringes at their methods," the man said. This time the allusion rang a bell, and Jas 
smiled, reciting back: "You can catch more flies with a drop of honey than with a gallon of gall." 

"Actually," the stout man interrupted, "Carnegie was only quoting someone else. Odd that you should know Carnegie and not Aesop." 
The man turned back to Mother's Little Boys. "He's in my custody now." 

The policemen looked at each other uneasily. The man pulled out a little card and showed it to them. They nodded obsequiously and 
moved away. 

The man turned back to Jas. "You have a name," he said. 

"Jas Worthing." 

"Jason Harper Worthing, a most remarkable young man. Jason Harper Worthing, don't get any clever ideas about escaping from me. 
Because when Mother's Little Boys trust to brute strength, I rely on technology." The cockle flashed momentarily in his hand, safety off. 

"Who are you?" Jas asked. 

"A question I've been trying to answer ever since adolescence. Shall we walk?" They walked. "I finally decided I was neither God nor 
Napoleon. I was so disappointed I didn't try to narrow it down any further." 
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The stout man escorted Jas to the officials-only door in the station and they went down the lift to the private cars. They got into one that 
looked rather old and shabby. And ridiculously out of date. 

"I'm an archaist," the man said. "Like you, I collect old things. The difference is that you, being poor, can only collect ideas. I, being rich, 
can collect things. Things are worth much more money than ideas." 

The man chuckled gently, and as the car took off, skimming the tube on its delicate magnetic balance, he laid a kind hand on Jas's knee. 
A good, strong hand, though small, and the gesture of affection was all it took to push Jas over the edge. The tension before had been too 
great -- the relief now too sudden. Jas began to tremble and his breath came in short gasps like sobs. 

"Please try to avoid hysteria," the man said, and then continued his pleasant conversation. "I also collect new things. But new things are 
hard to judge. One never knows if they'll last. One never knows if they'll appreciate or depreciate. Quite a risky investment, new things. 
Here we are." 

The car stopped. It hadn't traveled far. The man led Jas to a door and they stepped into a lift and rose for a long time. When the ceiling 
was right above their heads they stepped onto a bare wooden floor. 

Wood. Jas realized that it didn't feel like wood. He said so. 

"Ah, your curiosity is beginning to function again. Good. It doesn't feel like wood because in your life, you've touched plastic. This, 
Jason Worthing, is wood. From trees. I needn't tell you that you can't buy any of it on your credit allowance." 

And then they were through a door and Jas gasped. 

At first, for a moment, he had thought it was a park. But it was too large, andthere was no ceiling. Instead the walls just ended, and a 
dazzling bright blue arch crested over him, just like the picture of sky. The trees seemed to go on forever. The grass underfoot was 
real. Something living moved in the branches of a tree. 

"I collect old things and new things," the man said. "But mostly I collect living things. Like you." 

Jas turned to look at him and suddenly realized that the eyes were no longer soft and kind -- had they really been before? And the man 
seemed to be staring past Jas's clothing and his skin and into his soul. Jas realized he had trusted this man without reason, and he looked 
behind his eyes. 

The man's name was Abner Doon. (Silly name -- never heard of him.) 

His job was assistant minister of colonization. (Colonies again. Mother.) 

He honestly believed he ruled the world. (Crazy? Or am I?) 

And he knew Jas was a Swipe. 

"I'm dead," Jas said, suddenly feeling despair. Why had he thought he was no longer in danger with this man? 

"Very nearly," Doon said. "It depends on some decisions you make in the next few hours. You know my name, of course." 

Jas shook his head to say no. 

"You know my name, you know my title, you know my real function, and you know that I know who you are." 

Jas took a step back. Abner Doon only smiled. "Surely you don't fear any kind of physical attack?" 

"You're insane," Jas said. 

"That's been said before," Abner answered mildly, "by men and women with better credentials than yours." 

"I often wondered who really ruled Capitol and the Empire, but I really never supposed it was the assistant minister of colonization," Jas 
said, wondering how quickly he could get the door open again. He decided that he couldn't possibly do it faster than Doon could get the 
cockle into action. 
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"Well, it all depends on what you mean by rule. Mother rules us, officially. But everyone knows that the Cabinet rules Mother, and 
they're right. She's just a figurehead. But who rules the Cabinet?" Doon took off his jacket and tossed it to the ground. "And even more 
important, who owns the people who carry out the Cabinet's orders?" 

Abner Doon took off his shoes. 

"Walking in grass with shoes on is a waste of an opportunity," he told Jas. "Take your shoes off. Join me in a swim. Hmmm?" 

Jas took his shoes off, and they walked deeper into the park. A large white bird flew nearby, then skimmed the surface of a lake, stopped, 
dipped its head, and flew off with something silver dangling from its mouth. 

"A fish!" Jas shouted, and he hurried past Doon to the edge of the water. 

"Clever deduction. What else did you learn from the bird?' 

Jas turned around. The assistant minister of colonization was taking off his clothing. 

"Is this a test?" 

"Oh, no, not at all," Abner Doon answered. "I just thought you might have guessed from the species of the bird what planet this park is 
modeled after." Jas watched him undress to the skin, and was mildly surprised to discover that the man wasn't stout after all -- just wore 
layers of protective clothing. 

"The water's relatively warm," Doon said. "Swim with me." 

"I don't know how to swim." 

"Of course not. I'm going to teach you." 

Jas undressed and followed the man uncertainly into the water. They stopped when it was up to Jas's neck. 

"Water is actually a very safe medium of locomotion," Doon said. Jas only noticed that it was cold. Numbing. If this was what Doon 
called relatively warm, Jas wondered what in the world he called cold. 

"Now here, my hand is against your back. Lean back against my hand. Now let your legs just come loose from the ground, just relax, I 
can hold you up." 

Suddenly Jas felt very light, and as he relaxed he felt his body bobbing lightly on the surface, only the gentle pressure of Doon's hand 
under him to remind him of gravity. 

Then the world turned upside-down, Abner Doon had a back-breaking hold on him, and Jas's face suddenly plunged underwater. He 
gulped, swallowed water. His eyes, when he opened them, stung in the water. He hadn't taken a breath, needed one desperately. He 
struggled to come up, but couldn't break the hold. He struggled, he twisted, and tried to strike with his hands and feet, but he couldn't get 
free, and not breathing became agony. 

Then he felt himself pulled to the surface. He gasped for air. Coughed. 

"Don't cough, it splashes water everywhere." 

"Let go!" Jas cried out, still gasping. "Let me go -- " 

"Never," said the man. "I'll never let you go, Jason Harper Worthing. I have collected you. I never break up my collection." 

Jas looked behind his eyes, struggling to find a motive, but found only an emotion of -- love? Kindness? The man was threatening his 
life, and yet all Jas could find in his mind was kindness. 

"This," Doon said, "was an object lesson. May I assure you that you are in over your head? A figure of speech that you may not have 
known." 

"I knew it," Jas said. "Me Gook system." 
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"Much older than that," Doon said, "but of course that's where it's still current. Very good. You get the point, I'm sure, even if you 
haven't read Aesop. Even when we step out of my lake, you'll still be deep in water, and believe me, in that water you don't know how to 
swim. I have only to flick a wrist --" suddenly Jas found himself dipping into the water again, and Doon's sentence was muffled and yet 
strangely clarified by the water "-- and you will certainly drown." 

This time Abner Doon let him up almost immediately, and Jas coughed and spluttered only because he knew it annoyed the man. "What 
are you arresting me for?" 

"I'm not arresting you. Whatever gave you that idea? I said I have collected you. Like the Cabinet. Like Hartman Tork. Like Radamand 
Worthing. The only difference is that I'm telling you. You should be flattered -- very few people know." 

"I would have known anyway, Mr. Doon," Jas said, and that was his surrender, admitting that he had the Swipe, that Doon therefore had 
control over him. "What are you going to do with me?" 

"Why, teach you how to swim, of course," Doon answered. "May I suggest you start by swimming on your back? Much easier, and you 
don't have to fuss with learning how to breathe. Just kick lightly with your legs -- that's right, shallower kicks and more rapidly, very 
good. Arch your back. The other way. Yes, yes, very good. I'm going to let go." 

Jas felt the hand go out from under him, and for a moment he felt himself sinking. But he kicked harder, and arched his back more, and 
floated. 

"Now, one at a time, raise your arms in front of your head and draw them back down to your side, through the water. That's right, Jas. 
Very good. Not a champion, but you'll float." And then there was a splash, and Jas felt the water shift violently as Abner Doon swam 
past him, not on his back, but on his stomach in the water, breathing under his arm. Jas turned his head to watch, and was rewarded with 
an eyeful of water and a dunking as he lost floatation. Sputtering, he tried to find bottom with his feet, and couldn't -- his swimming had 
carried him out where the water was deeper than his head. But his instincts were right -- he splashed his way to the surface, and kicked 
violently, bringing himself back up into a backfloat. 

A bright, golden sun passed slowly overhead. Jas saw to his surprise that it moved detectably. All the books said you couldn't see the 
motion of the sun. And besides -- he could look right at the sun. And suddenly his vision shifted, and he realized that the sky was just 
what it seemed to be -- a dome of blue -- and the sun followed a track across it -- a dazzling disc, not a sphere millions of kilometers 
away. 

When the swim ended, the sun was nearly set, though it had barely been an hour. The man and the boy lay on the grass, drying. The sky 
grew dark, and reddened in the "west." The sun set. 

"I've never seen a sunset before," Jas said. "Is this anything close to what a real one looks like?" 

"At least on the world this park imitates. My home world, in fact," Doon answered. "It certainly isn't this way on the surface 
of this planet. The sky of Capitol is absolutely greasy with the filth of our planet. Just looking at it makes me want a bath. Sunset topside 
is downright purple. Pink is noon. Blue sky is impossible." 

"Garden," Jas said. 

"That's right," Doon answered softly. "The most perfect place in the universe. So far, anyway. I was a fool to leave Garden. But I had 
visions of being great. One does not pursue greatness in a beautiful setting. Only peace is possible where things are invariably beautiful. 
Greatness only comes in ugly settings. And that made Capitol seem the best place to go." 

"Is it ugly here?" 

Doon laughed. "Oh, my. My, oh, my. To think a human being should even have to ask that question. But you aren't exactly a normal 
human being, are you?" 

"Count the arms and legs," Jas said. "Even the right number of heads." 

"The only difference is that you can leave your head and walk around for a while in mine. The Swipe," Doon said, "is such a strange 
thing. Such a great power that for a time most ships captains in the Empire fleet and among our illustrious Enemy were Swipes. 
Instantaneous communication. No need for spies. Too bad that Swipes couldn't teach the gift to others, you know? But that little X 
chromosome modification just can't be transferred. Only passed from mother to children, and the gift only crops up in boys, whose 
pathetic little Y doesn't have the dominant to block out the telepathy link. How we do dance with the helixes, yes?" 

Jas pulled a tuft of grass and sprinkled it on his naked chest and abdomen. It prickled. He brushed it off. 
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"But I don't have that chromosome. Neither did my mother." 

"Irrefutable. You are correct. You are clinically not a Swipe. Bravo. Too bad the mob takes blood tests after they tear reputed Swipes to 
little pieces." 

"Can't the law protect me?" 

"If the law knew about you, my small, brilliant, naive friend, the law would certainly be stretched to include you. No, Jas. Your only 
safety lies in being part of my collection. If you should leave -- well, I simply couldn't stop them, could I?" 

A breeze passed over them in the starlit darkness. Jas shuddered. 

"Cold? Or merely afraid?" 

"Cold," Jas said. 

"Actually, the temperature is quite comfortable. Don't be afraid, Jason." 

"I can't help it," Jas said, his teeth chattering a little. 

"All your life you've been completely under other people's control. Your mother, the school, the constables. Now, suddenly, it 
isn't they who rule you anymore, it's one man, it's I, and that makes you afraid." 

"I don't know what you're going to do with me." 

"Why don't you look in my mind and see?" 

Jas wondered why he didn't. But he didn't. "No." 

"Do it. Test me. See what you find out." 

Jas shook his head. "I don't want to." 

"Why not? I'm asking you to. Or do you only like to peer in people's minds when they don't know you're looking?" 

Jas shivered now with the cold he felt. "I don't want to look." 

Abner Doon sighed. "I suppose my mind isn't all that lovely a place to visit, anyway. Never mind." 

He got up and dressed. Jas still lay on the ground, except that he curled up on his side. His back was cold as the air touched it. Why don't 
I look in his mind? I'm afraid, Jas decided. I'm afraid I'll find my own death there. 

"Tired?" Doon asked. 

"Yes." 

"Does your hand hurt?" 

Jas nodded. 

"Do you feel weak?" 

Jas smiled. "No. I fell like ripping a tree into toothpicks." 

Doon, dressed again in the steel and asbestos protective clothing, the stuffy, out-of-date suit, knelt beside Jas in the grass. "Jas, you've 
done a lot of studying over the years. Your teachers seem to feel that you never forget what you've read. Ever heard of the Estorian 
twick?" 
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Jas's mind reflexively found the reference. "Yeah. Deadly little animal. Wiped out the first colony on Estoria." 

"What else do you know about it?" 

"Marsupial mammal. Teeth like razors. Small, but it hangs on with its claws while it bores with its teeth. Once it gets on a person he has 
maybe thirty seconds to get it off. If it lands near something vital, you've got only five seconds or so. Could cause nightmares." 

"Very good, Jas. How do you kill it?" 

Jas laughed. "A laser. A cockle. I remember reading a story where somebody tried beating it with a rock and it just jumped on and started 
eating his hand." 

Jas watched uncomprehendingly as Doon gathered all of Jason's clothing from the ground and held it in a bundle under his arms. "You 
don't happen to have a laser or a cockle, do you?" Doon asked. 

"Yeah," Jas said. "I hid 'em both in my mouth. I was only waiting for an opportunity to get you." 

"In other words, no." 

"I don't even have a toothpick," Jas said. "What are you doing with my clothes?" 

"Getting them out of the way," Doon said. "Good luck." 

"Good luck of what?" 

"Good luck in the upcoming battle. In a few seconds an Estorian twick will be turned loose at the other end of my little garden here. He'll 
be headed your way." 

And then Doon took off at a run. 

Jas jumped to his feet, started after Doon, but only got a few feet when he realized that Doon was too far, already at the door, already 
closing it behind him. Jas turned back and looked into the darkness around the lake. The moon was rising, but there wasn't enough light. 
And if there was, Jas wasn't sure if he could tell what a twick was. Had he ever seen a picture? Yes -- and as he remembered what it 
looked like, he saw a living one crouched on a tree branch about thirty feet away. 

Weapon? Unlikely. Doon wasn't the kind to leave spare lasers lying around. 

The twick darted forward on the branch. So quickly that Jas could hardly see the movement -- it was simply a few meters nearer. The 
twick didn't take its eyes off Jas. 

The words of the book flashed back. "Toys with its victims. Tries to seem harmless. Many fatalities among children who try to pet it." 
Useless information. What Jas needed to know was how to kill one without a laser. 

I should have looked in Doon's mind, Jas told himself. At least I would have known the method he planned to use to kill me. Some kind 
of pervert, Jas decided. Likes to watch bloody death. Have fun, Doon. This one's on me. 

Jas's injured hand throbbed. 

The twick wasn't on the branch. One minute it was on the branch and the next minute it wasn't. 

Jas looked down at the ground. Two meters away the twick crouched in the grass. It was absolutely motionless. Jas couldn't remember 
seeing any movement. Was the animal smiling? Jas wondered if an animal was capable of gloating over a victim. Its fur glistened. 
Apparently Abner Doon groomed his assassins well. 

And suddenly Jas felt an excruciating pain in his right calf. He reached down to pry the animal off. For a moment the twick clung, still 
boring into Jas's leg. Then it wriggled out and in less than a second was burrowing into Jas's upper arm. The leg gushed blood. 

With the twick tearing at his right arm, Jas could only strike at the animal with his left hand. It did no good. 

I'm going to die, Jas shouted in his mind. 
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But his survival instinct was still strong, despite the terrible pain and the worse fear. Like a reflex he realized that the twick would simply 
jump from target to target on Jas's body. It was only a matter of time until it hit a vital artery, or until it found the boneless cavity of his 
abdomen and devoured his bowels. But Jas could delay. Jas could force it to move. 

He threw himself to the ground, trying (hopelessly) to crush the animal under the weight of his body. Of course the twick was uninjured. 
But the maneuver had won Jas a moment's respite -- the animal wriggled out and away, and it crouched two feet from where Jas lay on 
the ground. 

Jas leaped to his feet and started to run. Of course the twick struck, but Jas's back was turned, and the animal only dug into the muscles 
under the shoulder blade. 

Jas threw himself violently to the ground, backward. This time the twick made a sharp sound (pain?) and scurried a little farther away. 
Jas tried to run again. He knew he couldn't outrun the twick, especially now with his back ripped open and his calf torn up so that every 
step was agony. But at least he was doing something. 

The twick landed on his buttocks and tore at him. Jas broke stride, fell to one knee. Then he noticed that the lake was only twenty feet 
away, parallel to his line of flight. He had instinctively been avoiding the water. But maybe -- 

He got up again and staggered toward the water. The twick kept boring into him, tearing at the great muscles that controlled Jas's left 
thigh. The animal struck bone just as Jas hit the water. 

I can't swim, Jas thought. 

Oh well, the coldly intellectual part of his mind answered. Maybe the twick can't either. 

It was impossible for Jas to relax enough to float. He just crouched under the water, holding his breath forever, trying to ignore the agony 
pulsing upward from his buttocks, from his leg, from his arm, from his back. He could feel the twick burrowing along the edge of his 
pelvic bone. His analytic mind noted the fact that this was taking the animal away from the vulnerable anal area. Muscles can heal. 
Muscles can heal. The repetition kept him underwater despite the agony, despite his lungs bursting for air. He concentrated on the 
rhythm of the words muscles can heal muscles can heal muscles can heal. 

And then the twick stopped burrowing. A moment later it dropped off Jason's body. 

Jas lunged for the surface. He gasped air. He gasped again. A few inches away from his face floated the twick. It was moving feebly, also 
gasping. Jas grabbed it and forced it underwater again. It wriggled, but it didn't get free, and after forever it stopped moving at all. Jas 
threw it (with his left arm) out into the deeper part of the lake, breathed again, then felt irresistibly weak and sunk back into the water. 
The water closed over his eyes. 

* 

He woke in a gel bath. Only his head and his knees broke the surface of the green slime. He was vaguely aware of throbbing in his leg 
and arm and buttocks, a tightness in his back. But the gel kept the pain away, kept pressure off the wounds. Jas closed his eyes and went 
back to sleep. 

When he woke the next time he was in a conventional bed, and his wounds hurt more. He groaned with pain. 

"Ouch," agreed a pleasant voice. "Well, that's it. Conscious and almost no chance of coma now." 

"Very good." Jas recognized the second voice. Doon. 

Someone got up and walked away. Someone else didn't. Jas was aware of breathing near him. He opened his eyes. The light was 
dazzling. He closed them again. 

"Abner Doon," Jas said. 

"Feeling better?" the man asked cheerfully. 

"Than what?" Jas asked. Abner laughed. It was as if he hadn't tried to have Jason killed in the garden. As if they had last met at a cocktail 
party. As if they both shared a very good joke. "Why?" Jas feebly asked, because he was too tired and enervated to say what was really 
on his mind. 
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"You're a survivor, all right," Abner Doon said, patting Jason's hand. "So many people never use their heads. Even people with fine 
minds. You'll do. You'll do very well." 

Jas didn't ask what he'd do very well for. He knew that in the opinion of an Estorian twick, he'd do very nicely for supper. Jas disregarded 
the vague fear and anger he felt in his stomach and turned his head away. 

"I'll come visit you later," Doon said, still cheerful. 

"Don't bother," Jas mumbled. Then he slept again. He dreamed of tearing Doon with his teeth, burrowing into his throat and ripping out 
his voice and then opening the jugular vein. The hot blood leaped from the throat. Then, suddenly, the blood was coming from the 
picture of his father on the ceiling in his mother's flat, and Jas felt the blood warm on his face. He woke up, grief-stricken and guilt-
ridden. 

Doon was washing his face with a warm cloth. "Quite a dream," the man said. "You were sweating quite a bit." 

Jas pulled his head away from the cloth. His wounds didn't feel as painful as they had before. Tight, though, and Jas still felt weak and 
sleepy. 

"Don't pull away, Jas," Doon said. "I'm only trying to wash your face." 

Jas turned his back, holding on to the opposite side of the bed. 

"Don't be absurd," Doon said. "You're acting like an adolescent." 

Jas turned back over, and the quick motion made him grimace with a sharp pain from his hip. He looked at Doon, who again seemed to 
be kindness personified. 

"Sorry that I didn't die on schedule," Jas said. 

"Schedule? I have you scheduled for several centuries from now." 

"You tried to kill me, you bastard!" 

"Oh, that," Doon said, dismissing it with a wave of his hand. "That's not worth arguing over. Come along." 

Doon beckoned to an orderly, who brought over a wheelchair. The orderly helped Doon lower Jas into the chair. Then Doon himself 
pushed Jas out of the room. 

The went down corridors whose doors didn't open, until the corridor itself opened into a large room. Prominent at one end of the room 
was a desk. Behind it the wall was an elaborate computer terminal. 

Doon wheeled Jas over to the computer terminal. 

"Here's where I found you, Jas." 

But Jas studiously did not look at the terminal. Instead he gazed at his injured upper arm. Of course the bandages had long since been 
removed, while he was under the healers' sleep, and the connective tissue now looked purple and disgusting. Doon didn't seem to mind 
that Jas wasn't paying attention, though, and soon the boy gave up and looked where he was supposed to. 

"I have two basic files here -- they hold everything I need to know. One is the nonsense file. The other is the contradiction file. I found 
you in nonsense, of course." 

A code. Jas noticed, too, that Doon had a double cover code on the program, besides the basic search and specify. The screen flashed: 
"All left-handed blue-eyed women with an IQ of 97 who eat more than two pounds of meat a week and who have more than three 
lovers." The list took three flashes to read out fully on the screen. "You'll be amused to know, Jas, that the list you just saw includes not 
just one, but two mistresses or former mistresses of Cabinet members. Incredible, isn't it, that they could both meet that description. 
Amazing things in this computer." 

"And you found me under the program for all blue-eyed thirteen-year-old orphans with telepathic gifts," Jas said. 
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"No. You were part of a much more random search. Everyone knows the computer knows everything -- the trouble is that you have to 
have the keys to find what you want. I have the keys. And here's the program that found you." 

The screen flashed: "All children IQ greater than measurable, PQ above 3.8, health excellent, with unfavorable reports from at least two 
teachers." 

Jas's curiosity was stirred. "Why the unfavorable reports?" 

"It's possible to be brilliant and utterly uncreative," Doon said. "But brilliant and creative people always antagonize the merely bright, 
who lack, shall we say, originality. Your odds of running into such unoriginal persons in the school system of Capitol are about 8,000 to 
one -- a reasonably good guide, then, to creativity. Better than any test I've seen." 

"And you had unfavorable reports from two of my teachers?" 

"Actually, Jas, you stuck out on this list because you've never had a teacher who didn'tfile an unfavorable report on you, despite the fact 
that your PQ shows you adjusted at the 3.9 level, which is neurotic but certainly not antisocial. Why the reports? I could only conclude 
that you were exceptionally creative. So I had the computer file you and gather all data. Merely routine, of course, but I was aware of 
you. That was five years ago. Between then and now I've been asleep on somec. Normally I take twenty years --" which, Jas realized, 
meant that Doon was getting more somec sleep than was legally permitted outside the service " -- but because of you I came out only 
three weeks ago." 

"I didn't mean to wake you. I'll be quieter next time." 

"I had the computer set to wake me when a certain kind of contradiction came up. The contradiction that triggered it was, of course, 
your score on the astrodynamics test." 

"I wish I'd flunked it." 

"No you don't. I don't mean the first astrodynamics test. That was routine. It merely identified you as a Swipe, and the computer would 
have been content to let you die. Luckily for me and the Empire -- and you, of course -- you're a survivor. You lived long enough to take 
the second test." 

Jas remembered how he had labored over the answers to that one. "I didn't pass that one by checking in on anybody's mind, Doon." 

"I know. After all, whose mind would you check in on, as you so colorfully put it? There isn't a single mind -- or computer, for that 
matter -- in the Empire or out of it that could have given you all the answers. You missed one test question, of course. But there were 
three questions on that test for which we didn't have an answer." 

Doon paused. Jas slowly realized the implications of that. 

"You mean I moved beyond --" 

"I mean," Doon said, "that you are a reasonably bright young fellow with prospects for a satisfactory career in astrodynamics. My 
engineers assure me that they can now construct a ship that moves not the piddling triple-light-speed that our scouts now muster, but 
rather a dazzling eleven lights. Nothing, my young friend, goes eleven lights. And you twisted up the physicists' understanding of mass 
somehow, though they despaired of trying to explain the difference to me. I'm not mathematical. I hardly need tell you what this does for 
the Empire." 

"I suppose it will speed up the mail." 

"You have a very flippant attitude today," Doon said. 

"I always antagonize the merely bright," Jas retorted. 

"You might recall that I can have you killed if I like." 

"You might recall that I have already faced the worse you can do to me. Kill me if you like. I hardly give a damn." 

Doon punched something into the computer, and in the space over a large table in the middle of the room, a star map formed. The stars 
were fairly dense. Another code, and most of them disappeared. Now all that were left were pale blue stars and bright red stars. "Us," 
said Doon, "and Them." 
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"They surround us," Jas said, surprised. 

"Colonies all around, yes indeed. We're hemmed in. And much as we hate to admit it publicly, this war is all about colonies. Whoever 
has room to expand will eventually win. Whoever is hemmed in will eventually lose." 

"Too bad for Mother, then, I suppose," Jas said, though such an unpatriotic attitude jarred even him -- one didn't forget one's entire 
upbringing in a single fitof pique over a mere attempted murder. 

"Too bad until now, anyway. With the new eleven-light drive, my young friend, we shall soon be colonized far beyond them -- and 
before they can steal the driveand duplicate it, we'll be firmly entrenched. It will remove the whole question of encirclement forever, I 
am quite confident." 

"So play the national anthem and give me a medal, Mr. Doon. Don't have me eaten alive by little animals. It doesn't feel like a suitable 
reward." 

"Does that still bother you? Surely you understand that it was a test." 

"What were you testing for, how good I taste? Or how long I can hold my breath underwater?" 

"Actually, I was testing to see if your clever and creative mind would keep you alive in a situation of high pressure. You're a survivor." 

"And what if I had failed the test?" 

"You'd be dead. I was willing to risk my whole waking on that one test." 

"A whole waking. While I merely risked the rest of my life." 

"You are annoying egocentric, Jas. What difference would it make to the world if you dropped dead right now? An infinitesimally 
smaller daily food demand for Capitol. In this universe you don't amount to horse manure -- you recall what horses are? No matter how 
bright you are, my boy, you are worthless and trivial to the universe until and unless you get into a position where you can make a 
difference." 

Doon walked behind Jas and abruptly began pushing the chair toward the door. 

"I spent the first thirty years of my life, Jason, just getting where I am. For thirty years I manipulated and connived and sacrificed -- I 
passed up five chances to go on somec before I was finally satisfied that I had the organization that I needed. I let myself reach thirty 
physical years of ago, in order to get the position I have." 

"Assistant minister of colonization." 

"I had that at twenty-two. The rest of the time was spent getting control of the computers, winning Mother's Little Boys to my group, 
getting men and women who ultimately reported to me in every level of the bureaucracy. And I had to keep it all secret so that someone 
didn't pull the plug while I was under somec." 

Jas involuntarily started to laugh at the juxtaposition of the archaic phrase "pull the plug," but caught himself, and merely smiled. "The 
ultimately efficient megalomaniac," he said. 

"Of course. Megalomaniacs are simply people who know damn well they can run the universe better than God or the present governors." 

"You've been doing a super job," Jas said. "Everybody's happy." 

"What the hell do I care if anybody's happy?" Doon asked. "Least of all you. Heredity has dealt with a full deck, my boy. So you're going 
to play cards until you win or go broke. You're in my collection, and if you do as you're told, you'll eventually reach a position where 
you can make a difference to humanity. But if you decide to do things on your own, you'll step outside my protection. Do that, and if 
Radamand Worthing doesn't get you, Hartman Tork will." 

Doon pushed the chair quickly down the corridor. And as Doon's last statement hung in the air, Jas felt a tremendous vertigo. The chair 
was not moving forward, it was fallingdown the corridor, and he was powerless to stop it. He wasn't afraid of hitting the end -- it was the 
falling itself, the powerlessness itself that made him throw his hands out in front of him and shout, "Stop me! Let me stop!" 
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And Doon stopped pushing the chair. A sudden silence fell in the corridor. The rhythm of Doon's running steps made the stillness shout 
deafeningly. Jas covered his face with his hands. 

"What's wrong, Jas?" Doon whispered. "Why are you afraid?" 

Jas just shook his head. 

"Brilliant or not, Jason, you are still a child, I suppose. If you would only talk like a child, people would remember to treat you like one." 

"I don't want to be treated like a child." 

"Well, you sure as hell don't want to be treated like an adult. Remember that you applied for the Service?" 

"They turned me down." 

"They've already reconsidered. You'll begin pilot school as soon as your skin is healed." 

"Pilot school?" Jas was surprised. "That was just my escape, to save my life -- I never really wanted to be a pilot." 

"Too intellectual for the Space Service, is that it? Well, consider it a lifesaver anyway, boy. Pilots live longer than anybody. If they don't 
get killed, of course -- but you're a survivor, right? On all their twenty- and thirty-year flights, they're only awake for a few months at the 
most. The rest of the time, somec. Pilots are on a somec level that will keep you young and alive for five hundred years." 

"And after that?" Jas asked, trying to be sarcastic. 

"Why, further instructions, of course," Doon answered with a bland smile. "There are only a few people in the Empire who are on the 
somec level that pilots take for granted. The whole Cabinet will die before you. Only I will stay alive. And the head of the Little Boys. 
And a few of my most needed assistants." 

Jas stared. "The somec usage is determined strictly by law." 

"And once upon a time there was a little girl with long blond hair that got involved with three talking bears. I control the people who 
control the somec, and that means I have control over life and death everywhere in the Empire. Rather a secure position to be in." 

"I don't want to be a pilot.' 

"Then you want to be a corpse. That's the choice." 

"I thought you said you didn't think you were God!" Jas shouted. 

"I don't." 

"Then get out of my life!" 

"Why? Just because I want to make you great, whether you like it or not?" 

"If I'm going to be great, I'm going to do it on my own. And I don't know if I even care about 'greatness'. Not everybody's a would-be 
worldmaker, Doon." 

"You have no vision, Jas." 

"I see better than anybody I know." 

"Better, but not very far. Your father's dead." 

"You think I didn't know that?" 

"He died because he and some other Swipe ship captains weren't content to serve. They went into business for themselves, and so they 
lost the protection of the Empire. They thought they didn't need it. So they took a dozen ships and made war with the universe. They 
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were heroes for a while, of course. Everybody loves a rebel -- from a distance, and as long as the rebel loses gracefully. But when they 
were about to lose, they burned over some planets as a last-ditch effort. Then suddenly the Swipe heroes became Swipe bastards, and 
Swipes were hunted down and killed all over the Empire. And do you know why your father burned those planets?" 

"No." Jas was grinding his teeth and couldn't stop. 

"Because they wouldn't let him land. He requested permission to land and refuel, and they turned him down. He had to teach them a 
lesson." 

"That's not true. They fired on him." 

"You know that there's no weapon that can be fired in an atmosphere that can possibly do damage to a ship, Jas." 

"My father burned them in self-defense." 

"He was angry, and he had to teach them a lesson." 

"No!" 

"Like father, like son," Doon said. 

Jason half-rose from the wheelchair, until the pain stopped him. "That's not true, you bastard! I'd never burn a planet, I never would --" 

"You would, Jason. Right now you would, if they got you angry enough. Because you have no vision. You have nothing important to 
accomplish, no magnificent goal that keeps you from destroying yourself to achieve pretty, transitory objectives. You don't even have 
a right to be free until you have vision and purpose. And so I'll rule you, Jason, and keep you safe until you're able to rule yourself." 

They moved again down the corridor. Jas tried to look into Doon's mind, to see, if he could, what Doon eventually planned to do with 
him -- having been betrayed once in the garden, he didn't plan to be betrayed again. But he couldn't twistaround to see Doon's eyes, and 
whether he simply couldn't control the gift well enough to see a person's thoughts without looking at him, Jas found nothing, could tell 
nothing. 

They got back to the hospital room, which was still empty. Without a word Jas gingerly lifted himself out of the chair, and though he 
wanted to refuse Doon's help, he had to lean on the man as he made his way to the bed. 

"Thirteen years old," Doon whispered. "Well, heaven knows you're ready for pilot school, anyway. They'll undoubtedly bend the rules 
and make you a pilot before you turn twenty-one -- why they chose that age anyway is beyond me to fathom. You should go on two or 
three voyages, and then sometime, say a century or a hundred and twenty years from now, when you return to Capitol from a voyage, 
come to the Ministry of Colonization and ask for an appointment with me. They'll know that they should wake me then. I'll look forward 
to seeing you again, my boy." 

"Going back to sleep now, Mr. Doon?" Jas asked. 

"In a few days. I've spent far too much time with you as it is, and I'm behind schedule on all my other work. You'd better be worth it." 

"I hope I'm not." 

"You like being excellent too well, Jas. You won't be able to stop yourself." 

"I will not be part of your bloody vision!" 

"How do you know that your resistance to me isn't exactly what I want from you?" Doon asked, amused. 

In despair Jas threw himself back on the pillow, staring at the ceiling. There was no picture there. Through gritted teeth he said, "There 
isn't a damn thing I can do." 

"You can trust me," Doon suggested. Jas laughed bitterly. Doon sighed. "Why don't you just look, and see who I am?" 

"Look inside you?" Jas asked. 
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"Or are you afraid that if you knew me, you couldn't hate me anymore?" 

And so Jas leaned up on his left elbow and looked behind Abner Doon's mind. It wasn't just a glance this time, as it had always been 
before. This time he looked deep, looked far, found the hidden places, found the lies and the lies behind them and finally came down to 
the truth. He held it in his mind -- the basis on which Abner Doon thought, decided, acted -- and was amazed. And then he stopped being 
amazed, and only withdrew from Doon's mind. Painfully, reluctantly removed himself, and then, because he had left, he wept. Doon 
went away. Finally Jas slept. 

When he woke, he remembered vague words that Doon had said, but whether Doon had actually said them or Jas had only dreamed 
them, he didn't know. He remembered them, though, and over the next few weeks, as bureaucrats processed him into the Service, tested 
him, trained him, as he consented to everything done to him, he stopped despising himself for the memory of Doon's words, and began, 
instead, to call them back, to listen to them again in his dreams, and in his daydreaming. 

One day they came to him and told him he was ready for his first Service assignment. It was on the other side of Capitol, a long journey, 
and at the end of it he was assigned a tiny cubicle in a far corner of the officers' section of the command center. It was the lowest in the 
hierarchy of privilege and perks, but it was a private room all the same, and in officers' quarters, too. And there was a full-length mirror 
on the wall. 

"Ha," Jas said when he saw himself in it. 

He was surprised to see that he was still only thirteen years old, still only a little over 165 centimeters in height, his main growth still 
ahead of him. Somehow during the last week he had stopped thinking of himself as a child. He was surprised at how young the face was. 
How slight the body. 

He grinned, and the boy in the mirror smiled slightly back at him. 

Then Jas turned and unpacked his few belongings, then began memorizing the list of command center rules and regulations that had been 
given him upon arrival. He was going to be the best damned officer they'd ever had. Because the sooner everyone was happy with him, 
the sooner he'd become a pilot. And the sooner he became a pilot, the sooner he'd be on somec, and then he could sleep through most of 
the years until he could wake up at the end of a century and come back to see Doon. 

He knew it was ironic that he should look forward to seeing the man who had tried to kill him, but Jas understood that a little better, now. 
For he had seen Abner Doon as no other living person had seen him. From the inside. And inside Abner Doon, behind the memories and 
pain, he had found what no other man could show him. 

Peace. Utter discontent, but peace with his vision of the possibility, peace with his commitment to fulfilling that vision. 

And Jas remembered the words he had heard Doon say. "I love you, son." 

He set the list aside, closed his eyes, and recalled, or tried to recall, the face on the ceiling in his mother's flat. He couldn't. It was gone 
from his memory. When he tried to remember his father's face, all he could see was Doon, smiling. 

Chapter Two 

The amusements in the Empire depended more on social class than on location. Though some games and sports were restricted to 
certain planets, they were few and fading -- those that had universal appeal, like the mismating simulacrum game of Exeter, ceased to be 
provincial, while those that didn't catch on off-planet, like cockball on Campbell, eventually died away. 

The truly popular games, however, spread throughout the Empire rapidly -- only the limitation of space travel kept their acceptance from 
being immediate. Spectator sports were immensely popular, and the outcome of football, basketball, and undercut games were rushed by 
courier ships to every planet in the Empire. It was here that the first division between classes occurred: somec users began to time their 
wakings to fit the expected arrivals of courier ships, in order to watch the game and learn the outcome. Those not on somec, of course, 
could rarely see the same off-planet team perform twice in their lifetime, and so only live, on-planet games were readily available. Thus 
the somec users watched games on vast screens in huge banquet halls, where only the elite could come, and whereprices were 
prohibitive, while non-somec users crowded into vast arenas, watching live athletes of the second rank slug it out on the local playing 
field. 

Participant sports also faced the same division. Team sports gradually became the prerogative of lower class enthusiasts, who could get 
together at frequent intervals, and who didn't have to worry about timing their wakings. Somec users, however, found it difficult to time 
their wakings just to get a team together. A seven-year sleeper would not be too terribly tempted to waken two years earlier in order to 
play on the same team with a superb rugby player who happened to be a fiver. Instead, individual players would "pair up" in "duels," 
and these would be taped and replayed for other somec users later. A great deal of gambling focused on these duels: Sleepers, upon 
waking, would consult lists of upcoming duels, study past tapes of the players, and place bets. On their next waking, they would learn the 
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outcome of the duel and watch the tape, learning why and how they guessed right or wrong. The most common games were fencing, 
rapiers, tennis, wrestling, boxing, and knife-throwing, the last being an illegal game, with tapes secretly taken and preserved, since many 
deaths and injuries ended particular contests prematurely. 

Aside from sports, amusement centered around computers. "Arcades" catered to the lower classes, offering many couples computer 
contests called "pinballs." Similarly, the wealthy also played with computers, but instead of simple one-person games, played vast 
multiplayer games such as "Soap Opera," "Monopoly," and "Empire," in which individual players, upon waking, could purchase an 
already existing persona from a player ready to go under, and play against other players already in the game. It became a point of pride 
to manipulate one's persona to the strongest possible position, and many players became so involved that they adopted the persona name 
as their own, purchasing the right to play in the same game at exorbitant prices at every waking for centuries. The same game, with 
different players manipulating the personae, could continue for centuries, and the Monopoly players of Sonora even today take great 
pride in the fact that throughout the Somec Revolution and the Dark Ages, their game missed only one year, and that because of a power 
failure. 

But the most all-pervading amusements were the theatrical media: loops and plays. Plays, of course, were for the lowest classes, those 
who couldn't afford to see reality in the loops, which commanded high prices. But for once the division wasn't along somec lines. A 
majority of non-somec users were able to pay to see loops, and this one amusement brought them in contact with the lives of the somec 
society. 

Loops were made of practically everything. Notably beautiful women were paid astronomical fees for allowing their private lives to be 
looped -- audiences would sit for hours watching the unedited holo broadcast, enduring (or enjoying?) the endless trivia, all for the sake 
of the dramatic moment, the argument, the intercourse. Naturally, budding actresses and actors would pay dearly for the privilege of 
taking part in that "totally true" looped life, and these women were the top money-makers in the Empire, rising to somec levels 
unreachable except to the highest government officials. 

Next to the actresses in the lifeloops were the starship captains, pilots with such legendary names as Carter Poor, Jazz Worthing, and 
Ngao-ngao Bumubi. These pilots paid a small percentage of their earnings to the Service, and then allowed broadcasts of their 
victorious battles to be made throughout the Empire. They, too, received phenomenal wealth, and since they were already at the highest 
possible somec level, all their income could be -- and usually was -- invested in business. Some pilots ended up owning entire planets; 
others magnanimously sponsored universities; still others kept the uses of their money entirely secret. 

And others brought their own downfall by getting embroiled in government. Perhaps the most famous case was the phenomenally 
successful pilot and loopstar Jazz Worthing, whose manager, Willard "Hop" Noyock, apparently involved him in the famous Shimon 
Rapth Coup. 

Excerpt from The Complete 

Public Pleasure Book, Onger 

and Haight, 6645, p. 12. 

Chapter Three 

Hop Noyock woke up feeling hot and flabby. Hot because the reviver always left him sweating. Flabby because somehow, over the 
last three hundred years, he had gotten a little out of shape. 

He rolled onto his side, and his stomach followed a moment later, hitting the metal of the bed with a disgusting slap. He belched. 

"How," he asked the nurse who stood by with a sponge and a towel, "can I possibly belch after five years of sleep?" 

The nurse shrugged and began to wipe him down. The sponge was ice cold and the water trickled freezingly along his back. Hop was 
vaguely ashamed that the nurse had to lift his stomach out of the way to wipe down the sweating crease. (I have got to exercise. I have 
got to diet.) But he knew that he wouldn't have time for exercise, that food would taste too good to worry about dieting, that in only five 
weeks he'd be eligible to return to the Sleeproom and go under for another five years until his client came back (aye, there's the rub). 

Hop got up and walked stiffly to the hooks where his new clothes hung waiting for him. As he took his first steps he felt a sharp pain, a 
stiff uncomfortableness in a region of his body that should not be causing him any pain. Could he possibly have developed hemorrhoids 
while under somec? 

"Excuse me," he said to the nurse, who immediately turned away. Nurses had to be very deferential to the sleepers -- but obsequiousness 
was a small price to pay for the privilege of somec, even at the nurses' rather trivial rate of two years up for one year under. 
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Hop Noyock reached behind himself and found the source of his discomfort. It was a small piece of paper, soaked in the sweat of his 
revival. On it was written, in Hop's own handwriting, a short message: 

"Someone trying to kill Jazz. Must warn." 

What in hell did that mean? He looked at the paper for some possible hidden clue. There was none. It was just the ordinary paper they 
kept by the sleepbeds to satisfy the paranoia of those who were convinced they would think of something absolutely vital between the 
time when their brains were taped and the time when the somec flowed into their veins, emptying all memories from their minds. 
Memory slips, they called the papers, and Hop had never used one before. 

Now he had used one (or is it my handwriting?) And not only that, he had gone to the bother of putting it in a rather effective, if 
undignified, hiding place. 

Apparently, when he had written it, he had thought it was vital. 

But if (if) there was a plot to kill Jazz Worthing (alias Meal Ticket) how in hell had he found out about it between the taping and the 
somec? It was strictly illegal for anyone but the nurses to come into the tape-and-tap; that was in the contract -- it was imperial law, for 
heaven's sake, forget the contract. 

And who would try to kill Jazz Worthing, the Empire's most successful starship pilot, not to mention the star of the five best-selling 
loops in trade history (I made the boy a star, he'd be nothing without his agent); killing him would not only hurt the Empire's war effort 
and tear down morale, it would also leave the fans disconsolate -- 

And thinking of the war effort, what about it? Hop went to the history sheets that hung from the wall. He was proud of the fact that he 
had a five-year summary, a reminder of his high somec rating. 

The news was basically good. The Empire was still intact, more or less, win a little, lose a little but the war is far from home. 

Then, practical as always, Hop checked the gossip sheets and spent an amusing five minutes as he dressed, reading over what happened 
while he was under. Of course, most of the people he had never met -- their somec schedules never coincided and so he knew of their 
escapades only from the sheets -- 

The flight schedules showed that Jazz was coming in only three days. Hop glanced up at the calendar on the wall (they never bother with 
clocks in the Sleeproom) and realized that he had been wakened almost three months early. 

Damn. 

Oh well, it could have been three years, that had happened before, and it was a small enough price to pay for his twenty percent of all 
Jazz Worthing's revenues. Without Jazz, Hop Noyock wouldn't be on somec at all. 

Somebody trying to kill Jazz? Asinine. 

(If I find them, I'll tear them apart, the bastards.) 

* 

Hop met Jazz the minute the smoke had been pumped out of the landing hall. The two-kilometer-long ship always took Hop's breath 
away (either that or the long climb up the ramp), just as the ridiculous narrow tube that held all the payload made him laugh. It looked 
like it was tacked onto the huge stardrive as an afterthought. The tail wagging the dog. A hammer to drive a needle through nothing. 

Over the ship stretched the huge girders that supported the roof, now looking like fine lace in the distance. Only here, in the shipcradles, 
were there large doors in the metal roof that sheathed the entire planet of Capitol. 

Hop watched as, far below the audience, gates were opened and the crowds flooded in. Jazz's arrival was big news on Capitol. Hop felt 
the old resentment as he watched the crowd fill all the available space around the base of the cradle. He had made a fortune by charging 
admission to Jazz's arrivals -- but some of his competitors, sponsoring less popular pilots, had managed to convince the government that 
it was illegal to charge admission for entry to public government facilities -- and they had even made Hop give back the money he had 
already made on it. Damn poor losers, that's all they were. 

And then the door of the ship fell open and out stepped Jazz Worthing. Two hundred meters below, the fans started screaming so loudly 
that the sound could be heard even above the roar of the machinery that was testing the stardrive. Hop Noyock threw out his arms and 
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made the theatrical gesture that had been seen by billions at the end of every Jazz Worthing loop. He strode to the tired-looking pilot and 
embraced him. 

"Jazz Worthing, Capitol is grateful that you're home safe and victorious again." 

"Nice to be back," Jazz said, smiling slightly, his bright blue eyes flashing in the dazzling lights. He was several centuries old, and 
looked younger than twenty. One last pat on the back, and then Hop reached down and flipped off the loop recorder. Jazz relaxed as soon 
as the taping was finished. He tensed again, though, when Hop whispered in his ear, "Somebody may be trying to kill you. Don't leave 
the crowds." 

"Hop, I don't even want to see the damned crowds." 

"No one'd dare try anything in the crowds. We'll talk in a minute." 

Hop led Jazz to the railing and showed him off to the cheering fans. Their roar of approval was quite stirring. Hop felt quite stirred. 

"Hop, what the hell is going on?" Jazz asked. 

"I don't know," Hop said. "Bow for the bastards, Jason, give them their money's worth." 

Jazz looked at Hop in surprise. "You don't mean the government's letting you charge admission again?" 

"No, no, figure of speech, little figure of speech, you know." 

"I just want to go home and go to bed, Hop. Don't give me any trouble about it or I'll fire you." 

Hop shrugged. "If you get killed, I'll be out of a job anyway." 

Jazz sighed and listened as Hop told him about the note. 

"I especially like your hiding place," Jazz commented as they walked down the winding ramp. 

"It's my body's only built-in pocket." 

"How are we doing?" 

"Financially? Latest audit was five years ago, and it said about seventeen billion." 

"I left about forty years ago. What would it have been worth then?" 

"Eleven billion. Inflation's getting worse." 

"That note. Are you sure you weren't just playing a joke?" 

"On myself? Ha ha, what a riot." 

Jazz set his lips tightly. "Why would anyone want to kill me?" 

"One of the other captains?" Hop suggested, lightly. 

"We're all friends. We all like each other." 

"Are you sure?" 

"I'm sure." 

Hop shrugged. "One of their managers then. Out to wipe out the competition." 
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"Do you believe that?" 

"Hell no. It sounds more like treason. Must be something involved with the government, or how could the information have reached me 
in the Sleeproom? Somebody thinks your death would help or hurt some faction in the government. I wish you'd stay out of politics." 

The ramp seemed to go on forever. The roar of the stardrive test grew softer; the roar of the crowd grew louder. "Are you sure," Jazz 
asked, "that you didn't already know the information, and put it together after you were taped?" 

"I've been racking my brains. Nothing. I didn't know anything about any threat on anybody's life. I don't know anybody with a motive. 
I was told, after the taping." 

"Damn." 

"How are the loops from this trip?" 

"Oh, some good stuff. My fleet got caught in an ambush near Kapittuck and we fought our way out without losses. Very dramatic. Some 
good close-ups, too, you'll be in gravy for the next five or ten wakings." 

"So will you," Hop said. 

"Sure," Jazz answered. "And I have so much time on Capitol to enjoy it." 

(Don't complain, you bastard. When I started working for you three centuries ago we were both in our teens, subjectively speaking, and 
now count my gray hairs. I wake up every five years, while you coast through life waking only three or four times a century, staying 
young forever --) 

"You look great, Hop," Jazz said. 

"You, too, Jazz old man," Hop said, using the obscenity freely. 

They reached the bottom of the ramp, where police were struggling to hold the crowd back from charging up to meet them. "Here are the 
lions," Jazz said, and then they waded into the crowd of outreaching hands and hungering eyes. 

* 

They went to a party that night -- after all, wakings were short and all the pleasure had to be crammed into only a few short days and 
weeks. Besides, eleven actresses doing lifeloops were there, and all of them had paid a tidy sum to get Hop to promise that Jazz 
Worthing would not only attend, but also spend at least three minutes talking to them. Jazz took care of the duty calls right away, and 
then proceeded to win a small fortune (a drop in the bucket) at pinochle, losing his preoccupied look for a few hours. The hostess, Arran 
Handully, a former actress who had now "retired" -- which meant she only made guest appearances in other women's lifeloops -- was 
forever fluttering around Jazz and Hop, bringing them drinks, making charming conversation: obviously Jazz was her prize for the 
evening. Hop fleetingly wondered if she had arranged her waking just to coincide with his coming. That would be flattery indeed. 

After the party had been going for about four hours or so, Arran Handully called for silence, which after a few minutes was grudgingly 
granted to her. 

"One of the reasons for this party is that Fritz Kapock has designed a new costume that is so compelling, so magnificent, that I had to 
show it to you the best way I know how -- on me." 

Since there was nothing remarkable about the dress she was wearing -- floor-length white with long sleeves that ended in gloves and a 
high neck -- everyone knew she was going to dance, which would be fine, she had a Capitolwide reputation for interesting effects, and 
one of the best-selling lifeloops in history had been her "Rehearsal Day" tape in which she had practiced every conceivable dance pose 
and motion, nude. 

The Kapock design was interesting enough -- as she danced her ordinary-looking dress began to glow brightly, dazzlingly, and slowly 
the guests realized that it was dissolving somehow in the process. The bright aura lingered for several minutes after she was completely 
naked, and when she ended her dance sparks still seemed to dance around her. The guests applauded wildly -- some with lust, some with 
real appreciation, and a few with gratitude: with this on their loops, more than one budding young actress would have a good start to her 
career. 

After her bow, she brought out Kapock, the designer, who also bowed stiffly. 
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"Poor guy," Hop commented to Jazz, "he hates the bitch, but who can turn down a commission these days? Inflation eats it up faster than 
you can spend it. And the price of lower somec ratings is always going up." 

Arran picked up a drink from a passing tray and walked out among her guests. The other women soon realized that she had no intention 
of dressing again, and so they sighed and undressed, too, wishing they hadn't bothered to spend so much money on costumes for the 
party. 

Arran went to Jason Worthing and handed him the drink. Immediately a group of lifelooping women and interested onlookers gathered 
to see what would happen, hoping perhaps to interject some witticism that might turn the incident to their favor -- some clever remark 
that might get them invited to another, grander party on their next waking, or the one after. 

"Did you like Fritz's little costume?" 

"Very clever," Jazz said, smiling and accepting the drink. "How is it done?" 

Fritz Kapock, who had followed Arran, smiled and said, "I'll never tell." 

"He told me," Arran said, tossing her head prettily, "that it's oxidation." 

Fritz laughed. "Of course. That much is obvious." 

"Oh, and now Fritz is telling everyone how stupid I am," Arran pouted. 

What a great act, Hop thought. Billions of loopwatchers, seeing this scene, would nudge each other and say, "See, there's Arran 
Handully, pretending to be dumb. She'll get 'em in a minute." 

Fritz Kapock, awkwardly denied her accusation. "Of course I'm not." 

"It's still a dazzling effect," Jazz said, and Hop was pleased that Jazz was making an effort to be pleasant company, even without being 
on contract. 

"That calls for a drink," Arran said, taking a glass out of the hand of a servant near her. 

Kapock held up his glass and said, "To Arran Handully, who managed to upstage my small effort by wearing a costume far more 
beautiful -- her lovely self." 

"What a poet," Arran whispered, and then she brought a gasp from everyone by stepping toward Jazz Worthing and putting her own 
glass to his lips. A declaration of intent, and everyone waited for the completion of the ritual, Jazz sipping and then placing his own glass 
up to Arran's lips. 

He didn't do it, though. Instead, he stepped back, rejecting the offer, and raised his glass into the air. "And let me add my own toast to her 
courage -- who else would dare to try to murder me at her own party?" 

It took a moment for the words to sink in. And then the guests murmured as Arran protested, using her body coquettishly in a reflexive 
attempt to disarm and win over all watchers. "What a thing to say, Captain Worthing. There are politer ways to say no to a girl." 

"You mean you deny it? Then take a drink from your own glass, my dear." 

"After I've been refused? I could almost wish it were poisoned." 

"Really? And so could I," Jazz said. "Shall we see if your wish is fulfilled?" He stepped toward her abruptly, taking the glass from her 
hand, seizing her by the hair with his other hand, and putting the glass to her lips. No one intervened. Let the action flow, as they all said. 
However things turned out, this would sell a billion loops. 

"Take a drink, sweet Arran Handully, from the glass you offered me," Jazz said, smiling. 

"What an actor you are," she said softly, and Hop was sure now that he saw terror in her eyes. For the first time it occurred to him that 
somehow Jason might well have uncovered the very murder plot he had been warned against. But how? They hadn't left each other since 
he disembarked from the ship. 
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Jazz began to tip the glass up to pour over her smiling mouth. Suddenly she writhed away, knocking the glass on the floor. It broke; the 
liquid splashed. 

"Don't touch it," Jazz commanded. "It's now time for at least one of our kind and watchful observers to show himself and take a fragment 
of glass for analysis." 

Suddenly several women moaned in disappointment, punching at the buttons on their loop recorders. A grim-faced man came up, 
holding a suppressor, and the moans stopped. Mother's Little Boys could do whatever they liked -- including cutting out a choice scene 
from a lifeloop. The man knelt down by the fragments of glass and in a very businesslike way mopped up a sample of the liquid and took 
four pieces of glass, dumped them into a small bag he pulled from his pocket, and then, nodding to the company, left. 

Arran was sitting down, shaking. 

Fritz Kapock looked at Jason Worthing in hatred. "That was incredibly rude, doing a thing like that," he said. 

"I know," Jazz agreed, smiling. "A more courteous man would have drunk, and died gracefully." Jazz excused himself from the group in 
a way that informed everyone that he preferred not to be accompanied. Hop, of course, accompanied him anyway. 

"How did you know?" Hop asked. 

"I didn't. But it seems like it was a pretty good guess, doesn't it?" 

Guess? Hop knew perfectly well that Jazz Worthing wasn't stupid enough to open himself up to libel suits on the basis of mere 
guesswork. But if he preferred not to tell, why push him? Then again, why not? Managers have some rights. 

"Come on, Jazz. How did you know?" 

"I'm a Swipe," Jazz answered. 

Hop rolled his eyes and laughed. "All right then. Don't tell me. Protect your sources. But at least tell me why she tried!" 

Jazz only smiled and looked over at the group gathered to commiserate with their offended hostess. She was looking weak and helpless, 
and Hop couldn't help but admire her technique. A brilliant actress -- able to utterly hide every natural emotion, play a role every waking 
moment. 

Fritz Kapock separated himself from the group around Arran Handully and began to walk toward where Hop and Jazz were sitting. 

"You see," Jazz said, "they're persistent. They won't settle for one attempt." 

"What?" Hop asked. "Not Kapock. He's --" but then Hop remembered the gossip sheet. "-- a damned good swordsman and has had more 
than a few formal duels. None to the death, but Jazz, be careful, you've got to keep yourself safe. The Empire needs you." 

"Not as much as you need your twenty percent, my dear friend," Jason answered. 

Fritz Kapock stopped about three meters away, and began talking loudly with a group that had gathered there. Jazz didn't take his eyes 
off Kapock. Hop was worried. "Jazz, you know a hell of a lot more than you've been telling me." 

"Of course," Jazz said, patting Hop's wrist. "That's why you're a manager and I'm a starpilot." 

Kapock's voice came loudly to them: "Only a bastard and a coward would make an accusation like that -- especially at her own party." 

People nearby began to edge closer. Actresses frantically fiddled with their loop recorders, trying to get them to warm up again, though 
they knew it was hopeless for a few minutes more -- suppressors always ruined recording for exactly ten minutes, no more, no less. 

"Jazz, he's trying to provoke you," Hop said. 

"Perhaps I shall let him succeed," Jazz answered, and Hop resigned himself to watching his meal ticket get killed on the end of Fritz 
Kapock's sword. It went like clockwork. 

"That boor isn't fit company for civilized persons," said Fritz. 
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"Hold my hat," said Jazz. 

"They should never allow these common soldiers in refined company," said Fritz Kapock. 

"Fritz Kapock, I believe?" said Jazz. 

"And you're the man who ruined our hostess's evening, aren't you?" Fritz snarled. 

"I assume you were hoping I would overhear your insults." 

"It's hardly my affair what you do and don't hear." 

A woman whooped with glee as her loop recorder came on. Another breathed a sigh of relief. 

"I heard, I take due note, and I assume you'll want choice of weapons." 

Hop moaned. Jason hadn't even been clever. Hadn't even tried to get Kapock to make the challenge so that the starpilot would get the 
chance to choose peashooters or tennis or some other harmless duel weapon. 

"Foils are effeminate," Kapock said. "And sabers are like meat axes. Rapier? Three edged?" 

"Which, just by coincidence, you no doubt have nearby," Jason said. "I'll agree to that." 

A servant went for the weapons, and Hop angrily volunteered to be Jason's second. "You irresponsible bastard," Hop muttered as he 
helped Jazz take off his jacket and shirt. 

"True, true. It's been nice knowing you," Jazz said. 

"Do you know how to fight with swords?" Hop asked, wondering how Jazz could be so calm about this. 

"Sure. You just hold it by the dull end and stick the sharp end in the other fellow." 

"Not funny," Hop said. And then the weapons arrived, the crowd cleared a space, and Fritz and Jason, stripped to the waist, took their 
weapons and went to opposite corners. As a volunteer referee went through the ritual of pleading with both parties to reconcile their 
differences peaceably, Jazz asked Hop Noyock, "Do you have your loop recorder?" 

"Yes." 

"Is it off?" 

"Of course." 

"Then here. Use this." And Jazz handed Hop a small suppressor. Hop looked at him in surprise. 

"This is illegal." 

"So is dueling. But I want you to have an exclusive. Your last chance to make money off me." 

Hop grimaced at the implication of his own venality; at the same time he realized that having an exclusive of this duel would be 
immeasurably valuable whoever won. So he turned on the suppressor, and the moans and cries of outrage came from women and men all 
around the dueling square. Then, because his own loop recorder had not been on, Hop started it right up, ready to create another Noyock 
Productions masterpiece. 

"All ready?" Jazz asked. Noyock, holding both suppressor and recorder in his pockets, nodded. "Wish me luck," Jazz said, and then he 
raised his sword to signal the start of the duel. Kapock raised his, and then leaped forward, swinging the sword in a dazzling display of 
control, putting the point exactly where he wanted it. Jazz merely held his sword in front of him, almost as if it were a foil, and stood 
half-crouched. No style at all. 
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Then Kapock came close enough to strike -- and struck. But his sword met Jason's in mid-thrust. Kapock recovered, struck again and 
again found his blade parried. He backed off. Jason merely stood, waiting, his sword having varied only twice from its straight forward 
position. Kapock was embarrassed and angry. He had been made to look like a pompous show-off, who could be stopped with ease by a 
man not even bothering to observe proper form. 

Kapock moved to attack again, this time with such quick movements that parrying seemed impossible. Feints could not be distinguished 
from attacks; but Jason was not drawn into parrying any of the false moves. Instead he moved only three times, each time throwing aside 
Kapock's whistling blade, and the third time twisting the blade, breaking it off near the hilt. The broken blade spun out toward the crowd, 
but hit the floor before it could do any damage. 

Kapock stood looking at the broken sword in his hand, as amazed as Hop had ever seen a man. Hop could understand it -- he had tried 
his hand at swordplay years ago, and he remembered enough to know that it was humiliating to be disarmed on only the fifth parry. He 
also knew that Jazz had blocked the attacks as perfectly as if he had known exactly where and when they were coming, before Kapock 
himself even knew. More grist for the Jazz Worthing legend mill. 

The next step, of course, was for Jazz to step forward and magnanimously state that he was satisfied, and no further fighting was 
necessary. But at that moment a woman screamed, and all eyes whirled to Arran, who was standing, still naked, looking with horror at 
the large doors to her hall. They were open, and a group of laser-armed men in Space Service uniforms were marching in. And all at once 
everyone seemed to come to the same conclusion. Jazz Worthing, the great starpilot, had been under attack -- poison, and then a duel. 
These soldiers would not stand for such an insult to the Service and to the Service's most successful fleet commander. And the guests, in 
the irrational manner of crowds, immediately began to head for the opposite exit. At the moment they started to move, 
however, those doors opened, too, and more soldiers came in. The crowd panicked, massed in a jumble in the middle of the hall, and 
began to shout and scream and scurry meaninglessly from place to place so that it was impossible to tell what was going on. 

So Hop did what he always did. He stuck with Jason, following him as Jazz coolly walked to Arran Handully, who was looking dazed 
and vaguely depressed as the crowd whirled around her. Jazz picked her up and lifted her over his shoulder in a manner vaguely 
reminiscent of the worst excesses of the pornographic brutality plays. Hop had never seen Jazz treat a woman like that -- but then, she 
had tried to kill him. 

Fritz Kapock tried to interfere. Jason hit him, but the blow would only have slowed the artist down, hampered as Jason was by Arran's 
rather uncooperative bulk. Hop considered it his duty (and a pretty damn good idea for profits) to try to keep Jazz Worthing alive no 
matter what stupid things he was trying to do. So Hop used a few of the low blows he had learned in his childhood in the lowest corridor 
of Capitol, and Fritz was out for the duration. Perhaps longer. Hop didn't stop to check. 

They headed for a service entrance, and Hop helped muscle a path for Jason to follow through the crowd that was trying to get out that 
way. Once into the corridor beyond the door (carpeted, Hop noticed -- Arran had spent a lot of money on her flat), Jason looked at the 
direction the crowd was heading, and went the other way. Hop Noyock tagged along, noting with pleasure that he was young enough to 
appreciate the way Arran Handully looked as she wriggled and jerked, trying to free herself from Jason's grasp. When she started digging 
fingernails into Jazz's back, Noyock swatted her sharply. "None of that," he said, and she seemed to realize for the first time that she and 
Jazz weren't alone. She stopped struggling. 

"Why don't they have anybody in here guarding the halls?" Hop asked. 

"Because they're Servicemen, not constables, and certainly not Mother's Little Boys," Jason answered. "Besides, we're heading farther in, 
not out." 

"Why the hell are we doing that?" Noyock asked, making it a point to breathe heavily so that Jazz knew how tired he was getting as they 
wound up a ramp. 

"Go the other way, if you want to get picked up by angry soldiers." 

Hop doggedly followed as Jason went up the ramp, and saw, to his relief, that the starpilot was capable of getting tired. Jazz slowed at 
the top of the ramp, then swung Arran off his shoulder and slammed her a little harder than necessary against a wall. He held her right 
hand in his, with his forearm pressing against her throat, and his legs both to one side of hers -- he wasn't giving her an opportunity for 
any action. Just to be sure, however, Hop held her left hand, too. She shot him a glare. 

"Don't look at me like that, Arran," Hop said, using his wounded dignity voice. "I'm only holding you twenty percent against the wall. 
He's responsible for eighty percent." 

She didn't answer. Jazz ignored Hop, too, and so he stood holding Arran's hand as Jazz asked her, "Which way from here?" 

She didn't answer. 
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"I know you have a hiding place, Arran. The reason those soldiers were there is because the test on the poison came out positive and they 
got mad. Want me to take you down there to them?" 

She shook her head. 

"Then where's the hiding place?" 

Hop watched as Jazz stared at her eyes, as if hoping to pluck the answers out of them. Apparently Arran saw a different intent, and she 
let her eyes fill up with tears. A play for sympathy, Hop knew, but it didn't stop him from feeling instant pity. The bitch. Actresses 
shouldn't be allowed to have private lives. They didn't know how to stop acting. 

Abruptly Jazz jerked her away from the wall and slung her over his shoulder again. Sighing wearily, Hop followed him off down a 
corridor. 

The halls were narrower up here, Hop noticed, and the floors and walls were made of wood. He touched one, and was surprised at the 
roughness. Not just wood, then. Realwood. He whistled. 

"Shut up," Jazz said. 

"Why so glum?" Hop asked. "A billion men would give their privates to have her over their shoulder wearing that costume. Though that 
would rather defeat the purpose, wouldn't it?" 

Jazz didn't laugh, and so Hop shut up. 

They stopped in front of a rather significant-looking door. "What's in here?" Jazz asked. 

"A wardrobe," she said immediately. 

"Can you break it open, Hop?" 

"Me?" 

"Forget it," Jazz said. He stepped back and, still burdened with Arran, kicked the door. It budged, but just barely. 

"Let me," Hop said, now that he was sure there was no sentry planted in the door. No sense getting blown up unnecessarily. Jazz may be 
a meal ticket, but keeping him alive would be pointless to Hop if Hop weren't around to get his twenty percent. He stood facing the 
opposite wall of the narrow corridor, his hand firmly placed on the wall. Then he jumped up and pushed off from the wall, slamming his 
feet into the door. It didn't quite break free, but all it took was another half-hearted kick from Noyock as he lay on the floor. 

"Spectacular," Jazz said as he stepped over Noyock and walked into the room. "You're very agile for a fat man." 

"Paunch covers muscle, it doesn't replace it," Hop commented, and got up. The "wardrobe" was a large library, with mirrors wherever 
there were no shelves, including the floor and ceiling. But the real attraction was the contents of the shelves -- real paperbooks, not tapes, 
filling every available space. Noyock wasn't much of a reader, but he appreciated value in whatever form it took, and under his breath he 
mumbled, "The lady's literate, after all." 

Jazz paid no attention. Instead he picked Arran off his shoulders and tossed her to the floor. She landed heavily. 

"Where's the door?" he heard Jazz say. Arran shook her head, wincing with some pain she acquired in the fall to the floor. Jazz shook 
her, and she started to cry. Hop hated himself, but the crying made him want to say, "Hey, Jazz, go easy on the woman, huh?" He resisted 
the impulse, however. 

So did Jazz, if indeed he felt such a charitable feeling. Instead, he doubled up his fist and plunged it sharply into Arran's stomach. Hop 
was sure he heard a rib break. She screamed in pain, and Hop wondered if it was the first honest emotion he had seen her use. 

Jazz leaned down and put his ear by her lips. Hop was surprised she was conscious -- but apparently she had been for at least a moment, 
for Jason got up and walked straight to a bookshelf and pulled off two books, reaching behind to find something. Immediately a mirror 
slid into the floor, and a little room was revealed behind. Jazz walked back to Arran, picked her up, and carried her limp unconscious 
body into the room. Noyock decided to follow. 
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As soon as they were inside, Jason lay Arran down on the floor. "Find a light switch," Jazz said, but before Noyock could even glance 
around, the door slid back up, cutting off all light. 

"And I suppose you didn't think to bring a candle," Jason said. 

"Next time I'll do better," Hop answered. 

"A lighter?" 

"You know I don't poison myself, Jazz, why would I carry fire with me?" Not that Hop hadn't once junked himself, but he had long since 
decided long life took precedence over fleeting pleasures, like smoking. That decision had made him feel like a puritan for months. Now 
he regretted it again. 

They stood in the darkness for a while. Then Hop offered to prowl around and see what he could feel. 

"Don't even twitch," Jazz said. "There may be some nasty surprises in there." 

They waited awhile more. "Has it been three years yet, Jazz, or only two?" Hop asked. 

"About four minutes. Give the lady a chance to wake up." 

"I think you broke a rib." 

"I hope so. The bitch deserved to lose her head." 

"But she never did lose it, did she." 

"Quiet. She's waking up." 

Arran groaned, and Noyock wasn't even surprised that the moan was vaguely seductive. She could hardly be expected to lose lifetime 
habits all at once. 

"Don't move around too much, Arran," Jazz said softly. "Your rib is broken, and you're in the secret room behind the mirror in the 
library." 

"How did you find the door!" 

"You told me." 

"I never --" 

Jazz slapped her, and she cried out. Hop began to feel a little bit disturbed at the way his meal ticket was acting. Cruelty should have 
some point, Hop firmly believed. 

Jazz hissed at her, "You've lied every moment since we first met tonight. You tried to kill me. I want to know why." 

Silence. The another slap, another cry of pain. 

"Dammit, Jazz, stop it!" Hop said. 

"I've got to know what I'm up against, Hop. There's a lot she isn't telling me. Like the fact that she has a friend named Farl Baak, a 
Cabinet member, who for some absurd reason wants me dead." 

She gasped. 

"I didn't come to your party ignorantly, Arran. Now you can start telling us things. For instance, you might start by telling me how to turn 
the lights on in here." 

"Right by the door," she said. 
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Hop stepped in the direction he remembered the door was in, but Jazz's voice cut through the darkness. "Don't touch it! Stop where 
you are, Hop!" Hop stayed where he was. He heard Arran groan in fear -- whatever Jazz was doing she didn't like. "Clever trap, 
Arran," Jason said. "But I'll start feeding you your fingers in small sections if you don't start cooperating." 

Another groan of fear and pain, and Arran shouted, "Stop it! Stop it -- the light's in the far right corner as you come in, at about knee 
height --" 

The light went on. Jazz was still holding Arran's hand, tightly, while his other hand was extended to touch the spot she had described. 
Noyock turned from them to examine the door. "Where's the trap?" he asked. 

"A metal plate under the wallcoat," Jazz said. "How many volts, Arran?" 

"Enough," Arran answered. "I wish it had fried you." 

"Hit her once for me," Noyock said. "Suddenly I'm not in love with her anymore." 

"I'll be glad to oblige you," Jazz said, "in just about one second if Arran doesn't tell me why Farl Baak wants me dead." 

She shook her head. "I never heard of Farl Baak." 

"Just because nobody looped it doesn't mean it didn't happen," Jazz said. 

"I didn't know the drink was poisoned," she said. Jazz slapped her hard, on the growing bruise at the bottom of her rib cage. She cried 
out, swung her arm to try to hit him, but was stopped by the pain. He slapped her again. She cried out again in pain, and tears flowed out 
the corners of her eyes, dribbling down into her ears and hair. These tears, Hop realized in surprise, were involuntary. 

"I don't know why you're persecuting me," she said. Jazz only waited. "All right," she said. "I know Farl Baak. But he didn't want you 
dead. He had nothing to do --" 

Another slap, and this time the cry was louder, and she started to sob slightly afterward. Each sob took its toll in pain, and she stopped 
crying and only moaned. "Because," she grunted in agony, "you're in on the plot, you bastard." 

"Plot?" Jazz asked. 

"To control the somec. To take control of the Sleeproom." 

Jazz chuckled. "And so you had to kill me? How could I be a threat to you, sleeping in a ship off between the stars?" 

She shook her head slightly. "Too many of the wrong people were all timed to wake up when you arrived, Starpilot." She spat out his 
title. "Farl put two and two together." 

"Ah." 

"And you control the fleets and the armies. That's why we had to get rid of you before we acted against the others --" 

"Jazz is just a starpilot," Hop said, wondering how such a sensible woman could believe such drivel. 

"Go touch the doorframe," Jazz said. "Or shut up by yourself, Hop." 

Hop shut up again. 

"It's cold," Arran said, and her teeth were chattering. 

Jazz looked at Hop, and Hop sighed. Jason was still stripped down for the duel, and only Hop's expensive topjacket was available. He 
took it off, emptied the loop recorder and suppressor out of the pockets, and handed it to Jazz, who wrapped it gently around her. 

"Remind me never to trust a secret to her," Hop said to Jazz. "She didn't last very long under pressure." 

Arran, despite the pain in her ribs, snarled back at him, "No one expected I'd have to deal with an animal." 
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Jason buttoned the jacket, and Hop noticed appreciatively that he had not bothered to put her arms into the sleeves -- the coat would 
certainly keep her arms confined, if she should be tempted to try something. "The government," Jazz said, "has tricks that make me look 
like a lamb." Hop wondered vaguely what a lamb was. 

"There are different kinds of pain," Arran said quietly. "Maybe you can take this kind without breaking. I'm sure of it." 

"What kind of pain can you take?" Hop asked. 

"I can keep smiling when I want to kill. I can seduce a man I loathe. I can spend six months without a single moment of privacy, waking, 
sleeping, or going to the bathroom. I can endure lovers who feel only contempt for me and pretend that I love every minute of it." 

Hop didn't feel like making a clever answer, and Jazz patted her shoulder gently. "All right, and you held up pretty damned well when I 
was hitting you, too." 

"What are you going to do with me now?" Arran asked. 

"Sit and watch you, I suppose, until suppertime," Jazz said. 

"She needs a doctor," Hop offered. 

Jason shook his head. "If we try to take her out of here now, she'll need a mortician. Her whole flat's probably full of troops, searching 
for her everywhere. If they find her, the law lets them kill her. She did try to poison one of Mother's officers of the fleet." 

"Does that mean we can never leave here?" 

"It means we'll stay here awhile, Hop. Try to be patient. We'll be through with this before your waking's over. You won't lose any sleep." 

"And when we leave, what'll we do? Report on this Farl Baak?" 

"Whom do you report a Cabinet minister to? God?" 

"What'll we do, then?" 

"I want to find out what Baak is really up to. There is no somec plot, and I'm certainly not part of one even if there is. So there must be 
some reason all those wakings were timed to my arrival. I mean to find out." 

"She was probably lying." 

"She wasn't." 

"You sound pretty sure of that." 

"I plan to find out who's behind the plot to kill me. And what his real reasons are. And then I'm going to kill the bastard." 

"That's the Jason Worthing I've known and loved," Hop said. 

* 

Hours later, Jason decided it was safe for him to go look for Arran's private doctor. She told him how to get out, and to Hop's surprise he 
believed her immediately. Apparently he was a better judge of people than Hop. 

The doctor confirmed that the rib was, indeed, broken. The shock was dangerous, the doctor said. They should have got immediate 
medical attention. Jason didn't bother explaining that it would have been impractical, and so Hop also kept quiet. And not even Arran 
hinted as to how she had broken the rib, or what she was doing naked in a secret room. Either the doctor was very good at hiding his 
curiosity, or he had done all this before. He left without asking for a credit card, either. Hop decided he had to look into the idea of 
getting a private physician. 

Jason had picked up a full outfit of clothing for Arran. He had chosen from her wardrobe in the flat an outfit loose enough to fit over the 
bandages the doctor had told her she would have to wear for at least six hours until the growth hormone wore off. "Otherwise," he had 
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said, "you'll have a very odd-shaped chest, which might hurt business." Jason had also found a shirt and jacket that made his military 
pants look a little less like a uniform. 

And Hop got his topjacket back. "Well, dressed for the evening and nowhere to go," he said. 

"Arran will tell us where to go," Jazz said. 

"I don't know any hiding places outside my flat." 

"I don't want a hiding place. I want you to take us to Farl Baak," Jazz said. 

She gasped. "He'll kill you." 

"He doesn't really care if I'm dead, Arran. He only wants to make sure I won't interfere with him. But what if I'm on his side in this little 
rebellion?" 

She shook her head. "He won't believe you." 

"Maybe not. Let's go see." 

"I don't want you dead." 

"Why the sudden change of heart?" Jason asked. 

Arran suddenly made her face ugly. The woman can look downright natural, Hop realized. "Because even a bitch like me is capable of 
realizing that you had every right to kill me and instead you saved my life." 

"Only in order to get information from you," Jazz said. 

"If that were true," Arran answered, "I'd be dead now. You know how to get to Farl's place. You don't need me." 

"I don't want to go in the front door." 

She sighed. "Now that my ribs are healing, I don't want any interference with them. I'll take you. But it's none of my business what Farl 
does to you." 

"Maybe it would be more to the point," Hop suggested, "if you worried about what we might do to Farl." 

She glanced coolly at Hop. "Farl isn't a naked woman with a broken rib." 

They walked out of the library and no one saw them. They walked down several ramps and corridors, and finally left Arran's flat through 
the delivery entrance, and in all that time they didn't see one soldier, one constable, or one human being. 

"Why isn't there a guard?" Hop asked. 

"Mother's Little Boys are asleep on the job," Jazz answered. 

"Jazz, I think this is about the stupidest thing I ever saw you do." 

Jason looked at him expressionlessly. "No one's making you come along." 

Hop was surprised. "If no one's making me come along, then why the hell am I coming?"' 

"To protect your investment." 

"Damn right." 
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Arran led them through a circuitous path of tubes, private cars, and corridors. Finally they found themselves ascending a long emergency 
stairway. After eight flights Hop suggested that they stop and rest. 

As they sat on the steps, Jason looked intently at Arran's eyes. She gazed coldly back. Finally Jazz said, "You have one minute to tell me 
what's really at the top of these stairs." 

Arran pursed her lips, then got up and started back down the steps. Jazz followed, and Hop muttered as he brought up the rear, "How 
come you only broke one rib, Jazz?" 

They followed a different route and this time came to a very ordinary door labeled "Employees Only." 

"I'm an employee," Arran said, with a nasty smile. Inside the door was a ladder, which they climbed. They came out in a storage closet 
with no lights. Arran confidently pushed open a door. From outside the closet they heard a man's voice say, "Who the hell -- Arran, 
darling, I'll have you roasted if you ever come here again without an appointment --" 

And then Farl Baak stopped talking because he saw Jason and Hop behind the woman. 

"Take your hand away from the call button," Jazz said. 

"Good morning, Starpilot," Baak said. "I must say, Arran, when you mess up an assignment it isn't necessary to bring the target back 
with you." 

"Just a word of warning, Mr. Baak. I'm not very heavily armed --" not armed at all, Hop refrained from saying "-- but the computer on 
my ship is watching us, and the full record of this conversation will be recorded in four different places. You don't pull the right strings 
to stop an investigation from finding you." 

Baak pulled his hand away from the side of the bed he was lying on. 

"The poison was rather direct," Jazz said. "And the duel was stupid." 

"What duel?" Baak asked. He looked at Arran for an answer. 

"Fritz Kapock," she said. 

"That damned hero. And here I thought he was a honk." Baak laughed slightly. "What can I do for you, Mr. Worthing, since you're 
unfortunately still alive?" 

Jason walked over to him, dragged him to an upright position, and slapped him three times. Blood ran from Farl's nose. Then the pilot 
slammed him against the wall. Farl slid down the wall to the floor. 

Hop noticed that Arran seemed distressed by this turn of events, and so he took her hands and held them rather forcefully. "Don't strain 
any ribs trying to help your friend," Hop said. He didn't mention that he didn't know why the hell Jazz was hitting Baak right now. Was 
he beginning to believe his own image -- tough guy and brawler? (I've created a monster.) 

Arran didn't try to break away from him. She merely spat in his face. Because he was holding her hands, he couldn't wipe it away. "Jazz," 
he said. "I want a new contract for twenty-five percent. Twenty isn't enough for these special services." 

Farl Baak was tipping his head backward to try to stop the nosebleed. "If you've broken my nose, you bastard, I'll see to it you're 
shredded." 

Jazz laughed. "Baak, you've got a reputation as a jackass and a pervert. No need to try to maintain that reputation now. Why did you want 
me killed, and who are you working for?" 

"I'm a Cabinet minister, Worthing, and I don't work for anyone." 

Jason took a step toward him. Farl slid away. "I meant it, Worthing. Until my last waking before this I was controlled, but I didn't know 
it. Now that I know it,I'm not controlled." 

"By whom?" Jazz asked. 
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"I don't know," Farl Baak insisted, and Hop tended to believe him. "That's what I'm trying to find out. But you work for him, I know that. 
You're part of the plot." 

"And how do you know that?" 

Baak was silent. 

Jason again menaced the man, but this time Baak didn't try to retreat. "If you touch me, Worthing, I'll have a civil suit on you, and 
criminal complaints for assault and battery, and you know I can make it stick, I'm a Cabinet minister, dammit." 

Suddenly Arran spoke up. "Don't be stupid, Farl. Tell him. He doesn't give a damn about your silly office." 

Farl looked at her angrily, but it was hard to take him very seriously with his nose bleeding down to his chin. "There are some things I'm 
willing to endure a lot of pain for, Worthing," Baak said. 

Jason studied the man, then nodded. "All right, Baak. You're not what I thought you were. Not a jackass, anyway." Jazz reached for the 
man, and Baak flinched. But this time Jason only helped him to the bed. Baak sighed in relief, and lay down, tipping his head back to 
stop the bleeding. "Once my nose starts bleeding it goes off and on for a week," Farl complained. 

"Baak, it was stupid to try to kill me. I'm on your side." 

"And what side is that, Worthing?" 

"Somebody's trying to take over the government, all right. Well, I don't like it any better than you do." 

Suddenly Noyock felt lost. What the hell was going on? Jazz hadn't been on Capitol in decades, hadn't talked to anyone out of Hop's 
earshot since he got back, and suddenly he seemed deeply into plots and counterplots in the top levels of government. 

Baak sniffed, then sputtered blood. "Dammit, why did you have to be so rough?" 

"Sorry." 

"It isn't a plot to take over the government, Jazz, and you know it. Somebody's already taken over. For eight hundred years or so, I'm 
pretty sure. Some bastard has been giving orders to the Cabinet." 

Jason looked at the man intently. "Who?" he asked. 

"Like I told you, my friend, I don't know. Until recently I didn't even know I was controlled. But I was. The man works through 
intermediaries. Blackmail, bribery, playing off old friendships and enmities --" 

"You're being blackmailed?" Jazz asked. 

"Hardly. Everybody knows every possible scandal about me. Actually I was controlled more subtly. Through an intermediary." 

"Who?" 

"Arran, of course," Farl answered. 

Hop had let go of her when Jazz let Farl lie down. Now she cursed softly and walked toward the bed. "How can you say that, Farl, I've 
been with you since --" 

"I didn't say you knew it, did I?" Baak waved her away. "Somebody keep the woman from interrupting. You know how it is, Jazz. You 
were born in Capitol. I came here from -- well, it doesn't matter. Nowhere. There are certain social circles. Certain groups that dominate 
the lifeloops, that go to the same parties, that share all the interesting gossip. When I got to this somec level I began to think I belonged 
in those groups. But I was provincial, a boor. Utterly without manners. It was quite a coup when Arran let me into her life -- the 
unlooped life -- and started bringing me to parties, helping me learn what to do, what to say. For fifty wakings, now, I've listened to that 
group debate the great questions of the day -- which is a laugh, since the great questions rarely come more than once in a century -- and 
there was definitely an 'in' opinion and an 'out' opinion. I admit to you that I invariably voted with the ins. It got me a reputation for 
wisdom. Arran, here -- she decides what the in opinion is to be." 
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"Ridiculous," Arran said. "I just think what I think." 

"I traced it. I wish I could trace it further, but you were so obviously innocent of the plot that I didn't want to discover any --" 

"Damn right I'm innocent," Arran interrupted. 

"Jason, every single Cabinet minster is controlled some way or another. I didn't even discover it on my own. I was told. By a friend who 
shall remain nameless." 

"You mean Shimon Rapth," Jazz said. 

Forgetting his nose, Baak sat upright. "If you already know so damn much why did you come in and break my nose!" 

"What did Rapth tell you, Farl?" 

"Just what I told you. That the Cabinet is being controlled." 

"And you nobly decided to try to put a stop to it by killing me." 

"No, Worthing, not at all. I don't give a damn who controls the government. What I care about is who controls the somec --" 

And then the conversation ended, because a half-dozen guards broke into the room, armed with lasers and ready to kill. Three of them 
took Jason and held him. Only one of them bothered to restrain Hop. Hop was a little offended at how little they feared him. Oh well. 

"If you men worked for me," Jazz said, "I'd fire you all. He pushed the button ten minutes ago, and had to stall me this long." 

Farl only set his lips and got up to get something to staunch the nosebleed. Arran also moved. She headed straight for Jason, who knew 
what was coming but couldn't do anything about it. She brought her knee up sharply into his groin. Jason cried out and went slack for a 
moment in the guard's arms. Then he pulled himself upright and she did it again, even harder. This time Hop cried out, too, and Farl said 
from the kitchen, where he was dampening a cloth, "That's enough, Arran." The Cabinet minister came back into the room with the cloth 
pressed to his nose. "Too bad you came along with Worthing on this one, Hop," he said. "We've had some pleasant dealings in the past, 
but this time Jazz is going to die, and I'm really not very afraid of the record on your ship, if there is one, Worthing." 

Jazz didn't answer. He was still in pain from Arran's blows. 

"Jason Worthing isn't a traitor, Baak," Noyock said. 

"Oh, heavens, of course not," Baak answered. "How could I think such a thing? Listen, Noyock, how would you feel if you knew that 
somebody was getting payoffs to promote wealthy people to have high somec levels on merit -- men and women who obviouslyhave no 
merit?" 

"I'd kill the bastard. But Jazz hasn't even been on Capitol in forty years!" 

"People are getting those promotions, Hop. Somebody's controlling the somec review board the same way they're controlling the 
Cabinet. And Jazz Worthing is involved. Do you want to see the proof? I'd love to show you." Farl Baak walked to a looper -- one of the 
incredibly expensive home models -- and slipped in a loop. Immediately on a small viewing stage a half-size replica of Jason Worthing 
stood in full starpilot's uniform. Baak punched the start button and adjusted the volume. 

"Fellow soldiers of the Empire," the holocene of Jazz began, and the speech went on, an eloquent reminder of all the ways that the troops 
and the fleets had been trodden on and ignored by those in high places in the government. The speech, if played before soldiers, would 
have had them ready to tear apart the entire civil service after only ten minutes. And then the holo of Jason Worthing dropped its voice 
and said, "But, brothers, none of this amounts to anything. It amounts to nothing at all. You haven't suffered a bit, compared to this one 
outrage: 

"You are not on somec, my friends. 

"Except when they dump you in the belly of a ship and send you off to die in some forgotten colony, somec never reaches the common 
soldier. These friends of ours in the civil service scramble in their petty departmental squabbles in order to get five years, ten years, 
twenty years on somec at a time. What do you get? How long does a soldier live? 
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"In this Empire there are men and women who live forever! And you -- if you're lucky, you'll see a century. And you'll spend the last 
fifty years of it on a pension that isn't enough to buy a bottle once a month." And so on. Until any soldier seeing it would be ready to kill 
anyone who kept him from somec. And the speech ended when Jason Worthing raised both hands above his head and cried out, "But 
there's one man -- no, not me -- one man who can stop this, one man who can give you eternal life, if you'll only help him, if you'll only 
reach out with him and strike down the vipers who strangle you! And that man is here with me today!" 

The holo of Jason Worthing turned and extended an arm, waiting for someone to appear. 

And then the loop ended. 

They all sat around the room in silence. Arran looked at Jason Worthing with loathing. Baak glanced at both the starpilot and his agent 
with an amused half-smile. Jason looked at Hop. Hop looked at Jason. "Jason, you're a bastard," Hop said. 

Part II 
Chapter Four 

"The loop is a fake, Hop," Jazz said, with feeling. 

Baak chuckled. "Should we enlarge the image for you? Show you the fingerprints? It's no fake. Jason Worthing is up to his ears in a plot 
to help someone -- this mysterious person who controls the Cabinet -- take over somec, and with it the government, not in the subtle way 
he now controls it, but openly, overtly, taking the reins of power himself. And I don't think I'm the only one who objects to someone 
playing around with my somec. I like the thought of being immortal. So does everybody else." 

Jason said again, now sounding more tired. "The loop is a fraud." 

Hop shook his head. "You can't fake a loop, Jazz. I know you. And that was you." 

"You know me, but you don't know what that loop means," Jazz insisted. 

Baak swung himself off the bed again, where he had reclined during the playback of the loop, and walked over to Jason. "Actually, Jazz, 
Arran's little cup didn't contain enough to kill you. Remember, the ritual she offered you required only a little sip. It would have put you 
to sleep long enough for us to get you here, where I can find out from you the one thing that nobody knows right now." 

"I don't know anything that you don't know," Jason said wearily. 

"You know one thing, Jazz. You know who is supposed to walk out when you hold out your arm in that loop. You know who our enemy 
is." 

Jason shook his head. 

"Don't worry, Jason. We don't expect you to volunteer the information. When the probe gets through with you, you'll have so little mind 
left that you won't even notice when we kill you." Baak waved to the guards and they pulled Jason out of the room. 

Before the door slid closed behind them, though, Jason called out, "Don't believe it, Hop!" Then silence. 

Farl Baak looked at Hop with raised eyebrows. "He must value your opinion very highly, Mr. Noyock, to want so badly for you to deny 
the evidence of your own eyes." 

"Maybe," Hop said. 

"Now we have a problem, Hop. What to do with you. You're a witness, unfortunately, and there could be serious legal repercussions to 
what happened today. Shimon Rapth and I have a lot left to accomplish, even after we find out from your ex-client who our enemy is." 

"My enemy, too," Hop said. 

"I'm glad you feel that way. Unfortunately, Hop, there's always the risk that you might suddenly feel a rush of loyalty to the bastard 
whom you've served so well during the last few centuries, and we can't afford to have you wandering around, able to tell people what 
you know. You understand?" 

"I'd rather you didn't kill me," Hop said, amazed to discover that he could say thatcalmly. Baak laughed. 
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"Kill you! Of course not. You'll just be my guest here for a few days. We aren't animals, Hop. At least we try not to be. Arran will show 
you to your room. Unfortunately, we'll have to lock the door behind you, but that can't be helped. We happen to know that you're a wily 
old devil, and there's a strong risk of you sneaking out if we don't bar the door." Baak laughed again, but it was a friendly laugh, the kind 
of laugh that a good man laughs when he's been worried for days, but now knows that things are going to work out well for him. Hop 
found himself feeling almost at ease. 

Arran led the way down a short hall to another room. It was almost as plush as Farl Baak's own. The guard waited outside as Arran went 
in with him. She touched his arm as he stood surveying his surroundings. 

"Hop, I'm sorry I almost killed you there in the hiding place. I was fighting for my life." 

"All in a day's work," Hop said. "You aren't the first." 

"What I'm saying, Hop, is that we were both forced into doing things we usually wouldn't do. By Worthing. I don't think we have to hate 
each other." 

"Are you looping this?" Hop asked. 

"No," she said, looking a little angry. 

"Well, I am," he said, and smiled. "I have an exclusive. I'll give it to you for your birthday." 

She smiled back. "I was never born. Friends?" 

Noyock shook his head. "Let's just say, temporarily not trying to kill each other. Let me decide what to believe about Jazz." 

She looked ceilingward, but turned to leave. As she did, it occurred to Noyock that these people were basically decent. But, he reminded 
himself, they were also dangerous. (Never trust a woman who knows where to kick, my father always told me.) 

"Can I ask you a question," he said. 

She turned and faced him, and waited. 

"What is a probe? What will it do to him?" 

She shook her head. "It's fairly new and completely illegal and I don't know much about it. A scientist who is with us invented it." 

"Who is us?" 

"Just a few of us who believe that somec should be shared fairly. According to law. And this may not sound very plausible, coming from 
me, but we think it should be given only by merit. Not for money at all." 

"Damned stupid idea," Noyock said. "I'd be dead now if that were the system when I came up out of the slime." 

"Well, there are some advantages to the system now, that's true. But the main thing is that we've got to stop this man, whoever he is, 
from getting control of the Sleephouse. He'd have us all, then." 

"So it boils down to self-preservation, in the end." 

"Who said it didn't?" she retorted. "But you may be surprised to learn that sometimes even the rich and famous have consciences." 

"Jazz Worthing has a conscience, too," Hop mused. 

She laughed at him. 

"I know him," Hop said. "You don't. Something doesn't fit in all this." 

"Well, you believe what you want, Hop. All I know about Jazz Worthing is that he's sadistic and a traitor to humanity. Sorry if you like 
him, but when the probe finds out who the enemy is --" 
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"Jason won't tell it. He can take more pain than --" 

"It isn't pain --" 

"He's immune to drugs -- they do that the week they enter the Service --" 

"It's not drugs, either. The inventor told me that it's like bright, dazzling lights that suddenly come and go from many directions. Only 
instead of lights, it's brain waves, like the recorders in the Sleephouse. It's like pouring different mindsets into your brain, distracting you, 
driving you crazy, breaking down all will to resist. You tell anything. You respond to anything. It's just too many surprises inside your 
own head." 

"And does anybody recover?" 

"We're not altogether sure. We've only used it a few times, and nobody has, if they stayed under for very long. If Jazz Worthing resists 
for very long at all, then he'll lose his mind." She patted Noyock's arm. "Think of it this way. Your friend won't even notice when he's 
killed." 

"Thanks a lot." 

"Sorry, old man." It didn't even sound like an obscenity when she said it. She left, and the door was locked behind her. 

Hop went to the bed and lay down. The probe worked by surprise. It really would have a tough go with Jason Worthing, then -- Hop 
couldn't remember ever seeing Jazz surprised at all. It was the same in all the loops -- whatever the enemy did, Jazz always seemed to 
know just a hair in advance. He always spotted the ambush at the last moment. It made for great loops. 

Even today. Even last night. Jazz had known the drink was drugged. He even seemed to know without asking -- 

Hop got up and turned on the loop recorder's playback. It was an excellent model, and the figures were almost a quarter size -- excellent 
for a portable. It started with the duel. Hop jumped it forward. The crowd, panicking. Jazz picking up Arran. Knocking Kapock aside. 
Hop stopping to pound Kapock into the ground, then following Jazz to the exit. 

Noyock watched closely, then. He tried to see when Jazz heard the answer from Arran about where the hiding place was. He couldn't 
find it. 

Breaking down the door. The library, and Jazz throwing Arran down and breaking her rib. Then. It had to be right then, and Hop took the 
action at tenth-speed, volume on full, close-up on the two heads, now larger than life-size. Jason, incredibly slowly, saying, "Where's the 
door?" Hop moved around, stared at Arran's lips. 

They did not move. She was nearly unconscious. She did not make a sound at all. 

He shifted back to normal size when the holo showed Jazz walking away, straight to the two books. The door opened as Jazz pulled on 
something. 

Arran hadn't told him a thing. Hop sat, numbed, as the loop went on; turned down the volume when it became annoying; flipped off the 
machine when it finally stopped. Jazz knew things that hadn't been told to him. The only place he could have found out about that door 
was from Arran's mind. 

(Be reasonable. If Jazz really is a traitor, he'd have sources of information.) 

But he knew other things. The poison in the glass. How could he have learned about that forty years ago, before he left? And Hop knew 
for a fact that Jazz found out nothingafter he came back to the planet. Unless he found it out in the ship before he disembarked. He might 
have.... 

Jazz as a traitor or Jazz as a Swipe. If I can choose between them, Hop told himself, I'd rather he were a traitor. 

Or would I? Hop remembered all his association with Jazz, from the beginning. The young starpilot, eager, enthusiastic, itching for 
battle. That couldn't have been an act. And what change had there been since then? A gradual maturing. There was no time that Jazz 
seemed to show any change at all. When did he turn traitor? When did he start to plot? Noyock couldn't believe it. 

But Jason Worthing a Swipe? That was even harder to believe. But the glass, the door, the inside information he seemed to pluck from 
midair. Even the battle with Kapock, seeming to know every motion before he made it. 
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And Jazz had even told him he was a Swipe. Noyock had assumed he was joking. Wasn't he? 

Back and forth, back and forth, like a tennis duel, Noyock thought, and eventually he slept. 

He awakened to the sound of the door opening. His first thought: they've come for me. He stiffened on the bed, prepared to struggle, 
though he didn't know what he could hope to accomplish. 

But the hands that touched him were gentle. Insistent, but gentle. And the voice saying, "Hop, wake up," was Arran's. 

"Is it morning already?" he asked. 

"Shut up. Come with me, fast. Don't talk." 

She sounded frightened out of her wits. Hop got up and followed her as she led him out into the hall and through a large meeting-room. 
She stopped only long enough to say, in a barely audible whisper, "Do you know how to kill an armed man?" 

"Sometimes," Hop answered, wondering if he still remembered how. It was one thing to take Fritz Kapock from behind by surprise -- 
quite another to face a man who was pointing a cockle at you. 

"Now's the time," she said. She pushed a button and a door slid open. A guard was standing on the other side, already turning to see why 
the door behind him was opening. There was a laser in his hand. Hop didn't stop to wonder why Arran was having him kill one of the 
men on her side. He just let the reflexes from his boyhood take over. 

He finished with the guard by breaking his neck. In retrospect, Hop had the sickening knowledge that he had won only be a hair. Oh 
well, he thought. Better close than not at all. Still, when this was over, he'd have to lose weight. Get back in shape. This could kill him. 

"Come here!" Arran hissed at him, and he came. 

"What's going on?" he asked. 

"There's no time." He followed her down the corridor. They went into a bathroom and closed and locked the door. 

"Who's chasing you?" Hop asked. 

"We only have a couple of seconds," she said. "In the shower, the ceiling light. Can you reach it?" 

He could reach it. She told him to push it. It gave fairly easily, then swung back, out of the way. Arran immediately stepped into the 
shower and reached for the opening. Hop helped her up. When she was through the trap, she hissed down at him, "Come on up, quickly, 
they'll be here any minute, and I don't know how many people know about this way." 

But Hop didn't go into the trap door. Instead he stepped to the bathroom door and unlocked it. 

"Hop, don't!" she hissed, frightened. But he didn't leave. He just left the door unlocked and climbed back into the shower and, with a 
great deal of difficulty hoisted himself up into the opening in the ceiling. Once there, it was hard to find a way to get his legs up through 
the opening. He could hear shouting down the corridor the way they had come. Arran heard it, too, and started pulling and tugging at 
him. "You're not helping one damn little bit," Hop said impatiently, and she left him alone as he finally got his weight up far enough to 
let him turn around and pull his legs up. 

The moment he was clear, sweating and panting from the exertion, Arran pushed down the trap. Now an innocent-looking lighting 
fixture hung over the shower again. 

"Why did you unlock the door!" she whispered angrily. 

"Because a bathroom door locked from the inside with nobody in there is an advertisement that there's another way out." 

Worklights here and there provided a dim light, and soon they could both see -- a little. The crawlspace they were in was only a meter 
and a half high -- neither of them could stand up. Structural beams were hard to tell from air conduits, wiring frames, and exhaust shafts. 
Hop leaned over from the catwalk they were sitting on and pushed on a ceiling tile. It gave easily. 

"We can only walk on beams and catwalks," he said. 
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"Wonderful. Do you know your way around in here?" she asked. 

He shrugged. "Not right here, anyway. Capitol isn't the same anywhere. Nobody planned the remodeling over the last few thousand 
years. Good luck to us. Now will you tell me who the hell we're running from?" 

She nodded. But Hop noticed that she was breathing too heavily, and her hands were trembling. She didn't say anything. 

"What's wrong?" 

She just shook her head and started to cry. Hop had seen her cry several times before, in pain, for effect, a play for sympathy. But this 
looked like real honest-to-goodness little-girl tears. Nothing controlled. She wasn't even beautiful or seductive as she cried. Her fans 
would be shocked. Hop reached over and touched her arm. A little human contact, he decided, might help. It didn't. She recoiled, turned 
away from him. 

"Go ahead and cry, then," he said. "Just do it quietly." 

"I am, dammit," she said. "Farl is dead." 

And that explained it, at least well enough for Hop, well enough for right now. Farl Baak was the one relationship that Arran Handully 
had never looped; therefore it wasn't for sale to the public; therefore it must be real. And now he was dead, and her grief was also real. 

"I'm sorry," Hop said. 

She nodded, acknowledging his sympathy, and began to get control of herself. "Sorry," she finally said. "Sometimes things actually 
happen that aren't in the day's scenario." 

"Yeah. I'll spill a few tears for you sometime and we'll be even." 

"Don't hurry," she said, and managed a faint smile. "From now on I promise to cope. I don't know where to go now, you know. I knew 
how to get here, but from here I have no idea." 

"Who killed him?" 

"A man, just one of the guards. I didn't know him. I went to watch the -- questioning. With the probe. I couldn't believe it, Hop. Jazz 
Worthing lasted an hour and a half. No one has lasted fifteen minutes. An hour and a half. It was terrible. Like waiting for a deal to close 
in the other room, you know at first that it'll be simple, but when it takes longer, and longer, and longer, you begin to think that it's gone 
sour, that it'll never happen." 

"But he finally broke?" Hop asked, not sure whether he was glad that Jazz had held out so long (the bastard traitor) or sick that he had 
suffered so much (I like him anyway, dammit). 

"Yes. I was near the door. That's why I'm alive. The moment he named the man, the cockles went off, just like that. Farl didn't have a 
chance. Dead on the spot. A few others, too. As if it had been planned." 

"But who was it? Who did Jazz name?" 

"Didn't I tell you? Shimon Rapth." 

Hop didn't know him, but remembered -- "Hey, wasn't he the guy who was helping Baak figure all this stuff out?" 

She nodded, and a flash of hatred crossed her face. "Looks like he was just trying to find out who his opposition would be. The guards 
were all his men, of course. They'll be rounding up the whole group, there are at least a hundred of us, maybe more --" 

"You mean Jazz Worthing was working for this Shimon Rapth?" 

"Looks like it, doesn't it?" 

"But -- that's impossible, I never even heard of him before. And why would he let them put Jazz through the probe, drive him insane like 
that --" 
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She shrugged. "Get rid of a possible future competitor, maybe. I don't know. I just ran." 

"Why'd you come to me?" 

"Farl was dead. I didn't trust anybody else in the group. I could have come here alone, I guess." 

"I'm glad you didn't," Hop said. And then he got up -- as far as he could, since the floor of the room above kept him from standing 
straight. He took Arran's hand. "Hang on. Let's not get separated in the dark. But if I suddenly fall down a hole, let go." 

"Where are we going?" 

"I told you, I don't know this area. I was born and raised -- if you can call it raising -- in the bottom levels of the stinkingest borough of 
Orem district, and we'd go into the crawlspace all the time. The only way we could stay out of reach of the constables and Mother's Little 
Boys." 

"Then there might be criminals here?" 

"In this district?" Hop chuckled as they walked gingerly along the catwalk. "In this district all we'll meet is dust. Every district is 
absolutely sealed off from every other. Including the crawlspace." 

"Oh," she said. They came to a ladder. Hop leaned on it, looked up. He could see light above -- dim, but light. 

"Up," he said. "You first." 

She started to climb. When they got to the next level up, she stopped. 

"What're you stopping for?" he asked. 

"Don't we get off here?" 

"No, of course not. Do you think we'd ditch them by just changing floors? If they're serious about rounding up everybody from your little 
group, they'll seal off this whole district. Check anybody coming and going, and spot you the first time you use your credit card. We've 
got get out of this district." 

"But you said they were all sealed off --" 

"Just keep climbing. There's a way out, and it's up. This ladder's part of the exhaust system, and the exhaust system leads to the surface." 

"And what then?" 

"Maybe we'll think of something on the way." 

And so they climbed. Following the exhaust vents meant hours of squeezing through narrow spaces, climbing ladders to dizzying heights 
before the great vents leveled off again, bellying through inches of dust in foot-high crawlspace. They were filthy and exhausted a few 
minutes after they started. They stopped three times to rest. Once they stayed long enough to sleep. And then they came to a place where 
huge steel girders stretched above them, and the vents plunged suddenly upward to a heavily girdered metal ceiling. For the first time, 
except on the ladders, they could stand up straight. 

Arran looked around. The light was still dim, but it was obvious the space around them was huge -- much larger than any hall they had 
ever been in, and interrupted only by the rising vents and the huge steel shafts that apparently supported the roof. 

"It looks very strong," Arran said. 

"You should see it where the ships cradle. Makes this look like foil." 

"What's outside?" 

"We'll soon see," Hop said. "Better lie down and rest again. The next part's going to be hard." 
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"As if it had been easy up to now," Arran said, lying down willingly enough. They lay on a large vent, and the rush of air pouring 
through it made the surface vibrate. "I heard," Arran said, after a while, "that you can't breathe the air out there." 

"A myth," said Hop. "You can breathe it. You just can't breathe it for very long." 

"What'll we do?" 

"We'll go along here until we find the end of the district. The sealed-off wall. Then we'll go up the nearest vent and try to get across to a 
vent on the other side of the barrier. The air isn't really dangerous. The real danger is the sun." 

Of course Arran knew what the sun was. It was the nearest star, and the source of all of Capitol's energy. She had never seen it. "Why is 
the sun dangerous?" she asked. 

"You'll see," he said. "I can't describe it -- just don't look at it! And whatever you do, don't let go of my hand. If the sun isn't up we're 
coming right back. At night we'd probably freeze to death in the winds and get lost to boot. So we'll wait for sunlight." 

Silence for a few moments, and then Arran laughed softly. "Funny. I never think of Capitol as having winds. Just drafts. Just little 
breezes from the vents. Capitol is a planet after all." 

"The surface is the worst desert you'll ever find, though. Any interference with our food supply or energy sources, and it'd be a desert 
down below, too. Sleep." 

They both slept. When Hop woke, Arran wasn't beside him. He got up quickly, looked into the dimly-lighted distance for her. She wasn't 
too far away -- sitting at the edge of the huge exhaust duct they had slept on, off toward the ladder they had climbed to reach it. Hop 
walked toward her. His steps were muffled by dust and the distance of the walls -- no echoes here. But she heard him a few steps off, and 
turned to look at him. Wordlessly she waited until he came to the edge and sat down beside her. 

"A long way down," he said. She nodded. "Ever been this close to the surface?" he asked. 

She shook her head. "I woke just now without a toothbrush," she said. "I couldn't bathe. I couldn't go to the wardrobe and choose what I 
would wear for the day. Nobody's coming to call." 

"You've got problems," Hop said. "I've already missed about fifteen appointments, and Jazz's latest tape isn't ready for distribution. It's 
costing me about a thousand a minute just to sit here." 

"What will we do, even when we get to another district?" 

"You're asking me?" 

"We can't use our credit cards. They'd track us down in a moment." 

Hop shrugged. "Maybe they aren't looking for me. Maybe I can use mine." 

"And maybe not." 

Suddenly there was an abrupt change of pitch in the hum of the air passing under them. "What was that?" asked Arran. 

"Maybe eight thousand people flushed their toilets all at once in this district. Maybe fifteen thousand people turned their thermostats. 
Maybe there's a fire." 

"I wonder what Capitol looked like before," Arran mused. 

"That's a strange thing to wonder." 

"Is it? But there must have been a time before men came here. What did the first colonists see?" 

Hop laughed. "A virgin world, ready for raping." 

"Or perhaps a home." 
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"What is this, a lifeloop? Nobody talks about home in a real life," Hop said. 

"Nobody talks about home in lifeloops, Hop," she said, a little annoyed. "Nobody has used the word in thousands of years. But we keep 
it in the language. Why?" 

Hop shrugged. "Everybody says, 'I'm going home'." 

"But nobody says, 'This is my home. Come in.' We live in flats. We walk through corridors. We travel in tubes. What would it be like 
to live out under the sky?" 

"I hear there are bugs." 

"A huge park." 

"Well," Hop said, "that's your solution. Go to a colony. Get on a colony ship, and your troubles are over." 

Arran turned to him, horrified. "And go off somec? Are you crazy? I'd rather die." 

She got up and walked back toward where they had slept, and Hop joined her. They looked around at the two patches where the dust had 
been largely cleared away by their sleep. "Nobody's ever going to believe this," Hop said. "Here I was, alone with Arran Handully for 
hours on end. We slept together, and not only did I not try to make love, lady, I didn't even have my loop recorder going." 

"Thank God." 

"Let's go." 

They went to the opposite end of the duct, where it turned a ninety-degree angle and shot upward to the distant ceiling. A thin, spidery 
ladder crept up the shaft. They both stood and looked upward for a few moments, and then Arran said, "Me first?" 

"Yeah. Try not to fall." 

"Just don't tickle my feet." 

And they began to climb. Their muscles were still cold from sleep; at first they climbed awkwardly, slowly, carefully. After a short 
while, though, they settled into a rather quick rhythm, hand-foot-hand-foot, the motion carrying them endlessly upward. Once Arran 
spoke, saying, "How many kilometers to go?" The speech broke her rhythm, and she missed a step, and for a mad moment she felt 
herself fall. But her hands never left the side shafts of the ladder, and her foot caught on the next rung down. From then on neither of 
them spoke. 

At last the rhythm slowed down again. There are only so many rungs of a ladder that untrained, weary bodies can climb. "Stop," Hop 
said. Arran took a few more steps and came to a halt. 

"Tired?" Hop asked. 

"Are you?" 

"I think maybe yes." 

"Can we rest?" 

"Sure. Just lean back and doze off." 

"Laugh laugh. I'm too tired to be amused." 

"Keep on going." 

It was not long after that, though, that they reached their destination. It was a small platform built onto the side of the duct. The ladder 
kept going up, but Hop told Arran to climb up only a little way and stop. She did, and Hop stepped onto the ledge. There was only one 
handhold, beside a door that was too short to use comfortably. It was latched shut, and a wheel had closed the seal. 



127 
 

Arran climbed back down until she was even with the ledge. "How do we know we can get out of the vent?" 

"We don't. But I'm betting that Capitol's surface arrangement is the same everywhere. And even though I was raised on the other side of 
the world, I'm betting that I can get through the screens the way I used to." 

"And what if there isn't a vent down to the other district?" 

"They channel all the exhaust vents from the same prefecture into the same general area, so that other areas can be kept relatively clear of 
smoke. I say relatively, of course, because it gets pretty smoky. Now on the other side of the door the air is pure poison. All that comes 
out here is the absolute crap that the filters couldn't clean and recirculate. Poison means don't breathe." 

"How long?" 

"Till you get out of the duct. So take a good big breath before you go in here. And don't look down in the shaft. If you think it's bad here 
in the dim worklights, you ought to see how it looks with all the fires of hell sending smoke up a sunlit shaft." 

"What if the sun isn't up?" 

"Then we go back down and wait." 

Arran cursed. "I hope the sun is up," she said. 

"All right, count to ten after I go through. Then hold your breath and come through. There'll be a ladder on the other side of this door. 
Stay on the ledge on the other side just long enough to close the door. We don't want to set off any alarms." 

"Got it. Now let's hurry," she said. 

"Let me have time to psych myself up, all right? Do a chicken middle-aged man a favor." Hop stood and counted to fifty, wondering why 
the hell he was counting. Then he took hold of the wheel and spun it until the seal was opened. A thin trail of smoke came in around the 
edges of the door. Hop flipped the two latches. The door slowly swung open, inward, and the smoke jumbled through the opening, 
falling mysteriously down toward the deep darkness they had climbed from. Through the door, sunlight made the smoke brightly gray, 
with black wisps here and there. Arran was immediately aware of a revolting stench. She looked at Hop with a disgusted expression, and 
Hop grinned back, took a deep breath, and swung through. She could hear the faint sound of his feet on the ladder. 

Carefully, she stepped onto the ledge, took a deep breath, and then ducked into the smoke and passed through the door. She reached over 
and swung the door shut fastening only one latch (good enough for what we need, she decided) and then began to climb. She could 
hardly keep her eyes open -- the smoke stung terribly, and tears flowed. I'm not even acting, she said in her mind. Tears without acting; 
pain without pretense. What an education in theater I've been getting these last few days. 

She scrambled on up the ladder and suddenly bumped into something with her head. It was Noyock, and she wondered what the hell he 
has stopped for. But a moment later, she heard a clanking sound, and Noyock was up and out of the way. 

As she came out, almost totally blind from the smoke, she felt Noyock's hands on her shoulder, helping guide her. A moment later she 
was standing on the surface. 

"Breathe now, but stay low," Hop ordered, and Arran breathed, then coughed. They were not in the thick smoke of the vent, but the 
atmosphere itself was thick as shower fog, and smelled hideous. She could open her eyes a little more now, however, and she watched as 
Hop swung the screen back down and latched it. 

"Hold my hand," Hop said, taking her and starting to pull her along. "And stay low." 

She noticed her feet were hot. "My feet are hot," she said. 

"Be glad you're wearing shoes," Hop answered. 

There was a constant breeze coming from the right. Abruptly the breeze turned into a tremendous gust that for a moment lifted them both 
off their feet. Hop landed standing; Arran did not. She skidded along the surface of the metal, knees and one hand holding her up, and 
Noyock hung onto the other hand and tried to keep her from sliding. The gust abated as quickly as it had come, and Noyock yanked 
Arran to her feet. She was gasping from the heat of the metal on her hand and knees, the scraping the metal seams had given her. 
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Just behind the gust, the air cleared noticeably. Suddenly the bright gray sky turned white, and the metal dazzled in sunlight. It 
completely blinded Arran. She closed her eyes, and tried to keep her balance as Noyock dragged her along. The heat of the sun on her 
head was intense; and then, just as quickly as the air had cleared, the smoke closed over them again, and Arran could open her eyes. She 
touched her hand to her hair -- it was scalding hot. 

And then they were at another exhaust vent, the smoke pouring up darkly. Noyock took Arran's hand and made her hold onto the mesh of 
the vent. "Hang on and don't put your head in the smoke," he shouted, and just then the wind came up, blowing the smoke mostly away 
from them, but almost tearing Arran's hand away from the screen. Noyock hung on with one hand, while with the other he fiddled with 
the latch. Just as the gust died, he tossed the door open. 

"Count to ten, take a deep breath, and follow me!" he shouted, and Arran nodded. Then Noyock disappeared down into the smoke. 

I'm too tired, Arran thought. Her feet were burning hot from the metal; her eyes were in agony from the smoke of the atmosphere; her 
knees and hand hurt terribly; and her side, where the ribs hadn't had a chance to heal properly, ached deeply. Worst of all was the 
exhaustion, and she wondered why she was trying. 

Can't think that way, she told herself, as she swung over the edge and began to climb down the ladder. But as she descended she thought 
of how restful it would be just to lean back into the smoke, falling out of sight into soft oblivion. She began to speed up her descent, 
stepping every other rung, her hands only skimming the sideshafts of the ladder. 

"Arran!" somebody called from above her. "Arran, you passed me! Come back up!" 

Air, she thought. I need air very badly. 

"Arran, just five meters up. Climb up." 

Have I stopped? I stopped. I must have stopped when he called me. 

"Move, before you have to breathe! Move!" 

I'm moving, aren't I? Aren't I still climbing? 

"Can't you hear me? I've got the door open here! Just a few meters up." 

Dammit, I'm climbing. I need air. 

"Lift your right foot and put it on the next run." 

Foot. Yes. 

"Come on, now the left foot! That's it, keep coming." And slowly Arran climbed up to where a strong hand grabbed her arm, pulled her 
slowly to the right. She couldn't see in the smoke. Who was it? She brought her face close to him. Noyock. Ah, yes. She opened her 
mouth to speak to him, took a deep breath, and then began to cough violently. Someone -- must be Noyock -- pulled her through a door, 
forced her hands to hold a thin handrail. Couldn't hold the handrail, she decided. Had to cover her mouth as she coughed. Impolite not to 
cover your mouth when you cough. 

Inhale again? Clean. She sighed. Her lungs still stung, and her head ached painfully. She was flat against a metal wall, covering her 
mouth with her hands. Behind her she could feel Noyock's body, and arms around her on both sides, holding the handrail, keeping her 
from falling backward. She opened her eyes. They still smarted, but she could see. Beside them, an open door still let smoke pour into 
the dimly-lighted interior of the space under the ceiling. 

"I won't go in there," she said. 

"You don't have to. You just came out." 

"I did?" Oh, yes, I did. "Am I safe?" 

"You are if you'll only take hold of the handrail. I've got to close the door before the smoke alarms go off. Do you have it?" 

"Yes." 



129 
 

"Both hands." 

"God it." 

Noyock inched away from her and reached through, closed the door, spun the seal, latched the latches. 

"How are you feeling?" he asked Arran. 

"Really sick. My head aches." 

"You breathed in the exhaust duct." 

"Did I? Dumb. Dumb, that's all." 

"Dead tired, that's all. But we've got to go down before you can rest. All right?" 

"I don't want to go anywhere." 

"You're going to, though." 

And so he helped her to the ladder, and this time they went down virtually together, Noyock's feet only a few rungs below hers, so that 
his head was at the level of her waist as they slowly descended the ladder. 

It took forever. 

"Stay awake," he kept telling her. 

"Sure," she kept answering. And finally something changed, and he wasn't behind her, and then his hands lifted her off the ladder and 
laid her gently down on the heating duct. 

She woke in near darkness, the air cool and musty, but clean compared to the atmosphere outside. Her head still ached, her knees 
smarted, and her eyes were dully tired as she opened them. But she was breathing, and felt better. Than what? Than she thought she 
should. 

"Awake?" 

"Alive. I didn't worry about anything else." 

"Head?" 

"Aches. But I can breathe." 

"Hungry?" 

She hadn't thought of it until he asked. "I could eat a person." 

"I'll stand back." 

"What are we going to do?" 

"Get something to eat. Stay here." 

"I'm coming with you," she insisted, trying to get up. But a pain shot through her from her head down her spine and she changed her 
mind. "I'll keep the home fires burning," she said. After he left, the darkness became overwhelming and she slept again. 

"It's morning," a cheerful male voice said, and for a moment Arran was confused, and began speaking in character. "Morning, already? 
How can it be morning, and we just barely went to bed?" Her voice was seductive. But when she rolled onto her side (enhances cleavage, 
her manager had always reminded her) she realized she was dressed, and on a hard metal surface; more important, she was stiff and sore, 
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with a headache. But the worst of the pain was dissipated while she slept. Noyock leaned over her, holding a bag of ragaway and another 
bag, this one cold and filled with -- "What?" 

"Milk." 

"Do they still make that?" 

"The only place I could make a pull was in a school lunch room." 

She nodded, and he helped her sit up. "It's hard to believe I worked that hard," she said, "and there wasn't even a loop on it." 

Hop laughed and looked around as she put her mouth to the nipple on the milkbag and drank a little. He walked away as she ate the 
ragaway, and didn't return until after she had finished and was lying on her back, looking up into the darkness. 

His footsteps were muffled by dust, of course, but she heard him long before he arrived. "How do you feel?" he asked softly. 

"I feel like getting the hell out of here," she said. 

"Which brings us to the next item of business," Hop said. "I'm pretty good at pulling a living out of Capitol without a credit card -- but 
you get pretty damn hungry that way, and you're competing with a lot of other people." 

"Thieves? I never knew there were thieves --" 

"At your level? Not many. Thieves can only afford to prey on the poor, Arran. The rich have Mother's Little Boys to protect them. The 
thieves have to live in the walls of the foulest boroughs. And I learned my trade in childhood -- I doubt you'd catch on fast enough to 
keep from getting caught on one of your first pulls." 

Arran smiled wanly. "It didn't occur to me that if I couldn't live honestly, I'd actually have to live dishonestly." 

"There's another alternative," Hop said. "You could hook." 

"Hook?" 

"Whore." 

"Oh my. Not even looped, I assume?" 

"It pays very badly. And I'm not in love with the idea of being a pimp." 

Arran laughed. "Do it on a loop in front of billions of eyes and it's an art. Do it in a dirty little room with no audience and it's a filthy 
career." 

"If it's any consolation, I'd see to it the room was clean." 

Arran shook her head. "If it's the only way. But Hop, that's the part of my job I hated worst. Do you realize that in four hundred years the 
only time I ever made love as to Farl? And he even preferred little boys." 

"Well, you know that leaves us with only two other alternatives. One is to turn ourselves in." 

"Throw ourselves on the mercy of the court." 

"Not renowned for being particularly clement, especially when someone in a position of power has a vested interest in a guilty verdict. 
The other alternative, Arran, won't sound much better. The colonies." 

"Are you joking?" 

"Was it funny?" 

They sat in silence, Hop making little balls of dust by allowing the last dregs of milk from Arran's milkbag to drip slowly out. 
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"You can't take any money into the colonies, can you?" Arran asked. 

"You can't take somec, either, which is more to the point," Hop said. 

"But what would you do when things got boring?" 

"Stay awake and be bored," Hop answered. "You actually wouldn't lose any real lifespan, of course. Somec doesn't add to your lifespan. 
Just stretches it out over a few centuries." 

"I know, I know. But it means that only three wakings from now, I'd be dead." 

"That is what it means." 

They sat for a while longer, and then Arran slowly got up. "I feel very old right now," she said, trying to make stiff muscles respond. 
"Dance exercises just don't prepare you for climbing kilometers of ladders." 

"Have you made up your mind?" 

"Yes," she said. "But of course that has no bearing on your decision. You can stay alive as a thief." 

"You're going to the colonies, then?" 

Arran shrugged, moved away a little. "I really don't have any other choice." She laughed. "I was getting bored with the life of a looper, 
anyway." 

"Then I'll go with you." 

"To the colonies registrar?" 

"Yes. And then to the colonies. If you don't mind, I'd like to petition to be sent on the same ship with you." 

"But why? You may not even be wanted, Hop. The colonies are like suicide." 

"Whither thou goest, I will go, and whither thou lodgest I will lodge. Thy people shall be my people, and thy god, my god." 

"What in the world did that mean?" 

Hop walked to her, put his arm around her waist, and began leading her in the direction of the nearest ladder down. "My mother was a 
Christian. That's from the Bible." 

"A Christian. How quaint. What world are you from?" 

"Here. Capitol." 

"A Christian on Capitol! How unusual! And what did it mean?" 

"It's from an old story that Mother told us a lot. I got very bored with it. It's about a woman whose sons die and her daughter-in-law still 
won't leave her. She just figured, I suppose, that like it or not their fates were wrapped up together." 

"Do you really think our fates are wrapped up together, Hop?" Arran said, awkwardly, no hint of the famous Arran Handully, Seductress. 

"I'm not a fatalist. I want to go where you're going." 

"So have a hundred billion other men," she said, and now the actress was in her voice again. 

"I always thought you were a disgusting, cheap little tart," Hop said, mildly. 

Arran stiffened, and stopped walking until Hop removed his arm. "Thank you," she said icily. 
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"Watch out for where this duct ends," Hop said, still calm. "It's a long drop." 

"I can see perfectly well," Arran said. 

"I was right, too, you know," Hop said. "That's all you've been for the last few centuries." 

Arran didn't answer. They reached the edge, and Noyock swung easily down to the ladder. Arran followed. 

"A pretty damn good cheap little tart," Noyock added, sounding very casual. "Very well worth the price of admission." 

"Haven't you said enough?" Arran asked. But Noyock couldn't hear the famous Arran Handully anger. Only an unaccustomed tone. On 
another woman, it might be considered well-disguised pain. 

"Have I?" Noyock said. "We get off the ladder here. It's just a step backward onto this catwalk." 

"I can see it." 

"I was just trying to tell you," Noyock said, lifting her down from the ladder by her waist, "that I didn't fall in love with what eight billion 
other men fell in love with." 

"What a freethinker you are," Arran said, and they walked one behind the other along the catwalk. 

"Watch your head," Noyock said, and they ducked as they passed under a floor. Now they had to walk stooped again, and below them 
the ceiling of a borough of flats stretched out for kilometers in either direction, until the dim worklights disappeared entirely in the dust 
and the distance. 

"What I fell in love with," Noyock said, "was the kind of woman who could accept reality and decide to go to the colonies, giving up 
everything, without a qualm." 

"I keep my qualms to myself." 

"Three days ago I never would have believed someone who told me that Arran Handully would be capable of making the roof passage." 

"Neither would I." 

"And now it's discovery time, boys and girls," Hop said, imitating the nasal twang that always came on the daily school broadcasts. 
Arran laughed in spite of herself. 

"What a cheerful sound," Hop said. "We get out here." 

He knelt on the catwalk, reached over, and pulled up a section of ceiling tile. The room below was empty. 

"Don't know how long it'll last," Hop said, "but this room is empty." 

He dropped down through the hole, then helped Arran as she lowered her legs through. "Pull the tile back after you." Awkwardly, she did 
so, and when she was on the floor, Hop jumped up and adjusted it deftly with one swift pass of his hand, so that it set firmly into place. 

"How can we get back in there?" she asked. 

"You come out of the crawlspace through ceilings. You go into the crawlspace through exhaust ducts. What a sheltered childhood you 
must have had. Still want to find the nearest Department of Colonization?" 

Arran nodded, then looked at her filthy clothing. "We look rather conspicuous." 

"Not here," Hop said, and they opened the door and stepped into a corridor. Arran had never seen poverty before -- now she had ample 
opportunity to look. Her clothing was the dirtiest she could see, but there were many shabbier costumes on the grim-faced people who 
passed. No one looked at them. They just threaded their way through the corridors until they reached a main passage. 

Three ramps later, they saw the lighted sign of the Department of Colonization. 
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"Home sweet home," Hop said. 

"Shut up," Arran answered, and they headed for the sign. 

"Chatter!" said a newsboy, with a gossip sheet in his hand. "Buy Chatter." 

Hop brushed him aside, but Arran stopped and took a paper from his hand. 

"Four and a half," said the boy. 

"Wait a minute," said Arran, impatiently, using her can't-you-servants-ever-remember-your-place voice. "Look at this, Hop." 

Hop looked. The item of interest was headlined: "Cabinet Minister Slain in Lover's Quarrel." 

The subhead said, "Shimon Rapth jailed. Says he killed 'for love of Arran Handully'." 

The story went on to tell how Shimon Rapth had confessed to murdering Farl Baak because he had alienated the affections of Arran 
Handully, who was even now secluded in her huge apartments, refusing all visitors. 

"That doesn't look like very accurate reporting, does it?" Hop said. 

"Shimon Rapth is arrested," Arran said. 

"You certainly have distilled the most interesting aspect, haven't you?" Hop said in his most congratulatory tone. "Now pay the boy for 
the paper." 

"I don't have any money. Just a credit card." 

"I take credit cards, ma'am," said the boy. 

"Not hers, you don't," Hop said. "Nor mine, either. So here's your paper and good luck selling it to someone else." 

The boy's curses followed them on their way to the Department of Colonization. 

"If Shimon Rapth isn't the man behind the coup --" 

"He has to be," Arran answered, disturbed. "The probe. Under the probe, Jazz Worthing said --" 

"Jazz Worthing is a man of many gifts. Ignore what he said under the probe. If Shimon Rapth wasn't the man you were out to stop, then 
who is?" 

"Does it matter?" Arran asked. 

"A little bit. It might be a friend of ours. It especially matters because whoever it was, he won." 

"We're here." They went into the reception room. They ignored the advertising and headed straight for the desk. 

"Would you like to register for a colony?" asked the beaming receptionist. 

"We would. An agricultural planet." 

"A bit of the farming blood, eh?" she asked, cheerfully. "We have just the thing, a little planet called Humboldt." 

"Put away Humboldt, lady, and show us something that didn't have to be terraformed." 

A bit miffed, the receptionist pulled out another folder. "Before we go any further, sir and madam, I will have to have your credit cards in 
order to get your aptitudes from the computer. You may not be suited to agricultural work at all." 
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They gave her their credit cards, which she slid into the terminal on her desk. Then they discussed the merits of Cecily, a new colony 112 
light-years away. They were still discussing it when a dozen of Mother's Little Boys came in from all the entrances to the reception area 
and put them under arrest. 

"What for?" Hop demanded. 

"Preventive detention," said the apparent leader of the faceless security men. Hop grimaced at Arran. "That means it's political. Confess 
to everything. It saves time." 

She looked at him with frightened eyes. "Can they do this?" 

"Can you stop them?" Hop asked, and then smiled at her, trying to give her confidence. As if he felt any himself. They were led away -- 
but not out into the corridors. Instead they were taken into a door that said, "Employees Only," and Mother's Little Boys took them 
deeper into the Department of Colonization. 

Chapter Five 

It continues to amaze many people that the Doon Expeditions could have been set up and sent out in utter secrecy, right in the heart of 
Capitol. Those who understand Capitol society, however, find nothing surprising in this. Our present open society has almost nothing in 
common with the authoritarian, byzantine way of life in the corridors of Capitol. Doon, because he controlled the instruments of power -
- the Cabinet, the secret police ("Mother's Little Boys," as they were less-than-affectionately called), the Service, and above all, the 
Sleeproom -- was able to construct, populate, and send a dozen colony ships, filled with the elite of the Empire, to destinations far 
beyond the pale of human settlement. It hardly needs repeating, of course, that the Doon Expeditions, conceived of by one man, and sent 
in spite of an empire, have done more to influence the post-Empire history of humanity than any other single event. 

Solomon Harding, Abner 

Doon: Worldmaker, 6690 

P. 145. 

Hop Noyock was sitting in a tree. His legs dangled from the branch. His hands were touching wood, and a slight breeze tousled his hair. 
Overhead, the imitation sun moved discernibly across the arch of imitation blue sky. 

Below him, the garden was populated with many dozens of men and women, who had been moving aimlessly for the past several hours. 
Enough hours, in fact, that the sun had risen, set, and risen again in its hurried pattern. Hop had gathered very quickly that everyone in 
the overgrown park was one of the conspiracy. Each bit of news was eagerly seized on: this man dead, this woman yet uncaptured, this 
man probably a traitor, this woman seriously injured but accounted for. Hop knew none of the names, except in their more official roles. 
Here and there he recognized the name of an undersecretary of chamberpots or some other such meaningless title. But he personally 
knew no one, except Arran Handully, and he began to appreciate how important she had been in the conspiracy from the fact that 
practically everyone spoke to her and of her with respect. 

But Hop gave up quickly on making any acquaintance. Many had already learned that Jazz Worthing was one of the chief manipulators 
of somec, and though he had been mentally stripped under the probe, Hop Noyock was still his manager -- worse, was not and never had 
been a part of the conspiracy -- and worst of all, still felt that Jazz Worthing was a decent human being and made the mistake of saying 
so. 

And now he sat on a branch of a tree. No one noticed him, because in the corridor society no one was used to looking up. He sat and 
thought, and grew more uncomfortable and miserable the more he thought. 

He remembered Jason, and wondered what had happened to him. 

He remembered that he was a prisoner (but of whom? And what was going to happen?). 

Most of all, however, he thought of Arran. It was childish (and I am several centuries old, he reminded himself) but when suddenly 
Arran was embraced and wept over by so many friends, he felt left out (self-pity, dammit, I haven't let myself feel that in years), he felt 
used. He had been an escape route -- but escape had proved impossible. He had thought himself a friend. Wrong again. 

(I'm as bad as the other billions of gonad-dominated oafs who ogle the holos and dream of Arran Handully. I wish Jazz had broken 
another rib. Damn childish attitude, of course.) 
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And then the milling groups fell still. The sun did not set -- it darkened, and no stars came out. In a short time the entire room was pitch 
dark. Hop wondered idly if this was the first step to execution -- the garden, then darkness, then a gas. But it seemed unlikely. Why plant 
trees when a sterile room was all that was needed? 

The silence, almost palpable when the darkness first came, was gradually nudged aside by whispers. But in the darkness, no one moved, 
and the conversations were soon exhausted. 

Then, suddenly, a light. In the middle of the lake. A man standing on the surface of the water. Hope felt a sudden start, a quick memory 
of a story his mother had told him from the Bible; but he immediately recognized the brilliant colors of looped life, and relaxed again. 
Neither murder nor miracles today. Just a few doses of technology. 

The man in the lake raised one hand, and silence fell again. Then came the voice, soft and gentle, but filling the entire garden. Hop had to 
admire the sound work -- very well designed, giving an illusion of omnipresence without any obvious stereo effect. 

"My name is Abner Doon. Welcome to my garden. I hope you've found it comfortable." 

Impatiently Hop moved on the branch. Skip the trash, buddy, and get on with the meat. 

"You have all been arrested in the last forty-eight hours, ever since the unfortunate death of Farl Baak. May I assure you that Shimon 
Rapth did not kill his friend in deliberate betrayal -- he was, himself, the victim of a rather elaborate illusion. However, that unfortunate 
incident did have a fortunate side effect. Every member of your sincere but amateurish plot exposed himself in one way or another. 
Hundreds reacted by immediately betraying their fellow-conspirators. No, don't look around at one another -- all such have been held 
somewhere else. All of you are the ones who tried to hide, or who surrendered in order to shield someone else, and so forth. There were 
many others, of course, equally loyal as you were, who are not here. That is because I have selected, from the group most loyal to the 
conspiracy, those with the most intellect, the most creativity, the most ingenuity, the most impressive record of achievement. The elite, if 
you will." 

Well. What a clever bunch we are. Hop sneered inwardly. Congratulate us, and then what? And who the hell is Abner Doon? 

"I think the rest of your questions will be answered if I tell you two more facts. First, there are exactly 333 of you here in my garden." 

A pause, while that sank in. Three hundred thirty three. The number of colonists in the standard colony ship: three passenger tubes, each 
with a mayor, ten aldermen, and ten more groups of ten citizens -- 111 per tube, three tubes per ship, deliberately set up so that no one 
leader under the captain could possibly get a majority of colonists to rebel. Three hundred thirty three. It meant that every man and 
woman in the group would lose somec privileges once the voyage was over. It meant that they would be irrevocably exiled from Capitol, 
from civilization, and be forced to rush through the rest of their lives in a mere handful of decades. 

Hop smiled when he realized what the numbers meant. He and Arran had signed up for a colony, nearly -- and had been interrupted. 
Now it looked as though they would go out into deep space after all. Like it or not. Hop didn't like it -- but since he had already made up 
his mind to do it before, it came as less of a shock to him than it did to the others. 

Only one thorn in his side: He had decided to go before in order to stay with Arran Handully, in a dramatic, chivalric gesture of love. 
(I've seen too many tapes.) Now he would be just another man along for the trip. And worse -- another man who had never belonged to 
the conspiracy, an outsider untrusted and unwanted. 

Bon voyage, he wished himself. 

"Second," said the man in the middle of the lake. "Second, I must tell you that because you have all been convicted of treason against our 
most perfect and majestic Empress, the Mother of all mankind, your last memory tapes have been removed from the Sleeproom and will 
accompany you on your colonizing voyage. You will make no new tapes. That is all. Try to get used to the idea quickly -- we have little 
time to waste, and there's no point in awakening at your destination with bruises and broken arms and legs. In other words, for your own 
sakes, cooperate, my friends. Good night." 

And now the murmurs turned into shouts; of dismay, of fear, of protest. The darkness didn't hear, and the man on the lake disappeared, 
leaving the night complete again. Some panicked and ran -- a few splashes indicated that some of them had quickly run into the major 
obstacle in the garden. Hop didn't laugh when someone ran into the tree he was sitting on. 

Convicted of treason meant that all laws and rights were suspended. 

The use of a previous memory tape and the failure to make a new one meant that all the memory of their latest waking would be utterly 
erased. Once somec had drained all but the most basic brain activity, everything would vanish. They would awaken on their new planet 
remembering only what had happened up to the time they last went under somec. They would know that something was missing -- that 
would be enough to tell them that they had been convicted of treason. They would all assume that their conspiracy had been launched, 



136 
 

that they had been defeated. But they wouldn't know how. They wouldn't know who had been cowardly or courageous, loyal or 
treasonous. 

But at least they would know that they were conspirators. Hop laughed at what he would think when he woke on the colony planet. For 
he had known nothing of a conspiracy before he went to sleep. And this time there wouldn't even be a note between his buttocks to hint 
that something was wrong. He alone, of all of them, would understand nothing. Oh well, Noyock decided, what the hell. I'll survive. 

And then he realized that he would remember nothing of Arran Handully beyond the actress he had seen in the lifeloops. A shallow, 
seductive, empty woman who mouthed insincere words and made phony love to paying lovers. Not the woman who had come to him in 
his prison and asked for his help in escaping her (suddenly their) enemies. He wouldn't remember the heart-stopping moment when she 
had descended past him on the ladder, hysterically closing her eyes and plunging deeper into the smoke of the exhaust duct. She wouldn't 
remember, either, nor would she recall whose voice had called to her to come back up. Whose hand had led her to safety. 

It was a little harder to say What the hell now. 

As abruptly as it had gone out, the sun lit up again, and the light was dazzling. Hop closed his eyes entirely, as all around him he could 
hear people beginning to call out to each other again. Given their vision, they found their voices, and began calling out names. 

Hop left his eyes closed. He would have closed his ears, too, since he wished very much to be alone, but the sounds of the crowd 
wouldn't leave him alone. Snatches of grief, worry, anger -- "What right do they have!" said one, and the answer, "We are traitors, after 
all." (How philosophical.) 

"I have three children! Do they ever think of that?" (Do you? Hop thought. Doubtless she was on somec -- it was unlikely that a 
conspiracy made up of somec users would include a non-sleeper. How much did she think of her children as the drug took her away from 
them for years at a time?) 

And then a voice calling, from a distance, "Hop!" and then closer, saying, "Hop, there you are, I've looked everywhere." 

He opened his eyes. Arran was at the foot of the tree. 

"Hi," he said stupidly. 

"What are you doing up there, Hop? I couldn't find you. I walked by here a dozen times at least --" 

"I think I was hiding," Hop said. He pushed off and jumped to the ground, landing awkwardly on all fours. 

"Hop," Arran was saying, as he got to his feet, "Hop, I had to find you, I had to talk to you -- why didn't you stay with me? -- never mind, 
nobody could expect you to follow along like a pet or a husband or something -- Hop, they've posted a roster at the doors. All the 
colonists, in their groups of ten and hundred." 

"And?" 

"Well, for one thing, you're a mayor of three hundred, Hop." 

"Me?" Hop laughed. "What a joke! Just what I was cut out for." 

"Well, I'm an alderman, which is just as funny. In your group, for luck! But Hop -- it's the captain." 

"Who is it? Anybody I know?" As if it would be. 

"It's Jazz Worthing, Hop. Jason Harper Worthing." 

And Hop couldn't think of anything to say to that. 

"Hop, he's supposed to be crazy." 

"That's all right. We're supposed to be sane." 

"Don't you see, Hop? He's your friend. The notice said that anyone with a question could sign up for an appointment to see him. I signed 
us up, and it's only fifteen minutes or so from now." 
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"What do you want to see him for?" 

"Us, Hop! We've got to see him. He's got to arrange it for us." 

"Arrange what?" 

"To keep our memories, Hop! If they take away my memory of this waking, I won't love you. I won't even know you. You'll just be the 
manager of that despicable bastard Jazz Worthing, and I'll be a disgusting, cheap little tart." 

And suddenly Hop felt very good. She wanted to remember him. He took Arran's hand, and she led him along to the door. On the way it 
occurred to him that he would see Jazz again -- that it had been two days since he last saw him -- that the world had changed since then -- 
that he and Jazz were now on opposite sides of a very high fence. Would they be friends? Had they ever been? (Is there anything that 
can't be called into question, eventually?) 

It is ironic that science itself, so long the graverobber of all the gods, should have proved conclusively the existence of the soul. It was 
certainly not intended, and judging from the acute embarrassment of the team that developed somec when they subsequently discovered 
the soul effect, they would have avoided discovery at all, if that had been possible. But somec had first been used to prolong the lives of 
the mortally ill in hopes of a cure for them. It was only afterward that somec's memory-erasing effect was noticed, leaving the first somec 
sleepers as mindless vegetables. George Rines was the first to make the connection between the new braintaping techniques and the 
disaster of ignorant and premature use of somec. When he tried to resurrect the sleepers by playing someone else's tape into their heads, 
the result was madness within a few days. There is something not part of memory (and therefore not learned but rather innate in the 
individual) that remains even after the somec has taken everything else, something that refuses to accept the implanted memories of 
another person for the simple reason that the new memories are of actions and decisions that the wakened sleeper himself would never 
have done or made. Rines reported that as an inevitable reaction: The wakened sleepers invariably said, "I remember doing it, but I 
would never have done it." They could not accept memories that they had no way of knowing were not their own. For lack of a better 
word, Rines whimsically named this property of the human individual the soul. Doubtless he meant to be ironic. But further research has 
borne out the fact that his irony was really accuracy. 

The Soul: Awake in the Age 

Of Sleep, 2433, preface ii. 

The woman was crying, and, as she left, Jazz wondered why he was doing all this. As Doon had so aptly pointed out, any comfort Jazz 
might give them, any answers to questions he might offer would all be swept away by somec. They'd remember nothing so why waste 
time trying to help them? 

But Jazz didn't see it that way. Though the memory would be gone, these people were still people. They deserved to be treated 
humanely. "Memory disappears with death, too, "Jazz had pointed out to Doon, "but we still let old people ask questions." So Doon 
had consented, laughing, and now Jazz found himself unable to help after all. His gift to see into people's minds was no particular boon -- 
in this extremity, they willingly unfolded all their thoughts to him, and he could give them no comfort. The decision was made to wipe 
out their knowledge of this waking; that decision would stand. Yet that decision was the cause of their distress. 

"Next," Jazz said, bracing himself for another ordeal. But this time, he heard a familiar voice. "Jazz, you hunk of cooler grease! How the 
hell are you doing?" and then Hop's arms around him, and Jazz hugged him back, not the artificial, is-everybody-watching kind of hug 
they had shared at every docking of Jazz's ship, but a sincere embrace of friendship. Out of a long-standing habit, Jazz looked into Hop's 
mind, and heard there an absurd quotation: "For this my son was dead, and is alive again; he was lost, and is found." Jazz found the 
quotation in his memory -- a snatch from an old religious book that still haunted Noyock from the time his mother had drummed it into 
his head in childhood. 

Jazz smiled, and finished the passage, though Noyock hadn't spoken it aloud. "And they began to be merry." 

Noyock looked at him, startled, and then suddenly stepped back. Jazz was still listening to Hop's mind; he heard Noyock's final, sure 
realization of what he had come to suspect: Jazz is a Swipe. 

"Of course," Jazz answered. "Didn't I tell you so?" 

Hop's boisterous confidence disappeared. He stepped back, unsure what he should do now. If Jazz could so easily read his thoughts now, 
that meant that Jazz could have heard every other thought he'd had before. He was embarrassed. He turned to Arran, mumbled 
something. What he wanted to say was, Let's get out of here. 

"Arran Handully," Jazz said. "With clothes." 

"And Jazz Worthing, with his mind intact," she said. "It looks as though the tables have turned back again, doesn't it?" 
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"I try to be a graceful winner," Jazz said. "And I see you have lost none of your grace in losing." 

"It's losing that we've come to talk about," Arran said, and Jazz heard in her mind a puzzlement as to why Hop had suddenly become so 
reticent. Wasn't it his job to try to influence his friend? "Captain Worthing, Hop and I have found something that we don't want to lose --
" 

"That we don't believe we have to lose --" Hop said, fumbling for words. 

"If you can help us." 

"If you're willing -- you see, we --" and Hop gave up the struggle for the right words, quit trying to make sure his words matched the 
thoughts he knew Jazz was hearing anyway. "Dammit, Jason, you know what I'm trying to say. Save me the pain." 

"You two have decided you love each other," Jazz said, "and in a sudden burst of domesticity you want me to have your memories taped 
so you can remember." 

"That's it," Arran said, but Hop only turned away, his face red. "Hop," she said, "what's wrong?" 

"He can hear us, dammit. He can hear every word we're thinking. He's a Swipe!" 

Arran half-laughed, turned to look at Jazz, saw a beatific smile on his face, and whirled back to look at Hop. "How do you know!" she 
demanded. 

"He's been reading my thoughts since we came in here. And for a dozen wakings before -- it all fits together --" 

"A Swipe!" Arran said, then laughed again nervously. "You can read my --" 

"Yes," Jason answered, quietly. "When I want to. If you had known that about me, you would have known the probe wouldn't work on 
me. I'm used to having other people's thought patterns imposed on my own. I almost fell asleep under the probe." 

Arran fumbled for the chair. Sat down. Jazz listened as she tried to drain her mind of all the thoughts she didn't want Jazz to hear. 

"You know," he said, "the more you think about what you don't want me to know, the better I can hear it." 

It had taken only thirty seconds, and with that comment Arran was reduced to near-hysteria. "Hop!" she cried out. "Make him stop! 
Make him get out of my mind!" She was crying. Hop himself was trembling, but he understood what she felt, the insecurity of having no 
secrets. 

"Jazz, please." 

"I'm not listening right now, if that's all you're worried about," Jazz said. "But you see, don't you, why I never told you I was a Swipe 
until this waking. It makes other people very nervous. It makes them, in fact, want to kill me." 

"I don't want to kill you," Arran said, regaining some control over her voice. "I just want to get out of here." 

"I'm sorry, Arran," Jazz said. "You won't be able to rejoin the others now. If they knew I was a Swipe, they'd never go under somec at 
all." 

"We'll promise not to tell," she said, and then she turned back and faced Jazz squarely. "Oh," she said. "You've already answered us, 
haven't you?" 

"What do you mean?" Hop asked. 

"You stinking Swipe bastard!" she shouted. "Why did you tell us that!" 

Hop stood up, put his arm around her. "Arran, you aren't helping anything -" 

"She's right, Hop," Jazz said, maintaining his calm. "If there were any chance that Abner Doon would let any of you have a memory tape, 
even you, Hop, I would never have let you know I was a telepath." 
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"So now that we know --" 

"I'm sorry. Maybe you'll fall in love again, if that's what you want." 

And now it was Hop's turn to be angry. "Jazz! My friend!" he said, spitting out the last words bitterly. "It's not being in love that I want. 
It's the last forty-eight hours that I want! It's every damned hideous thing we've gone through together! You don't have a right to take that 
away from me!" 

"I'm sorry," Jazz said. "But I can't change it." 

Hop tried to shout something else, but the words found no articulation, just a roar of fury and grief and loss as he scrambled around the 
table, striking at Jazz as he had struck at members of rival gangs in the deep slums of Capitol. Go for the eyes, the throat, the testicles, 
said his reflexes. You can't do this to me, shouted his mind. Weep, said the tears in his eyes, and Jazz overpowered him easily, had him 
sitting in a chair, sobbing like a child before he was sure what was happening. 

Now it was Arran's turn to offer a comforting arm, and she softly whispered to him, "Hop, all we can do is think of it as death. We're 
being murdered, and in our place they'll be resurrecting a new person, the person we were at the beginning of this waking. We're just 
going to die." 

"That's comfort?" asked Noyock, unable to resist seeing the irony. Jazz chuckled softly. "You can shut up," Arran snapped. 

"You came in to ask me the impossible. When I denied it you hated me." 

"Listen in our minds," said Arran, "and see how much." 

"I was wrong," Jason said, "to give these interviews. False hopes are worse than no hope at all. I'm sorry." He stepped to the door, 
opened it, said to the guards outside, who were supervising the line of colonists-to-be waiting to plead for their past. "You can all leave," 
he said. "No more interviews today. Sorry." The people grumbled, cried out in frustration, muttered epithets. But they got up from the 
chairs where they had been sitting, and left. 

Jazz came back in, closed the door. "I'm sorry," he said again. He heard both Arran and Hop think, "A lot of good that does," and then 
think again, "What else can he do, either?" 

Aloud, Arran said, "We're all trapped, then, aren't we?" 

"Who is this Abner Doon, anyway?" Hop asked. 

"Just a man who collects people," Jazz answered. "Hundreds were collected today. You were collected centuries ago, Hop. He found out 
you were brilliant. And you lived to be sixteen years old as the most prominent member of the most prominent gang in the lower 
corridors. You're a born survivor. So he collected you -- and you've been my agent ever since." 

"A puppet master," Arran said, bitterly. "And what does he do with his collection?" 

"He has a vision," Jazz said. "He saw in his childhood that nothing important had happened to the human race since somec taught us to 
fear death and sleep through the centuries. He, and those of us who have seen his vision -- we're out to wake the sleepers up. Destroy 
somec. Make people live out their normal threescore and ten, so that perhaps the human race can get back about its business." 

"Destroy somec!" Arran scoffed. "Do you think the sleepers will ever part with it?" 

"No. But we know that those who are denied it will come to the point where they will either have it, or destroy all those who do." 

"Insane," said Arran. 

"And for that you manipulated a thousand of the best people of Capitol, so you could throw them out into space and let them rot," Hop 
said. 

"Manipulate? Who isn't manipulated? Even you, Arran -- you were manipulating Farl Baak. And who was manipulating you? A person 
who believes with all his heart in Doon's vision, who is willing to go to the colonies, willing to lose his last waking for it --" 

"Fritz Kapock," Arran whispered. 
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"There, you see?" Jazz said. "We all know who our manipulators are, once we're willing to admit that we're not really free." 

"But Fritz is such a good, honest man --" 

"So are we all," Jazz said. "Even me." 

They left him then, and the guards took them directly to the tape and tap, so that they could see no other colonist and tell what they had 
learned. In the tape and tap, however, the attendant was called to the phone, and when he came back, he led Hop and Arran away from 
the somec table, and sat them in the taping chairs, and put the sleep helmets on their heads. "What does this mean?" Hop asked, knowing 
what it meant. "Captain Worthing told me to do this," the attendant said, and Hop and Arran wept with joy as they lay back and gave 
their memories to the whirring film. And when the helmets came off, and they were led to the somec beds, they embraced, and wept 
again, and smiled and laughed and kept thanking the attendant, who nodded, promising to offer their thanks to Captain Worthing. And 
then they were put to sleep, and laid in their coffins, and the attendant took the tapes to the colony ship, and gave them to the starpilot, 
who also thanked him, and paid him the money he had promised. 

Colonists traveled nude, of course, in special boxes that were linked to the life-system of the ship. Because of their shape, these boxes 
were called coffins, though their purpose was exactly opposite. Instead of guarding a body as it rotted and decomposed, the colony ship 
coffins kept colonists alive, so that they didn't age a day as somec helped them sleep their way across the galaxy. As long as the coffins 
remained absolutely, perfectly sealed, and as long as the ship's life-system kept functioning, human beings placed inside them under 
somec sleep could, in theory, live forever. 

Peopling the Planets: The 

Colonies, 6559, II:33 

The last of the coffins was wheeled through the lock, down through the storage compartments (which, on a military ship, would have 
held armaments) and on to the passenger section. The A and B tubes were full, sealed, locked, the dials and registers on the doors 
monitoring the almost infinitesimal but still detectable life-signs of the sleepers. Jazz Worthing and Abner Doon watched as the coffin 
was wheeled through into the tube. Watched as the silent workmen connected the tubes, wires, and drains that kept the sleepers alive. 

"Back to the womb, back to the placenta," said Doon, and Jason laughed. And as they had done a dozen times before, stretched out in 
front of the highly illegal and therefore very expensive fireplace in Doon's flat, they began to play their game of archaism. "Western 
Airlines, the only way to fly," Jazz said. Doon blandly responded, "Go Greyhound, and leave the driving to us." And so it went as they 
followed the workmen back through the ship. In the storage compartment, Doon paused to pat the oversized coffin that held an ox. "For 
years," he said, and the joking tone left his voice, "these people have known no other animal, except the rats. For the first time they're 
going to have to deal with an animal that's guaranteed to be stupider than they are." 

"The sudden proof of superiority will probably bring back a belief in God, don't you think?" Jazz asked. 

"God?" Doon asked. "There's only one God on this ship, and he's already playing his role." 

"I thought you said you didn't claim that title." 

"I don't. But you do." 

"I? I'm part of your collection, remember?" 

"Playing God with your colony, Jason, can be dangerous. Especially when you aren't following a plan. Doing things for sentimental 
reasons will destroy you and your colony. Sentiment has no place in a man of vision." 

"I'm not a man of vision," Jazz said, shrugging. 

"Then you'll die as fruitlessly as your father did. In the meantime, I advise you to destroy the memory tapes you had made of Hop 
Noyock and Arran Handully." 

Jazz chuckled. "I knew I should have paid that attendant more." 

"It would have made no difference. He has instructions to accept all bribes and do everything he's bribed to do. As long as he reports it to 
me. Destroy the tapes." 
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"I don't think it will do any harm to have two that remember their waking." 

"No harm? A man with full knowledge will spread even more poison than a man with no knowledge. Hop and Arran would have you in 
their power. You'd have to ask their advice before you did something, and before long asking advice always turns into asking permission. 
It's up to you, though, Jazz. Be a fool if you like." 

"Hop's my friend," Jazz said. 

"And you're my friend," Doon said. "But of course, I'm a megalomaniac, as you love to remind me. A man with a eugenics program for 
the universe. The other ships are all gone." 

"Eleven others?" 

"And no, I won't tell you where the others are going. If you want to find them, you'll have to look." 

"You told my colony that they were the best of the conspirators. Was that true?" 

"For once, Jazz, I wasn't lying." 

"Why are you giving me the best?" 

"The others all have excellent colonies, too. I want the gene pool and the intellectual climate to be superb. The best start I can give my 
little projects." 

"But why the best for me?" Jazz insisted. 

"Because I love you so dearly," Doon said, reaching up to pat the starpilot's head. "But mostly, I'm afraid, because I believe that you, of 
all the captains I've sent, are best equipped to create what I want to have created." 

"And what is that?" 

"A better human race than the one we've had since men began killing each other and cooking the meat." 

"And what improvement could the human race possibly make?" 

"Perhaps," Doon said, "you might be able to develop a branch of the human family that could know and understand what other human 
beings are -- and love them anyway. Hmmm?" 

"Impossible. And I should know." 

"You should know," Doon said. They left the storage room and went back to the pilot's cabin, where a soldier was waiting, out of breath. 
"Captain Worthing," the soldier said, saluting. Jazz returned the salute. "Yes?" And then the boy noticed Abner Doon, and saluted again, 
his face showing even more awe. "Abner Doon, sir," he said. 

"I take it this means the tape has been played," Jason said. 

"It has, sir, and we're waiting for orders. The fleet is with you." 

"Then tell the fleet," Jazz said, "that I have done all that I can do, and am leaving on an important expedition. Tell them that Abner Doon 
will give them somec. Tell them to follow Abner Doon." 

The soldier nodded, saluted, and then said, "Sir," looking at Doon. "Sir, will you come with me? Admiral Pushkin is waiting." 

Doon smiled at Jason. "See you again." 

"Where?" asked Jason. "In heaven?" 

"Unlikely," Doon said. "Give me three hundred years, and I'll have this Empire where it should be." 
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"And where is that?" Jazz asked. 

"Please hurry, sir," the soldier insisted. 

"In a gutter, bleeding to death," Doon said. And then he walked out of the ship. The door closed behind him, and he followed the soldier 
to the hall where the representatives of the Fleet were gathered. 

Inside the control room, Jazz began working immediately. He didn't know his final destination -- only the official destination, Siis III, 
was known to him. The computer would tell him where Doon wanted him to go only after he got the ship to Siis. But Jason knew enough 
-- that the ultimate destination would be deep in the galaxy, far toward the center, far from the human pale. He knew that it would be 
hundreds of years of sleep, traveling all the while at many times the speed of light (using the drive that he himself had made possible in 
childhood). He knew that there was no record in the Empire, save in Abner Doon's head, that clearly told that Jazz Worthing and the 
other eleven ship captains were going anywhere but to their official destination. 

All in the hope, as Doon had often explained, that once isolated, these little colonies of humanity might actually develop something new. 
Something better than the decaying remnant of the Empire. "All we are," Doon had often said, "all we are is that last relic of the 
European civilization that was born in England with the industrial revolution. All we are is the fading shadow of the Technical Age. 
We're ripe for something new. Either for regeneration of the human race, or for replacement." And Jazz had cast his vote for 
regeneration, as had dozens of others who, though at first coerced into Doon's collection, had later been willing servants of Doon's 
vision. 

Vision, thought Jazz, and as he settled down to maneuver the ship out of the cradle and out of Capitol's system, the idea of vision kept 
nagging at him. Vision of what? Do I have anything I want so badly that I'd sacrifice anything to have it? Is there anything that I am so 
sure is right that I would fight for it? 

My own life, Jazz thought, but that isn't vision -- every animal instinctively fights for that. 

And then the go-ahead signal came, Jazz opened the view walls of the control pod, and the cradle slowly lifted him into the smoky 
sunlight of Capitol's surface. Around him the winds eddied and whirled, and from where Jazz sat in the retractable bubble at the front of 
the needlelike payload section of the ship, it seemed that the winds were dancing for him. Far below him, the vast doors of the ship 
cradle slowly closed, sliding under the massive landing gear that now bore the weight of the barrellike stardrive section of the ship. 

When the door was closed, Jazz sat for a moment, waiting for clearance from the deeply buried traffic controllers, whose 
communications complex was called, for some nonsensical reason, the "tower." As he sat, he mentally said good-bye to Capitol. To the 
teeming crowds who had cheered on the exploits of Jazz Worthing, hero. To the men and women who had offered their bodies to him; to 
the incredible wealth and equally incredible poverty; to the oppression and the heady liberty that lived side-by-side in the corridors of 
Capitol. He also said good-bye to somec, and found that it was somec he would miss most of all. 

"I'm a bloody hypocrite," Jazz said, laughing nastily at himself. "Out to destroy somec, when I crave it as much as anyone else." 

And then the clearance came, and Jazz punched in the preset program alert, specified the route they had been cleared for, and then 
retracted the bubble so it wouldn't be shredded in the stresses of takeoff. 

Days later, as the starship drifted lazily out of the Capitol system at a mere 1.35 gravities, and as the computer lavishly checked, double-
checked, triple-checked, and then reported to Jason Worthing, Jazz realized the mistake he was making. Would Hop love him when they 
reached their colony, knowing he was a Swipe? Of course Hop and Arran would be grateful at first. But gratitude is the least dependable 
of human emotions, Jazz reminded himself. And I should know. I should know. 

He confirmed the computer's verdict that the ship was ready for starflight. The readout warned him that he had thirty minutes before the 
ship would make its turn, putting the full thrust toward Capitol's sun, and accelerating to five, fifteen, twenty light-years per year. As 
always, Jazz had the whimsical thought that all the electromagnetic radiation in the universe was envious of him for the speed he could 
muster. 

"Gratitude is the least dependable emotion," Jazz said aloud, and he went to the storage cabinet where the papers and rosters of the 
colonists were stored. There he found the two memory tapes that the Sleeproom attendant had brought him. On the one, the wordsArran 
Handully, on the other the words Willard Noyock. Jazz felt a momentary longing to go and wake them, play the tapes into their 
heads, talk to them for a moment or two, plead for their reassurance that he was, after all, right in the choices he had made. But he 
squelched the desire. Who in the universe had ever been sure he was right? 

Except Abner Doon, of course. 

And thinking of the man who had collected him, and remembering his advice, Jazz confidently walked to the garbage recycler and tossed 
the two memory tapes inside. Within ten seconds they had been stripped to their basic molecules, and those had been simplified to 
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uncombined elemental atoms, which hung in a static field, available for use later. "So easily we murder," he told himself, and then went 
to the coffin that waited for him in the control room -- the only coffin in the ship that was not in the control room -- the only coffin that 
was not in the hindmost compartment of the ship, the only one that would waken its occupant automatically, at the command of the ship's 
computer. 

Jazz stripped off his clothing and laid it aside. Then he climbed into the coffin, eased himself down, and pulled the sleep helmet over his 
head. It recorded his brainwave pattern. A small amber light flashed on just outside Jazz's range of vision, and he said, "Jason Worthing, 
XX56N, sleep OK." That was the code; but he added, "Good night." 

The cover slid over him, and he watched as the sealer oozed upward from the edges of the coffin and made the space airtight. And then a 
green light flashed on, and a needle entered his scalp from the sleep helmet, and the somec flowed hotly into his veins. 

The somec burned, the somec was agony, the somec felt like death -- or worse, like the fear of death. Jason panicked, afraid that 
something was terribly wrong, afraid that somehow the somec was burning him up from the inside out, destroying him. 

He didn't know that somec was always like that; it had always happened after the taping, and he had no memory of it. 

But after a fifteen-second eternity the somec emptied his brain and Jason slept. 

As soon as he was unconscious, the great stardrive silently fired, and the tremendous acceleration began. Jason's coffin, and each of the 
coffins in the passenger compartment, filled with a clear gel. As the acceleration reached 2.7 gravities, the gel solidified, formed a rigid 
supporting structure that kept the bodies from breaking under the strain of three gravities, four, five. 

And the ship shoved its way relentless through the empty space with three hundred thirty-four bodies inside it, all of them alive, all of 
them on fire, though they didn't know it, with an agony that would make even life worth enduring by contrast. 

Part III 
Chapter Six 

Some revolutions happen overnight. Some are years in the making. But no other took so long to foment as the Somec Revolution. The 
first step of the revolution was Abner Doon's seizing of control of the overt organs of Imperial power. With the Service and the secret 
police behind him, he ousted the Cabinet, and assumed tyrannical control of every aspect of the Empire. At first this seemed to be merely 
a coup -- and one long overdue. But Doon was subtle. 

He began to make his tyranny oppressive in the colonies first. Had Capitol come to hate him from the beginning, its inhabitants might 
have ousted him, put another more clement man in his place, and the Somec Revolution might never have happened. As it was, minor 
rebellions began to occur on planet after planet, as the privilege of somec sleep became whimsical in its bestowal, corrupt in its 
administration. Acting on Doon's instructions, totally undeserving people were put on somec, while those long accustomed to it were 
abruptly removed. And in every case, the rebellions were begun, not by the masses who had never had any hope of somec sleep, but by 
the wakened sleepers, whose fear of death was irrational, whose hatred for those who stole immortality from them was implacable. 

Each rebellion was put down, as cruelly and bloodily as possible -- and yet each time, some of the key leaders were left alive, allowed to 
leave prison as magnanimously pardoned "friends of the state." These freed rebels invariably became the seeds of still further revolt. 

Besides its tremendous length of time in fomenting and the devastating effect it had on humanity, the Somec Revolution was remarkable 
for one other aspect: it is probably the only revolution that was completely planned, from the outset, by the very tyrant against whom the 
rebels revolted. Many theories have been advanced for Abner Doon's actions, but examination of all the most recently available 
documents suggests this inescapable conclusion: for some reason of his own, Abner Doon wanted somec to be removed from 
consideration in the affairs of mankind; wanted, perhaps, the terrible collapse of technology that followed; perhaps wanted, though this 
is doubtful, the death of interstellar travel for more than a millennium and a half; and some even suggest that Doon planned and even 
desired the diversity in humanity that occurred when technology could no longer sustain the "business-as-usual" way of life that humans 
had enjoyed on planets utterly unsuitable for human life. This last is doubtful. What is most likely is that Doon was exactly what he has 
always been thought to be: a madman bent on destruction as the ultimate demonstration of his power. 

Certainly when Capitol was at last provoked and mobs stormed the Sleeprooms, smashing the coffins and killing every sleeper, his mad 
dreams must have been realized. And though for centuries it has been supposed that Doon died in that holocaust, recently discovered 
evidence suggests quite the contrary. One eyewitness account seems typical of many, which all agree on the general outline of events: 

"We went to the Dictator's private apartments, and by threatening his servants with death, we were led to the sleeproom he had privately 
used. It was empty. I myself checked the instruments, and determined that he had been awakened only three hours before we reached the 
coffin. Inside the coffin was a note, which said, 'Dear Rebels: I give you my best.' Of course we killed all his servants as traitors to the 
People. Where Doon went, we do not know." 
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And we must echo that statement: Where Doon went, we do not know. After all, we have only recently been able to visit the ruins of 
Capitol and search for old records. That we have already found this much is to the credit of many dedicated researchers.... 

It seems to be a pattern in revolutions against individual tyrants, that as often as not they are never found. Perhaps it is a subtle, hidden 
element of the human psyche (if one may speak of that entity as being even vaguely uniform) that the object of mankind's most virulent 
hatred must be allowed to continue to live. Let us call this the "devil syndrome," for we shall find it repeated in dozens of other 
revolutions.... 

After the sleepers were slain on Capitol, the economy ground to a halt, not the least because all incoming starship pilots were dragged 
from the landing platform and tossed to their death at the bottom of the ship's cradles, which in the days of oversized starships were 
invariably at least a kilometer below the door of the payload section of the ship. Naturally, starships stopped arriving at Capitol, and 
deprived of the essential influx of raw materials, the seemingly eternal city of Capitol died; food ran out first, and then, with 
maintenance abandoned, the air cleaning system stopped working, and oxygen was no longer electrolyzed from the sea; the smoke of 
three thousand years of exhaust seeped down into the corridors; the hydrogen that had stored the sun's power for use all over the planet 
stopped coming from the sea; and within a year of the revolution, all life on Capitol was dead. 

With the centers of power gone, the rebellions on the other planets could not be put down, and soon the entire Empire was in chaos, 
though few planets died as completely as Capitol. And it took only a hundred years after the Empire's death for the Enemy, poisoned by 
the rebel planets it took over in the quick grab for power, to also fall victim to the general destruction, thus setting the stage for our own 
age -- the Age of Diversity. 

Hunter and Halleck, Revolution 

in the Age of Diversity, 6601, 

Pp. 5-8. 

Chapter Seven 
Jazz wakened to see the lid of the coffin sliding back, the amber light winking at the edge of his vision. The memory tape must have 
finished, he thought, though of course he had no memory of it happening. His body was hot and sweating -- like all somec users, he 
believed the warmth was caused by the drugs used for waking. 

He sat up abruptly, rolled himself over the edge of the coffin, and dropped to the floor in push-up position. Twenty push-ups and thirty 
sit-ups later, he got to his feet, the blood flowing, feeling refreshed from the long sleep. 

Only then did he notice that it was not the amber light flashing in the coffin. It was the red. 

He had been reaching into the cupboard for the packet of clothing that would have been prepared by the ship for his waking. But the red 
flashing light sent him immediately to the control board. 

QUERY. 

RESPONSE: ENEMY SHIP ROUNDED SIIS III SEVEN MINUTES AGO. 

QUERY HOSTILE ACTS. 

RESPONSE: TWO PROJECTILES LAUNCHED, IMPACT 1.7. IMPACT 3.4 

QUERY ATTACK PATH. 

RESPONSE: RANDOM UNPREDICTABLE. 

That meant that the enemy pilot was still guiding the projectiles. Jason immediately began searching through space for the enemy 
captain's mind, even as his fingers automatically sent half of his projectiles -- a pitiful two on a virtually unarmed colony ship -- and he 
found, yes, the mind controlling the projectiles. Found in the mind the path the projectiles would follow. And then maneuvered his ship, 
just slightly, in a feint. The other captain followed the feint, committed the first projectile, and then when it was too late for the enemy to 
alter course in time to strike him, Jason shifted again, just enough to keep his ship out of reach. 

The second enemy projectile was easier to dodge. And now it was time for the opposite maneuver as Jason controlled his own weapons, 
seeing in the enemy's mind his evasion plans, countering them just in time each time, until his first projectile made contact with the giant 
stardrive of the enemy ship, and its image on the holomap became an even fainter, ever expanding globe. 
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Just before the contact, Jazz had heard the enemy captain crying out for help, had felt him fumbling with a microphone, had heard in his 
mind the faintest wisp of a prayer as he realized that contact would be made, and then had heard for an infinitesimal moment the agony 
of death, and then felt the peace of death, the absence of mind. 

Jazz leaned back on the upholstered chair, noticed how cold it felt on his naked, sweating back. 

The red light was still flashing. Jazz was puzzled, leaned forward again. 

QUERY. 

RESPONSE: SECOND ENEMY SHIP, ROUNDED SIIS III FOUR MINUTES AGO. 

QUERY HOSTILE ACTS. 

RESPONSE: TWO PROJECTILES LAUNCHED, IMPACT 0.2, IMPACT 1.9. 

Impact 0.2! Jason shouted at himself. And even as his fingers played along the control board and his mind sought the enemy captain's 
mind, his intellectually unfazeable mind was saying to him, "You fool, he would never have called for help by radio unless he had 
someone else nearby." 

The other mind found; the flight path of the projectile mapped; contact inevitable; and by reflex Jazz did the only possible maneuver that 
would ensure survival: he swung the starship very slightly -- and intercepted the projectile with the payload section of the ship, catching 
it deftly with the only portion of the ship the weapon could strike without causing a nuclear explosion. 

At the same moment, Jazz released his last two projectiles, hoping that there would be no more enemy ships. 

And his control room shuddered with the shock of impact. The enemy projectile was not nuclear, of course -- on the surface of the 
stardrive, a nuclear explosion would not penetrate through the shielding. Instead, it was equipped with high intensity fusion-source 
lasers, and it melted a path ahead of itself for a critical number of seconds. Just long enough, with a few meters to spare, to penetrate the 
shielding of a stardrive. 

Jazz didn't bother to wonder whether the projectile had had to force its way through enough payload that it would run out of fuel before 
penetrating to the stardrive core. He was too busy moving his ship (the controls still respond, good) to avoid the second enemy missile; 
and then he immediately shifted his attention to guiding his own projectiles as they homed in on the enemy ship. 

He saw the enemy captain's disbelief as he realized that he had made contact -- and yet Jason's ship had not exploded. And then the panic 
as the enemy captain tried to dodge Jason's projectiles, couldn't, and realized horribly that he would die as his fellow captain had just 
died. 

And then the globe of fading light on the holomap. 

QUERY. 

RESPONSE: NO ENEMY ACTIVITY. 

QUERY LOCATION. 

RESPONSE: SIIS III. 

So Jazz had reached his destination; as was often the case, the Enemy had dispatched warships to intercept the colony ship before it 
could land. Those Enemy craft might have been orbiting Siis III for as much as a century, waking their captains only when Jazz's ship 
was sensed as it decelerated to subluminous speeds. Traditional pattern, except that there were two ships instead of one. 

The tension of battle fading, he remembered how he had stopped the enemy projectile, and felt a horrible burning sensation in his 
stomach and groin. 

He got up from the chair and went to the cupboard, dressed, and then for safety put on a pressure suit with a field helmet. He adjusted it 
for transparent and semipermeable, and then turned the wheel on the seal lock of the door leading to the back of the payload section. 

The storage compartment was completely undamaged -- none of the animal coffins had even come loose. Which left only one 
conclusion: the projectile had entered the payload section in the passenger tubes. 
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Jazz readjusted for impermeable, and opened the door at the back of the storage section. No rush of air into space -- the monitor area was 
also undamaged. 

Jazz looked at the dials that told the condition of all the passengers in each of the tubes. The A section dials were all functioning, and 
their message was uniform: no life in any of the coffins. The C section was worse: the dials were all dark, meaning that the life-support 
system was out. Only B section was intact, showing no damage. Jazz wasn't sure whether to be horrified at losing two-thirds of his 
colony, or relieved at still having one-third. 

He opened the door to the B tube and walked down the rows, inspecting each coffin for damage. There was none that he could detect, not 
even a shifting of the bodies. Noticing who was still alive also told him who was not. But among the survivors was Hop Noyock, and 
Jazz felt an unreasonable gladness, as if Hop's survival insured the success of the colony after all. 

At the end of the tube was another door, which led to the schoolroom, where all the memory tapes of the colonists were stored, and 
where at the end of the voyage Jason would waken each of the passengers. 

Beside the door a warning light was flashing red. 

Jazz punched in the code on the doorbutton that flushed all atmosphere out of the tube. When the green light flashed on, he opened the 
door and found chaos. 

The schoolroom had been directly hit, and from that vantage point he could see the gaping hole left by the projectiles. It had entered near 
the front of the passenger tubes, cutting a swath between the life-support system of C tube and the coffin racks of Atube, destroying 
every coffin and every life-support complex on its way down the length of the tubes. Then it had bored through the end, struck the 
schoolroom, passed right through a corner of the tape rack, and passed on into the shielding in front of the stardrive. Looking down into 
the hole, Jazz could see the back of the projectile, stopped where it had gone cold, unable to penetrate further. He quickly guessed that 
two more meters and it would have exploded the ship. 

I should feel grateful, he told himself. But when he looked at the tape rack, he couldn't. The left section of the rack, where the projectile 
had passed, was utterly destroyed -- where it wasn't cut away by the projectile's passage, the tapes were melted by the heat. The B section 
of the rack, in the middle, was also mostly melted. Only a few of the Crack tapes were still usable. 

And everybody in C tube was dead. 

Jazz knelt down and pulled out every tape in the bottom part of B rack, where the heat was least intense. But tape after tape showed 
damage -- and even the slightest melting made the entire tape unusable. Out of all the tapes, only one was undamaged, the one in the 
bottom right-hand corner. It belonged to Garol Stipock. 

Only one tape. 

Which meant that only one single passenger could be revived with his full memory. With any memory at all. Only one that could be 
revived as an adult human being. If anyone else was revived at all, it would be as empty-minded as an infant, a creature of reflex, unable 
to walk, speak, even control bodily functions. 

Jazz left the schoolroom, clutching the one usable tape, and walked back through B tube. This time as he passed the coffins he didn't see 
adults whom he knew -- he saw huge infants, impossible to care for, utterly cut off from their own life history in the Empire. 

Except Garol Stipock. And as Jason looked down at the reposed face of the man who had invented the Stipock geologer and a dozen 
other devices, he said, "Gadgetry. Gimmicks and games. What a wonderful colony we'll make together. And what wonderful children 
we'll raise." 

He left B tube, sealing the door behind him, and wandered listlessly back into the control cabin. He passed the roster compartment and 
remembered, bitterly, the two tapes that had been in there, tapes which he had destroyed for a purpose -- some purpose -- what purpose 
could possibly compare with the terrible need he had now? He longed for a way to reverse the garbage process, bring back the lost 
fragments of Hop's and Arran's memory tapes, restore them and waken those two people whom he at least knew. Garol Stipock. Who the 
hell was Garol Stipock? 

A colony of infants. 

Here it is, Doon. The perfect society. One you could teach to be anything you wanted. As long as you enjoy changing the diapers of 
adults who kick like infants with grown-up strength. 
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He sat down in the control room, and the computer, sensing that he had returned, began readouts on the information that had been kept 
from him back on Capitol -- where the colony ship was supposed to go. 

Jazz was past caring, but by reflex he looked, and by reflex he fed back into the computer his confirming orders, his explicit instructions. 
Mechanically he carried out his part of the mission, as if there were a mission to perform. 

Something was gnawing at his stomach, and it churned within him. But he finished the calculations in only seven hours, and then, 
exhausted, threw himself on the cot provided for the starpilot. 

He dreamed of the Estorian twick, staring at him from a meter away. It just sat and stared, and Jason knew that if he moved, if he made 
any move at all, the twick would leap, would carve him with its razor teeth, would devour him if it could. How long can I stand without 
moving, he kept wondering, and the twick only watched, and waited. And then suddenly he heard Doon's voice saying, "You're a 
survivor. You're a survivor." And then he felt himself swimming in the lake, the twick's body floating beside him, feeling exultant. 
Survival. That is enough grounds for joy. 

He woke needing badly to go to the toilet. He got up, unaccustomedly groggy with sleep. It had not been a restful nap. He closed the 
toilet stall and showered. Then he stepped out of the toilet and looked at the computer. 

The readout board said, "Ready for execute." 

Why bother? Jason wondered. 

"Why bother?" Jason asked aloud. 

But he knew he would bother. He would push the buttons on the computer, and then would climb into his coffin and sleep the years until 
his new destination. He would waken after 900 years, farther by a dozen times than any starship had ever gone from the human pale. And 
he would revive, one by one, the huge infants that slept in the back of the ship. 

And as he resigned himself to survival, because he really had no other choice, it occurred to him how ignorant his colonists would be. 
Except Garol Stipock, they would know only what he told them. 

They would have no memory of Capitol, and therefore no memory of any particular system of law or government. 

They would not know the technology that would never be possible to them. 

They would not remember that they had been arrested as traitors; they would not remember that Jason Worthing had been an enemy to 
them. 

The word Swipe would be meaningless to them. 

Except Garol Stipock. 

I can make the world the way it ought to be, he thought. A clean slate, Doon. If I can survive the first years, I can make a decent world. 

And how ought the world to be? Jason laughed at himself. A chance to make a utopia, and he had no idea where to begin. Well, plenty of 
time for that later. Plenty of time to work out the details. I have a vision now, at least, Doon. Pat me on the back for that. 

Jason Worthing locked the solitary memory tape in the cupboard, punched out the execute code, and climbed into the coffin. He was 
excited, exultant, and a little mad when the sleep helmet recorded his mind. He would waken with that excitement and madness when the 
ship woke him a millennium from now. 

A needle in his scalp. The hot rush of somec in his veins. The agony, the panic. And then the oblivion. 

And the gutted starship turned, fired, and accelerated madly, racing with the light of the star Siis toward another star an unfathomable 
depth into the broad white lake of the galaxy. 

Chapter Eight 
J has told me I must write, though my writing is slow and not always good, and so I write. I am Kapock, and I am called the Eldest of 
the Ice People, though there is no time when I do not remember the over five who are also the Other Eldest. J is gone now for the first 
time in memory, and I am Warden, and I am afraid. 
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J has told me I must write what is most important. Most important to me? I asked J. He said, Most important to Heaven City, which is 
what we cal our place where we all live. J has gone up into the Star Tower and I cannot ask him what is important, but I will obey him 
the best I can which is not always good. 

J has told me I am writing to my children. I do not understand this, for my children are both very small, and even though one of them can 
now walk, which he could not do at first, he cannot even speak. Does this mean that J promises that someday my children will not only 
speak, but also will read? This is a great promise, if it is true, but I am not sure and so I tell it to no one yet. I tell no one that I write. 

I live apart from all the others with Sara my wife. This is our way now. When Sara and I chose each other and first coupled we were 
afraid, for this thing had not been taught to us by J, but rather by the oxen. Nevertheless J was not angry and only said that now we must 
live apart. He said words that declared us to be married and said that once married a man and a woman must live only together and never 
with any other man or woman, so that children could be born. This we have done, and it is a good way, for I am happy. And also Sara. 

This is the first thing that is important. When I was a man alone I was often afraid and would always ask J before I did anything. Now I 
ask Sara, and she answers me, but I do not always do what she says. This is not because I do not respect her, but because we do not 
always agree. Many times I have thought one way and she has thought another way but we have done still another way between the two. 
This is a good way to decide, and now I do not need to ask J before I do things. I am not alone and I am almost never afraid anymore. 

Until now that I am Warden, and I am afraid again, because now I do not decide just the things of a man and a wife, the things of my 
sheep and my house. Now I must also decide the arguments of the other people, and name the day of planting and plowing and hoeing 
and reaping and all other days, and this makes me afraid, for only J has decided these things before. 

Will the others obey me as they have obeyed J? I do not know, for J is always wise, and I am always foolish and this is known to all the 
men and women of Heaven City. Yet J has told them to obey me, and so they must do it. 

But J has also told me to give commandments as he would give them. But I am not wise, and so I cannot obey. Does he not know this? I 
am afraid. 

If I did not have Sara with me I would run from Heaven City and build a far house. But Sara has read what I am writing and has told me I 
am not foolish. Even now she touches my hair and I am not so afraid. I make an end of writing for this time. 

Linkeree and the ax. 

Now I will tell you of Linkeree and the ax, for Sara says to me all day that this is important, and now I agree with her. J left at the 
seventh day of the harvest moon, and now it is the third day of the leaf-falling moon. Soon there will be first snow. I remember this from 
two other winters. Our main work at this time is building a new house for Wien and Miott, who have coupled. Also this is the time for 
making new thatch to cover the roofs of our wooden houses, and this we also are doing. 

Yesterday was the time of walls, and Linkeree is the best at walls. He is also the best at much other things working with wood, and so we 
listen most to him in the making of houses and other things of wood. Linkeree worked very hard, and the walls were ready with four 
hours of light left. 

At that time Linkeree said to me, Kapock. Can I take an ax? 

And I said to Linkeree, Where will you take the ax and to what purpose? This I said because J has told us the metal tools are precious 
and cannot be made again as well, and so we keep them carefully and do not leave them lying around in the fields to be lost or broken. 

Linkeree said to me, Kapock, I will take the ax to a place I know and there I will cut trees for a special purpose, and I will bring the ax to 
you at dark, and you will have it again. 

Now I am not a fool, though I am sometimes foolish, and I knew that Linkeree had not answered me at all. But I also knew that Linkeree 
was not lazy and that he had several times thought of ideas that J said were very good. Linkeree thought of the way to catch fish with a 
cloth with holes cut in it, giving us a good change from bread and potatoes and radishes and cream and other such quiet food. Linkeree 
also thought of the stool with three legs that sits steady no matter what the ground. So he is one to treat with respect. So I did not argue 
with him, but decided that I would let him take the ax this once, but that if any harm came to it he could not have it again. I thought that 
this is the way J would have decided. 

To my anger Wien and Hux were standing near, and Hux said, Why did you say yes, Kapock? He did not answer you. 

And Wien said to Linkeree, Where are you taking the ax and what will you do with it? 
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I do not answer quickly when I am angry, but Linkeree is always quick to speak his anger. He said to them, It is Kapock who is Warden, 
not you, and I do not have to answer you. 

This made Hux and Wien very angry, so angry that I thought Wien might try to take the ax from Linkeree by strength, which Wien could 
surely do, being very large and strong, while Linkeree is slight, though also tall. 

This is what I said to Hux and Wien: Linkeree is a good man and I will let him take the ax. But if he does not keep his word and return it 
at dark, then I will require that he tell us where and to what purpose he would take the ax. 

Then it will be too late, said Hux. 

But I was angry now, and told Hux that tomorrow he would have to bury all the nightsoil of Heaven City himself. Hux said no more 
because he knew that his punishment was just. Wien also said nothing more. But I knew they were angry at Linkeree and angry at me. 

Then Linkeree left. He brought back the ax at dark, as I had said, and no more was said on the matter. 

I did not think this was important yesterday, but today Sara told me that it is very important. This is the reason she told me: It is 
important because never before have any of the Ice People spoken against my decision after I had made it. I had not thought of that at the 
time, but now that I think of it it makes me afraid again, for it means they do not think of me as if I were J, because they would never 
have spoken against J. 

J promised that he would return at harvest next year. Will he then find that I have failed and not been a good Warden? If he does, I will 
not want to live anymore. I will want to die like the squirrels who are crushed at the falling of a tree. 

Sara is reading this and she tells me that I am now being foolish. 

There is another reason why this thing that happened yesterday is important. This is the first time that any person has ever done 
something and not told all the people what he does, and yet has told them that he is doing it. I write this, and have not told others, but 
they do not know that I am not telling. It is as if Linkeree wanted us all to know that there is something he will not tell us. Why does he 
do this? It only causes pain and anger, as Hux and Wien and many others are angry. 

They fear that Linkeree does not think himself equal to us all, but better, and J has told us that though each of us is better at some things 
than others are, yet all of us, added together, are equal. 

This is why we have equal food, unless we are lazy, and why we have equal houses and equal portions of all things, good and bad. This 
is why when one house is cold, all must help to fix it, or all must take turns sleeping in the cold house until it is warm again. This is good 
and right, because one should not have less than another when both work as hard. 

But if Linkeree thinks himself better than others, will he not want more for himself than for others? This would not be right. 

I want to know what he does. But I will not force him to tell me -- nor will I follow him or allow others to follow him. For as J said to me 
on one day, If a man does something that you do not understand, do not stop him. Rather wait until you do understand, for then you may 
learn something for your good. These are the words of J. 

This is what has happened with Linkeree and the ax, and I make an end of writing at this time. 

# 
My house. 

Sara says I should write of my house. I do not think so. But because Sara is often wiser than I, and because it will do no harm for me to 
write, I write: 

My house was built like all other houses of Heaven City, except that I am on this side of the Star River and all the other houses on the 
other side with the Star Tower. But my house is now different, and this is because I am a foolish man. Sara now laughs at me. But it is 
true. 

I looked at the house and it did not look right to me. It was solid like all other houses, but it did not look right to me. Now do you see 
why I call myself foolish? 

So on a night with nothing to do, I took some of the scraps of wool that we had not needed for cloth, and I began to work the loom. After 
several nights I had good lengths of cloth. I sewed them together like a blanket, only tighter and stronger, and I fastened the cloth to the 
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front of my house above the door, and then tied the two far corners to ropes and tied the other ends of the ropes to posts I put in the 
ground fifteen paces off. Now the sun never shines through our door, which means that all through the summer our door is open and yet 
the house is cool. 

This is a good reason to do the thing I did. But that was not the reason I did it. I did it because the house did not look right until I did that. 

And now I will write something that will surely make Sara laugh. I looked at the house tonight and once again, to me, it does not look 
right. 

Sara is laughing at me. I will make an end of writing for this time. 

# 

Linkeree and the days of work. 

Today was a bad day again, and once again the trouble was about Linkeree. What does he do in the far forest with the ax? 

Today Linkeree took the ax early in the morning. With my consent he took the ax. But then later in the morning Hux told me that the 
firewood was not as deep as it had been last winter, and I went to see. Sure enough, the firewood did not rise as high as the mark in the 
wall. I felt bad that I had not checked this sooner. But I told Hux and three other men to take axes and cut wood all day instead of doing 
work on the thatch. This is because thatch can be made even inside a house, but wood cannot be cut easily after the snow is deep. 

I forgot that Linkeree had one of the axes. There would not have been a problem except that I forgot. 

Hux and Wien came to me and said, We have not got all four axes. 

Linkeree has the other, I said. 

Then they became angry and said loudly, Why does Linkeree have the ax doing things he will not tell when all of us need the ax to cut 
wood? It is not right for him to have the ax alone when it is needed for all of us. 

They were right, for this is J's law: No man or woman may use a tool when it is needed for another purpose by more people. 

But to answer them I had to say, Linkeree did not know our need, and we do not know where he is to fetch it back. 

Then they said, It is not right for us not to know, for the ax does not belong to him alone, and yet he has it where none but him can use it. 

I said to them, Let three of you cut wood, and the other will make thatch. 

But they would not listen, and Hux said loudly, so all in Heaven City would hear him, that he would go and follow Linkeree's trail in the 
forest so he could find him and fetch the ax. 

Then I became angry and said just as loudly, so all could hear: You will not follow Linkeree. I am the man that J left as Warden, and I 
command you as J would command you, not to follow Linkeree, but to wait for his return, and then we will consider what to do. 

Then Hux grew very angry, and so did Wien. They said many things. The worst they said was this: 

Kapock, they said to me, you are not a good Warden, for J treats all of us the same, but you give Linkeree special treatment. You do not 
make him work as much as us. 

And I held my tongue and did not speak, for they were right, and yet they were wrong, and I could not explain. It is true that Linkeree is 
not working at our tasks as much as the others are. This is because I let him go into the forest to do his unknown thing. 

But Linkeree never goes into the forest until he has done as much work as others do. Linkeree is very fast and clever with his hands. He 
can make good thatch, the best that is made in Heaven City, faster than any other man or woman. When he works the same time as the 
others, his pile is twice as big. Likewise working with wood and even plowing and other things. Linkeree is not as strong as Wien, but he 
is clever and works fastest of all. 

Thus I do not think it is unfair for him to not work as long as the others, for if he worked as long, would he not be doing more than 
others? 
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And yet all men are equal, and Linkeree cannot be given more than others are given. I do not give him more food. I do not give him more 
clothing, or more of any good or bad things we have. 

But I do give him more hours when he is not told what to do. The others now tell me that this is not fair. They say that Linkeree should 
be in all things equal. Their words sound just. 

But this is the question, I think, for Sara and I have talked many hours tonight about this: Does a man's or woman's time belong to all the 
people, or does his time belong to himself? His body belongs to himself, because no other man or woman can use it, except his wife, 
which he has not got. Speaking of Linkeree. 

But does his time belong to himself? If yes, then when he has done an equal share of all the tasks, the time that remains is surely his own 
to spend as he wishes, and then I am right to let Linkeree go deep into the forest. 

But if his time belongs to all of us, then it is not right for him to go into the forest, but he must work alongside us all, giving his time 
equally, even if he does more work during that time. 

Which is right? I do not know. In my own mind, I think that a man's time is his own, for does not J give us all time alone, not telling us 
what to do? And I like best the things I do in those times. But the others say that such time is only a gift from J, and that J gave it equally, 
which is true. 

I do not know which is right. I only know that I must do something to stop the others from being angry at Linkeree and at me. And yet it 
does not seem right to me that Linkeree should be stopped from what he is doing. If he would only tell us what it is he does in the forest. 

Tomorrow all must work to build a good large fence and roof for the sheep for the winter, for there are many more sheep this year than 
last, and the old fence and roof are too small for them all. This will stop the argument for a day. 

This is another important thing: My son Ciel has spoken a word today. He said, Sara, which is his mother's name. Sara was so happy that 
she sang all day, and Ciel said the word again tonight. Sara is happy because it means that maybe our child will be as clever as J's 
children which he brings from the Star Tower. I do not hope for this, for our children are weak and small. But I am happy because J's 
promise is going to be fulfilled: my children will speak, and then will read someday. 

From now on Ciel and Mun I write to you, my son and daughter. And now I make and end of writing for this time. 

# 

Linkeree is a good man. 

I write this because Linkeree is a good man and will not cause trouble anymore. I told him of yesterday's trouble with Hux and Wien. 
Linkeree was quiet for a time, and then he said to me, Kapock, I will not cause trouble in Heaven City. I will work many hours like all 
the others, and will not go into the forest again at all during this time until the moon of the thaw. Maybe they will forget during the 
winter when there is deep snow. 

This way we will not have trouble, for Linkeree will no more take the ax. 

# 
Linkeree is lost. 

I did not finish my writing of yesterday because there was a trouble after all. Linkeree went away during the night, and I stopped writing 
when Batta, one of the women who only a few months ago learned speech, came to me to tell me that Linkeree was not in his bed in the 
house with other unmarried people. 

We called for him, but he did not answer. Batta said, We must look for him. 

But I would not, because there is now snow on the ground, and if anyone got lost in the night he would die of cold before the morning. 

Then in the morning before we could leave to search for Linkeree, he came to us of his own will. 

I am ready to work, he said. 

Everyone said, Where were you all night, and why are you not frozen in the snow. 
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But Linkeree would not say. He only said, I am ready to work. What more can you want from me? 

And this is true. For J never commanded us to tell all things, but only to do all work in common. Our thoughts belong to ourselves: this J 
has always said. We can make no man or woman tell us her thoughts. 

But Hux and Wien were very angry. I do not understand why Hux and Wien are always angry at Linkeree, for he does not make them 
hungry, and he does not make them cold; he hurts them in no way, but they do not like for him to do things they do not know about. 
They say it is not fair, but I do not think fairness is the question. I think that Linkeree makes them afraid. 

Why are they afraid of Linkeree? Why does he make them angry doing this thing? I do not understand. For I, like Linkeree, look for time 
to be alone. I have found out that the hours I spend writing this are some of my happiest hours, like the hours I spent at the loom, making 
cloth, for no one takes my thoughts away from me during those times, except Sara, and when she talks my thoughts are not taken away, 
for I can tell my thoughts to her, and so I keep them. 

And now, tonight, Linkeree is gone again, and the snow is falling. I am afraid that some danger will come to him. But at least now I 
know what he has done in the forest. All alone he has built a house. This must be so because there is no other way that he could have 
come to us warm and dry in the morning. 

Why does he want a house that no one else knows? Why did he want no help in building it? Even strong Wien wanted help to build his 
house. Linkeree is the best wall maker, but even he cannot make the great logs fly into place like birds. 

Is he not afraid to sleep alone in the darkness, far from the other people? My own house is on this side of the river from all the others, but 
here I am not truly alone, for Sara and my children and the sheep are here. I would not like to be alone where no one else breathed loudly 
in the night. 

And there is something else: What will J think when he learns that one of the Ice People has gone away from Heaven City to build a 
place apart? I worry that I should make Linkeree live among us all, even at night. And yet I do not want to stop Linkeree until I 
understand and am sure that it is bad. 

I do not like being Warden. But I would rather be Warden than have Hux or Wien as Warden, for they do not think before they decide, 
and now I know that this is bad, for they would have caused terrible anger in Heaven City by making Linkeree not do what it was 
Linkeree's right to do. 

I make an end of writing at this time. I am angry and afraid, and I do not know what to do. What will J think of me? 

# 

A bad thing has happened. 

Today the snow was deep and Linkeree did not come back from his house deep in the forest until the sun was at noon. He was cold and 
wet, and he said that it was hard walking through the deep drifts, and that twice he had been buried in the snow. 

Wien was glad to see Linkeree, and I believe because of this that Wien has a real caring for Linkeree. But Hux was angry again. I think 
that Hux would rather be angry at Linkeree than not. Hux said that Linkeree has missed a whole morning of work, and that because of 
his house in the forest he had stolen many hours from all of the people. 

The woman Batta, even though she is young, said, I do not care about the hours. I care that Linkeree has come back to us and he is safe. 

He would not be in danger except that he steals time from us and built himself a house in the forest, Hux said. And then he said 
something that many people agreed with: We only get houses when we marry. Why does Linkeree now have a house when he is not 
married? If we all did this we would spend all our time making houses. 

Linkeree answered this with his face red with anger, saying, I did not ask any of you to help me build my house, and so it is mine. It cost 
you nothing. You did not work for it, and I did not do less work here in Heaven City than any of you. It is my house. 

I do not know if this is a good argument or not. It is one thing to say My arm or my leg, for it is clearly mine. It is even right to say, My 
shirt or my shoes, for these would not fit any other person. And when one has eaten one can say, My dinner, for no one else can ever eat 
that food. But to say My house when it is a thing that any person could fit into and use does not seem right. 

Sara is reading this and she says that in these very writings I have called this house My house. That is true. But when I call it My house I 
do not mean that I would close the door against any other man or woman. And yet this is what Linkeree means. 
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For Hux said to Linkeree, Ryanno and I are going to be married. We need a house. 

And Linkeree said, Good. I will help you build one. 

No one said anything, but we all knew that Hux was really saying, I want to live in the house you built. And Linkeree was really saying, 
I will not let you live in it. 

Then I spoke, for I had made a decision: Linkeree, until the snow is over, it is better if you do not sleep in your house in the forest 
except on nights when the sky is clear and it will not snow, for it is not right that you should spend hours going through the forest 
when you should be here working like the rest of us. 

And Linkeree saw that this was fair, and he agreed. But then he said, If many people would go with me, we could walk the snow down 
until it is hard, and there would be a path through the woods that I could follow without fear, and it would not take me hours. 

Hux shouted, No, for that is work that would only help you, and no one else, for no one else lives in your house. 

Hux was right, and so I said, There is no more work that must be done today except the cooking of the food. So let all those who want to 
come with Linkeree, and we will walk down the snow until it is hard, if he will let us see his house and the way to it. And all those who 
do not want to do this can have hours to do with as they choose here in Heaven City. 

Hux still tried to say this was not right, but the people saw that I was being fair, because this was not work that anyone had to do. Also, 
everyone wanted to see Linkeree's house, and so every single person, including Hux at the end, agreed to help walk down the snow. 

We walked down the snow and it was a glad time with shouting and singing all the way. 

Linkeree's house is made of smaller logs than our houses, and there are more of them. The cracks he has filled with mud and straw, and it 
lets in no wind. This is a good idea, and I have decided that in the springtime we will also fill in the cracks in logs with mud and straw. 
Also, Linkeree has made a hole in the other side of his house from the door. It starts at a man's waist and goes up to his head, and closes 
like a door with a frame made of sticks covered tightly with cloth and straw. Linkeree says that in the summer this will let the wind pass 
through his house and he will be cooler than those who live in other houses. 

And as I looked at his house I thought, this is what did not look right about my house, and I knew that I would have to take down my 
back wall and make a small door for the wind as Linkeree has done. 

When all had seen Linkeree's house we went back to Heaven city, even Linkeree, for it was time to eat. 

Then the bad thing happened. During dinner, Hux went to Linkeree and said, Give me your bread. 

This made everyone be quiet, because no man has the right to say Give me your bread. 

Linkeree said nothing, but went on eating his potatoes. 

Hux said, Today I worked for you. I did not work for all of us, but only for you. Therefore, you should give me something. I want your 
bread. 

I said, You have enough to eat, Hux. You do not need bread. 

Hux said, When I work for another man I get hungrier than when I work for myself. He must give me bread, because I gave to him, and 
only to him, the strength of my legs. 

Then Hux spoke loudly to everyone gathered in the eating house: when I work for all of you, then all of you give me a part of your bread 
and potatoes and cream and every other thing. If I do not work, I get less. This is Jason's law. 

This is true. But then Hux said: Today I worked for Linkeree, and so now Linkeree must give me food. When I work for all men, all men 
give me food. When I work for one man, one man must give me food. 

This did not seem right to me, nor to many of us. But no one could think of an answer. Hux is very good at making his ideas seem true, 
even if they are not true. 

Linkeree said, If you want more food, there is plenty of nightsoil. 
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This made many people laugh, but Hux did not laugh. Instead he took Linkeree's bread from his plate, and took a great bite out of it. 
Linkeree jumped up to take back the bread, but Hux threw it down on the ground and stepped on it so it could not be eaten. 

Then Linkeree became very angry and with his fist he struck Hux in the stomach. He struck him so hard that Hux fell to the ground and 
vomited all he had eaten for dinner. 

This made us all very afraid, for such a thing had never happened before. Wien was more angry than others because Hux is his friend 
more than any other man. Wien was about to strike Linkeree with his fist, also. But I went to Wien and put my hand on his arm, and he 
did not strike Linkeree. 

I did not know what to do, for such a thing had never happened before. This is what I said, and I fear it was not wise: Hux took that 
which he did not have a right to take -- another man's bread. For this a good and just punishment is for him to lose his own dinner, which 
he has done. Therefore I will give no more punishment to Hux. 

Then I said to Linkeree: You have built yourself a house, but this does not mean that you are not one of us, equal to all of us. When we 
have a problem we have always gone to the Warden or to J to have an answer. But this time you did not wait. You decided for yourself 
what the punishment should be, as if you were the Warden. You are not the Warden. You did not have the right to cause pain to Hux. 

Linkeree could see that I was very angry, because he said, I am sorry you are angry, Kapock, and I am sorry that I struck Hux. I was 
angry, and I did not think first. 

But this could not be enough. For if a man can make another man do his will by striking him hard, then Wien would soon be the Warden, 
for he is the strongest. And those who are not strong would soon be ruled not by justice, but by the desires of the strong. And did J not 
say, The strong man and the clever man and the kind man have equal gifts, and shall not rule over each other? 

So I said that Linkeree must be punished, and his punishment must be like what he did to Hux. Therefore I said that Linkeree must stand 
while another man struck him as he had struck Hux. 

Everyone thought that this was a just punishment, even Linkeree, though he looked afraid. But then, even though the punishment was 
just, no one was willing to strike Linkeree. Not even I, for it is too hard a thing to cause someone pain, even when they have caused it to 
someone else. 

Then Sara said, I will do this, because the punishment must be carried out. 

I forbade her. 

But she said, I will do it because it must be done, but Linkeree must understand that I am not angry at him, but love him like everyone 
else here, or I will not do it. 

I understand, Linkeree said. 

Then Sara went to Linkeree and struck him very hard in the stomach. Sara is very strong, stronger than Linkeree, but because she was 
not angry she did not strike him with the same force that Linkeree had used with Hux. But Linkeree was still bent in half with the pain, 
and cried loudly, and all of us agreed that justice had been done. 

But I am still afraid. For Linkeree and Hux now hate each other and are angry deep down inside them, where it does not heal, and I fear 
that other bad things will happen. Why did J make me Warden? I would rather be just Kapock who tends the sheep and works the loom. 
For if I stand between Linkeree and Hux they will hate me also. I am afraid that they already do. And yet I have only tried to be fair. But 
sometimes what is fair to the one person and what is fair to all persons are not the same fairness, and then how can I judge when I do not 
have J's wisdom? 

I have written many hours into the night, but I cannot sleep even now. But I will make an end of writing at this time. My hand is tired. 

# 
Kapocks gonn and Im alone here at the house and so Im writing wat Kapock would write but hes not here. Im Sara and wats happened 
is worse than any of us thought. For Hux has hatid Linkeree bad for days, and so hes gonn and made things worst they can be. 

Hux he hatid Linkeree even after I hit that good man as punishment for hitting Hux who deservd it. So he got the plan to marry Ryanno 
now instead of wait for spring when we can bild a house. 

Hux he said how he and Ryanno did not have to wait to marry because already theres a house that is fine for them, a fine house he said 
over and over. No need he said to bild a new house and so he and Ryanno did not have to wait for the snow to melt. 
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This was the hardist thing Kapock my dear husband has ever decidid but he did his best. Wat could he do? For it was winter and we 
could not bild a house and the snow was deep, like it is today. Last year when Ally and Jobbin married they had to wait for spring and it 
was hard for them all winter not to couple when they wantid to so bad but that was the law. 

Now there is a house why should they wait? But the house was bilt by Linkeree he did all the work. And yet never has any man or 
woman in Heaven City said to any other man or woman in need of his thing, No. Always we have said Yes what I have is yours all of it 
take wat you need. 

If Jason was here he would have decidid but Kapock is Warden and whatever he decidid would make somebody angry. So he said to all 
people Wat do you think? And many said Linkeree should have the house but many more said It is not right for Hux and Ryanno to wait 
when there is a house. 

And so Kapock did the thing that would anger the less people because he did not know wat is right. 

And now all things are bad and I am afraid for Kapock is gonn like Linkeree into the night and it snows hard so I cannot even see the 
sheep behind the fense. 

Hux is stupid and stubborn like the ox that does not move unless it is hit. I would want to hit him five or eight times but he would still be 
stupid. 

Kapock said Hux could have the house and Linkeree got tears in his eyes but he said If you think thats right Kapock I will do wat you 
say. Kapock he said thank you. 

Then Kapock said In a week weel do all this like I said. But Hux was not happy yet, he said I want the house tonight and marry tonight. 
Ryanno she said Wait a week Hux we have no hurry. But Hux he got angry and said Tonight or youll all be sorry. 

Kapock he said This is not fair Hux. Youll wait a week. 

In the night Hux like an ox took Ryanno and his clothes and things and went in the darkness for there was a moon. They came into 
Linkerees house where Linkeree was sleeping and said Make room. 

Linkeree was very angry, but still he would not hit again for he promist. 

So Linkeree came in the night to Kapock and said all that had happind and that Hux and Ryanno were in Linkerees house. 

Many people then went in the night to Linkerees house where Hux and Ryanno slept and Kapock said Wy did you do this when I 
commanded you to wait? 

It was not fair said Hux. 

Jason said you should obey me like I am Jason said Kapock. 

Then Hux he said When you decide wise like Jason I will obey you like youre Jason. 

Then my husbind Kapock got angry and when he gets angry he will not speak but instead is silent because he says When I am angry I am 
foolish. 

And then Kapock said to all the people, Lets go home and sleep in Heaven City and decide what is right and wrong in the morning. But 
Linkeree said No, for I've dunn all things like you said even giving up my house like you said now make Hux this ox do like you said, 
for I've obeyd and hes broken all your words. 

Then Hux he shoutid I will never leave this house unless you kill me to get me out. 

And so Kapock said Please Linkeree lets not have more of this fighting this is so bad: 

But Linkeree said I have dunn right and Hux has dunn wrong take him out. When Linkeree saw that Kapock would not do it because he 
wants no more fighting, Linkeree went to the door of the house he bilt and open it to go in and fight with Hux. But Hux struck Linkeree 
with the little door that Linkeree had bilt for the other end of the house and Linkeree fell down with bleeding from his head and he didint 
get up we thought he was dead. 

Then Kapock said to Hux, you are not one of us Hux. You are alone. You may not marry Ryanno I forbid it. Ryanno come to me. 
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And Ryanno who is a good woman came out of Linkerees house and came to Kapock. Hux he stood looking at Linkeree who lay so quiet 
and he said Im sorry I just wantid to keep him out of this house I was so angry but I didint mean to hurt him so bad. 

But Kapock he just said You have killd a man and you will have no more food in Heaven City and no more friends in Heaven City. Live 
however you want but come to us no more. 

Then Kapock had the men carry Linkeree back home. 

But Linkeree was not dead he was still alive and when Kapock saw this he cried and said Linkeree my friend youre alive youre alive and 
many others of us cried. Then we all went to sleep. I askt Kapock What about Hux? He didint kill Linkeree after all. 

Kapock said to me, Sara he didint care if he killd Linkeree or not. So let him go a night thinking that Linkeree is dead and then weel see 
how much he hits a man or woman again, I think never. 

But this was again a wrong thing, yet how could my Kapock know? How could he know what Linkeree would do? Can he look into 
other mens hearts like Jason can and see the real truth inside them? No he cant. So he did the best he could and Jason if you read this Im 
saying to you Don't you blame Kapock because hes a good man and its not fair to tell a Warden he must be as wise as you because no 
man can be so wise and if you say he did bad and make Kapock feel bad I promise you Ill never love you again Ill always hate you and 
never do wat you say. Jason my husbind is a good man, he is the best man in all of Heaven City. Wat could he do? 

Linkeree he took a burning branch from the fire and went in the dark morning before the sun and lit on fire the house he bilt. Hux he 
heard the flames and he run out of the house into the snow but all that he had except his own sleeping cloths burnd up in the house which 
is nothing but ashes and burnt up poles now. 

All day we lookt for Linkeree we did not work because it was about to snow and we did not want Linkeree lost in the woods. But we did 
not find him and when we get back wat do we find? Batta is gonn too and with her much food and one ax and much cloths enouf for two 
people and so we know she is gonn to Linkeree. Did Linkeree come to her or is she also lost in the forest? We do not know. 

And when the snow fell nobody would go looking any more except Kapock and he promist me he would not go eather but he is gonn and 
I know he is in the snow. This is the worst storm so far this winter it is very bad and I am afraid for Linkeree and Batta but most of all I 
am afraid for my Kapock. But he is full of darkness he said to me, he said Sara even you cant take this dark out of me. 

Before Kapock went out alone I said Here is Hux who has dunn all these stupid things. I say lets put him out in the snow till Linkeree 
and Batta come back. 

But Kapock he said No. He said, Hux did not mean to hurt Linkeree so bad he is just stupid and thinking only of hiself not of all of us. 
Hux he usd the laws to do a thing for himself just like he said Linkeree was doing, and now we know which of them both is trying to be 
better than others it is Hux. 

This made Hux to cry. 

But Kapock said We will not punish Hux any more now, we will wait for Jason to come back to us and Jason will say what Hux shall do. 
But I command this one thing. Hux will not marry for five years. As long as I have lived since Jason took me down from the Star Tower, 
Kapock said, that long will Hux not marry and not couple with a woman. This is my commandment in the name of Jason. 

This time Ryanno cried and Kapock said Im sorry Ryanno this punishes you as bad as Hux, so I say you have no more promise to Hux 
but you can marry any man who wants you because you can see that Hux is not a good man right now he would not be good to you and a 
man must be good to his wife. 

Ryanno said Its not fair. 

And Kapock said There is no way to be fair Im not trying to be fair. Im trying to stop all of us from hurting each other any more and I 
don't care about fair I care about right. And it is right that Hux is treatid like one of the Ice People who comes down from Star Tower 
knowing nothing saying nothing just crying and making nightsoil and eating and sleeping. Hux must be punisht so no other person will 
do like he has dunn. And besides, Ryanno, Kapock said, you did much things with Hux like going to Linkerees house early and you 
knew it was not right. 

Then Kapock said to everybody Im going now to find Linkeree and Batta. While I am gonn you will obey Sara as if she were Jason or 
me. If I don't come back at all then you obey her until Jason comes back. 

And he made all people promise but I said Don't go Kapcock but he didint anser just went out of the door and into the snow which falls 
so fast. 
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Im writing all these things so that Jason will know the truth of wat has happind no matter what lies Hux and Ryanno try to tell. 

Wat has happind to us it is not three moons yet since Jason left us and went into the Star Tower and now there has been much wrong and 
Linkeree and Batta and maybe Kapock are surely dead tonight who can live in this snow? It breaks branchis. It breaks even roofs tonight 
sometimes when it is so bad. 

And I have not said to Kapock yet because he has been so worried but I am about to have another baby will this baby ever see his father? 
Even now in the early morning Ciel cries in his bed saying Kack, Kack, which is all he can say of Kapocks name I would suffer any pain 
if it only meant I could see Kapock at the door smiling at me Im so afraid Ill never see my husband again. 

Now has been three days Kapock and Linkeree and Batta they are gonn and nobody thinks theyll come back not even me. Jason why did 
you go away and leave us like this? If you were here Kapock would not be dead. 

Now at last with three of our best people dead even my husbind now Hux and Wien and everybody they are being good and doing wat I 
say and not causing argumints. Hux does not even speak to anybody he is so ashamed but I want to spit on him everytime. I stay away 
from him because I would spit on him every time I see him. Today we are fix three roofs that broke in places during the bad storm it was 
so bad that one of the yung sheep it died of the cold. Even with its wool it died oh Kapock I cant write anymore now I am Warden but I 
want Kapock to be Warden and hell never be. 

# 
It is five days and today Hux wont eat. I hate him but I don't want him to die and we made him eat anyway. I said Hux only the good 
people have died and I wont let you be like them. Then he cried but he did not try to not eat or to die any other way eather. 

The snow meltid a little today the sun is up and hot for winter. Today we went out looking for them to find the bodies maybe but we 
couldint find any tracks for the snow had coverd all of it. I do not let myself cry at night anymore because it makes Ciel and Mun wake 
up and cry too and it is not good for these little ones to be unhappy when they do not even understand why. 

# 

Where Linkeree and Batta are and how we built a house. 

I am Kapock and I have come back from my time in the forest with Linkeree and Batta. I have read all that my wife Sara has written, and 
she has written well, for the things she wrote are mostly important. She even now holds to me and cries because she is happy and tells 
me, Kapock, do not write that for I will seem foolish. 

I said, Sara, you are foolish. It is why I love you, because I am foolish too. I cried when I came home. Ciel now says my name. 

Sara has already written all things before I left and there is no need for me to add to this because she has written it well, though her 
writings are not always the way J has taught us to write. 

I, Kapock, went into the forest and I was afraid because the snow was falling very fast and covering all the ground deeper than before 
and there was a wind that moved the snow so that the deep places looked like smooth ground. I called often in the darkness and the snow, 
but no one answered me. Then I thought to come back but I could not find the way, and as I searched I fell into a deep place and when I 
got out I was wet all over and very cold, and I knew I would die. 

Then it was that Linkeree and Batta came to me, for they had heard my cries and by chance I was not far from the place where they were 
hiding. They had been afraid that I was coming to do them harm because they had burned the new house, but then they remembered that 
even though I was not always wise I had never tried to do them harm and they came to me. 

Now this was how they had built a house: They found a place where two trees grew close to a steep hill. They cut long branches and put 
them between the low branches of the trees and between the trees and the hill making a roof. Then they covered it with many branches 
and dead leaves that they uncovered from the early snows. This way when the snow began to fall they already had a roof, and as the 
snow was falling they made walls out of branches leaning against the roof and they were dry. They made a small fire at the door of this 
house, and the wind blew the smoke away but also the heat, and even in blankets it was cold all that night. 

In the day the snow still fell, but Linkeree and Batta and I decided that waiting would only make us freeze like the water of the Star 
River, and we must work to be warm. So Linkeree cut trees while Batta and I brushed snow from a place on the ground, even though the 
snow still fell, and then we moved the logs to the place and began to build walls. Linkeree and I built the walls as Batta kept sweeping 
out the snow. During the day the little house by the hill fell in from the snow on it, and so we hurried to finish the new house by dark, but 
we could not. So once again we only used the walls of the house which were about shoulder high to stop the wind, and we built a fire, 
and snow fell on our blankets and we were cold but the snow was not as bad as the wind, and so it was better that night and I did not 
freeze and neither did they. 
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Then the next day the snow was less, and we finished the walls, even with the door and a little door. Then we all made the roof frame out 
of logs and long, thin branches but we had no straw for thatch and so we used only leaves and this did well enough for a time, though 
water drips in many places. Also we made a door and a little door frame to cover the holes and on the third night we were warm and 
mostly dry. 

Then I said to Linkeree, Who built this house? 

You and Batta and I built it, he said to me. 

Then who owns this house? I asked. 

All of us, for we built it. If all of them had helped us build it, then it would belong to all of them. 

This is true, I said. And now, Linkeree, I give you and Batta this house. It is no more mine, just yours and Batta's. But you must also give 
me something. 

What can be as much as a house? asked Linkeree. 

You must promise me, I said to them. You have to promise me that even though you will live just the two of you here, and will surely 
plant seed here and make a field just like the field at Heaven City, you will always be a part of Heaven City. 

No, said Linkeree. I do not want to be a part of them. 

But I said to him, This is a new thing you have done, and we did not know what to do. When you made the cloth for catching fish, none 
of us knew what it was for, did we? 

No, he said to me. 

But still it was good, and then we understood we all were made stronger and better by it. Now you also have learned from me and others. 
Is my woollen cloth not warm? Do you not put cloth in front of your door like I do in the summer? 

But Linkeree said nothing. Then I said to him, Linkeree, my friend, you are wise like J, you think of things that no man has thought of 
before. We need you. But you also need us. How will you plow and plant without an ox? How will you do it without seeds? And we need 
you to help us make straight walls and to teach us the things you think of that have never been done before. You are part of us, and we 
part of you. I said this to Linkeree. 

Then he said to me, If I promise you to be part of Heaven City always, and obey, you must promise me that what I make with my own 
hands will belong to me and what Batta and I make together will belong to us. 

And so I promised him this, even though it will surely make J angry, because I think it is more important for us to be together than it is 
for us to have all things equally. Yet it hurts me to write this, because it seems good to me that all men and women have things the same 
as each other. For now that Linkeree has his own field to plow and care for, we will be weaker, and he will be weaker, for we will not 
take care to put food in the mouth of our friend, but only in our own mouth. This is ugly to me. 

When J comes again he will see what has happened and he will know that it is bad and he will not make me Warden anymore. I will be 
glad. And now I make an end of writing and I will write no more, because I do not want my children to read even this much, for it tells 
only of my foolishness and my children will be ashamed that I am their father, and J will be ashamed that I am his son. I make an end. 

# 
J comes in the night. 

I thought never to write again, and for several moons I did not. But it is now the moon which at its end means we will plant, and tonight J 
came to my house in the night. 

He came quietly and commanded Sara and me to wake no one. This is what he said: 

Kapock, I come to see what has happened while I was in the Star Tower. But I do not want the others to know I came, for they must 
expect me only in the harvest moon, and not look for me at other times. 

And so Sara and I promised. 
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Then J read all we had written. He cried twice. Once when he read what Sara wrote about J himself, and once at the end of it when I 
wrote. He said to me: Oh Kapock, you have done wisely, not foolishly. It was a hard choice and no one could have done better, not even 
me. 

But I said, You could have done better, for you see into men's hearts and you would have known that Linkeree planned to burn the house, 
and that Hux planned to take it away from him. 

And J said to me: That is true. But my power is not the power of a man, and you did all that a man could do. 

And you, too, Sara, he said. You did wisely and well, and I will say the same punishment on Hux that you said, for there is nothing a 
man can do that is worse than what Hux did, which is to make another man do your will be striking him without thought for his life. And 
if a man kills another man, or a woman kills, either one, then the man or woman who has killed man or woman, he will also be killed. 

And who will kill him? Sara asked. 

All the people will kill him, Jason answered. This is an ugly thing, but it is the only way to keep a strong man from killing the weak who 
will not do his way. 

I will never do it, Sara said. 

But others will, J said. And I thought he looked sad as he said it. 

Then J went out of the house and took me with him. The moon was not full, but it still was bright and so were the stars, and we could see 
for a long way. We could see even the mountains to the south, which are so far that we could never go to them. 

J said to me, All of this that you can see, it is not even the hundredth part of the world. 

I asked him what is the world. 

He said to me, The world is round like a berry and we stand on its face. And it flies through the air. 

I said to him, Is this why there is wind? 

But he looked sad and said, No Kapock, for we move with it and do not feel its motion. But this I did not understand, for how can a thing 
move and not know that he moves? 

But I asked him a question because he seemed to be ready to answer questions, and I asked him a question I had thought of often. 

I asked him Who makes all these things? When you bring the Ice People from the Star Tower every year at harvest time and we feed 
them and teach them to walk and talk, where do they come from? And who made the Star Tower? And the forests? For I know who 
made the houses and the fields, for I make them myself. And I know who makes the children and the new lambs and the calf oxen, but I 
do not know what makes the Ice People. 

Then he said to me a story, and I try to write it as I remember it. 

Once J was in the sky with 333 of the Ice People, and the Star Tower flew like a bird only faster. Then an enemy came and with one 
hand killed 111 of the Ice People and with the other hand made 111 more of the Ice People sleep so they could never wake up, and then 
with his spit the enemy made even the last 111 Ice People forget all things. 

Then J killed the enemy and brought the Star Tower to this world. There are many worlds, with many people, but this world was empty, 
and he brought the 111 Ice People who could waken out of the Star Tower and J said that Sara and I and all the others are these Ice 
People. 

But there are not 111 of us, I said. 

There will be, he said. 

But I am foolish and I asked him, J, who made the Ice People, then? And who made this world if you only found it? 

Then J shook his head and laughed softly and said, God did, Kapock. 
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But this is not an answer, because what is God? I asked him this, but he would say no more, except this: I have told you the truth, but you 
cannot understand it, neither can any of the others. I will tell you only the truth that you can understand. 

This is why I have written all that J said, for somewhere in what he said must be the answer to my question of who made all these things, 
or of what this god is. 

Then J and I went inside, and he said to me that the promise I made to Linkeree and that Linkeree made to me is a good promise, and that 
this will be the law of all men and women: What a man makes with his own hands is his own; what many men make together belongs to 
all who worked. When a man owns a thing that another needs, the other must give the man something that he needs in trade for this 
thing, and the trade must be fair, or it is a crime. 

This is a new word, which I shall teach the people. Crime. J said it means those things which if all people did them would make a man 
want not to live among men. 

J said many other things which I will not write because he said not to. I write these things because he did not say not to, and they are 
important. 

After many hours in the darkness J left us, and after he left Sara and I could not sleep, and so I write. But now Sara sleeps and I too can 
sleep, and so I make an end of writing for this time. 

# 
We plow three fields. 

The plowing is done and we have plowed three fields. First the field at Heaven City, which is the first and the largest. Then the field 
where Linkeree and Batta now live, which is not large, but which has black soil that feels warm and that will grow much food, I think. 

The third field is at the place where Linkeree built the house that later he burned. We have all built a new house there, and into it Hux has 
moved. And we have plowed a field with Hux, and he will live alone. 

But not alone. Rather only apart from the most of us. For I saw that Hux was truly sorry for all he had done wrong, and I believe that he 
will not let anger make him do such bad things anymore. So I called all the people of Heaven City together and asked them, one by one, 
saving only Linkeree and Batta, if they had any thing bad to think of Hux for anything he had done to them. And not one of them said 
anything bad except Sara, and she would not speak. Then I said to Hux, Neither do I have anything bad to say of you, Hux. Yet that is 
because no harm has been done to me. 

I said to him, Linkeree and Batta are the only ones who can speak bad of you. And so I say this: Hux will be allowed to marry Ryanno 
and live in a new house which we all will build, but only if he asks permission of Linkeree. Then it will be Linkeree who gives Hux a 
house if he is to have a house. This is only right, for Hux took a house from Linkeree. 

Then Hux went to Linkeree and asked him for a house, and Linkeree and Batta said, We will work with our own hands to help build you 
a house. 

That is the house that Hux lives in now, and it has the little door just as Linkeree's own house has, and it is a good house, and when Hux 
and Ryanno moved into it all of us sang and there was dancing and laughing and we caught many fish and ate them because it was a 
good day, for even though we live in three places instead of two, we are one people. 

And now tonight I thought of what J said to me that night and I think this: When J said, God made all this, he was laughing because I did 
not know that J made all these things, so he made up a name and said this person did it. Or maybe God is J's other name. But this I am 
now sure of: J brings the Ice People from the Star Tower, and he is thus the maker of the Ice People. He must also be the maker of other 
things, for if he can make a man whole, without it growing from a woman, he could surely make all other things. This is what I think. If I 
am wrong then J will think I am foolish. But then, I am foolish. Why should he not think it? 

We have found another thing. The Star River is large, but it goes only a little way from Heaven City and then it flows into a great river, a 
river so wide that the other side looks as far away as the mountains, and the water is muddy and not good to drink. It is also deep, and a 
man or woman can only walk a little way and the water is up to the shoulders and the river pulls as if to sweep you away. 

Now I see something that I did not know before. There are small rivers and large rivers. Alone, the small rivers are not strong, like the 
Star River that we can walk across. But when the small rivers flow into the large ones, then the large ones are stronger. 

This is like Heaven City, for Linkeree and Hux live apart, yet they flow into the Heaven City like the Star River flows into this big river. 
And so I have named the big river Heaven River, and said to the people: 
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Flow always into Heaven City as you see the Star River flow into the Heaven River. Then Heaven City will always be as strong as you 
see this great river to be. 

But if you flow in different ways, like the Star River does when it splits upstream into two rivers that pass on both sides of the hill I live 
on, then you become weak. 

Not all the people understood me, but many did. 

I did not tell them that J is God who made all these things. This is a thing I will keep without telling them, for it is a hard thing, and I do 
not understand it yet. 

I am no longer afraid to be Warden. For I know that J does not expect me to act always as he would act. Rather he expects only that I act 
in the best way I know how to act. And this I can do. And I make an end of writing for this time. 

# 

I have thought of J as a father. 

Today Ciel spoke to me and said, Father let me come. I was going to shear the sheep and he said, Father let me come. 

When he said this I knew that he would someday say other things, and I felt then that someday Ciel will grow wise like the Ice People, 
and a son of my body may speak to me as my friends speak to me. 

And then as I sheared the sheep I thought of J and knew that he is to us as I am to my son Ciel. He is wise and knows many things, all the 
words and all the names, what to do, when to do it, why it must be done, and what will happen if it is not. None of us knows these things, 
and we only say to him the things he has taught us to say. Even as I do with Ciel who cannot say all that we can say, J must long to speak 
to us about things that we could not understand. 

I tried to tell Ciel why he could not play among the sheep, for they might hurt him for he is small, but he did not understand. 

I laughed and shook my head. This is also what J did when I did not understand. Laughed and shook his head. 

J is a father with all the children. He has no one he can talk to as I talk to Sara. He can only talk as I talk to Ciel, in simple words that 
even then are not always understood. 

J is like a father, but he has neither wife nor friends nor father of his own. Or is that where he goes when he leaves us? Is there a father 
for him inside the Star Tower? I do not think so, for now I realize that J always looks sad and alone, not happy like I am with my son 
Ciel. I think J has no one but us to talk to, and we do not understand. 

But I will try to understand, so that someday when J speaks to me I will be able to answer. 

Then maybe he will take me into the Star Tower and show me all the secrets there and he will teach me how to make Ice People and all 
the other things he has made. 

Sara is reading this and she is angry. She says that I am truly foolish to think that I will ever know all that J knows. She is surely right. 

But still I hope. If the Star Tower can fly like a bird, will J not take me with him into the sky? When Ciel is old enough and wise enough 
I will take him with me everywhere I go, and teach him everything I know. Is this surely not what J intends for us as well? And so I say 
to J as Ciel said to me, Father let me come. 

But for now I will only try to be wise and will study how to not be foolish like a child anymore. J will know when I am ready. And I 
make an end of writing for this time. 

Part IV 
Chapter Nine 

Stipock woke with the sleep helmet still on his head, and as he moved his arms to the sides, he realized to his surprise that he was still in 
his coffin. It had never happened before. His body was soaked in sweat from the waking drugs, and his mind refused to clear. Bright 
spots appeared in front of his eyes. He blinked. The spots went away. 

He reached up to the sides of the coffin, pulled himself to a sitting position, and looked around. 
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Not a Sleeproom at all, he knew instantly. The mass of controls placed within an arm's reach of a chair could only be a ship's control 
board. The space was cramped. Garol Stipock had never been in a warship before, but he had seen loops, and he recognized quickly that 
this had to be the control cabin of a ship of the fleet. 

He also recognized the man standing at the head of the coffin, who said softly, "Is everything all right, Dr. Stipock?" 

"Jazz Worthing," Stipock said, and his body flushed with heat as everything fit together -- waking in a starship, and Jazz Worthing, one 
of the prime enemies of the people of Capitol, standing by his side. 

"I'm in a colony ship," he breathed, the words not sounding real. 

"Very quick" said Jazz Worthing. 

"Why? I never volunteered --" 

"Not so quick, then?" 

"No," Stipock said. "We must have launched our little coup attempt. We must have lost." 

"In a nutshell," Jazz said, "that's so. There are more ramifications, of course. But I doubt they'd interest you." 

"They interest me very much. Who else was caught?" 

"Everyone." 

Stipock turned away, suddenly conscious of his nakedness, suddenly aware of how vulnerable he was. "Can I have come clothing?" 

"The ship has it ready for you." The clothing landed in a pile in the foot of the coffin. Stipock clambered out of the box. 

"Is there a shower first?" 

The starpilot pointed, and Stipock went in, showered, urinated, and came back out and dressed. His thoughts began to settle down in the 
process. Colonies. Death. No more somec. The raw emotions never reached panic; instead he began to think: Adjust. Fit in. Get along. 
Survive. 

"What kind of planet is this?" 

"Agricultural," Jazz answered 

"Most are," Stipock retorted, "at first." 

"This one always will be," Jazz said. "Fossil fuels are buried too deep to get to without metal tools. Copper and tin are extractable with 
wooden tools. Iron is only within three kilometers of the surface at one place, the middle of an uninhabitable desert. This planet will have 
a very hard time getting out of the bronze age." 

Stipock was surprised at Worthing's attitude. "Don't you have any heavy equipment?" 

"Yes," Jazz said. 

"Then what's this about the bronze age?" 

Jazz smiled. "Awake for three minutes, and already you know more than the captain." 

Stipock flushed with anger, and grew angrier at himself because he knew that his pale skin always turned red when he was angry, 
making it impossible for him to hide his emotions. 

"What am I supposed to do? Where are the others?" 

"The others are all outside. You're the last." 
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Stipock didn't know how to take that. "Why last? Why in here, for that matter? I thought colony ships had a tape-and-tap." 

"They do," Jazz said. "Ours isn't working." 

"Why am I in here alone?" 

"Your situation is unique, Dr. Stipock." 

"Why? I wasn't even one of the leaders of the coup. I'm not about to cause any problems." 

Jazz laughed. "Your existence at this moment is a problem. One which I created myself, I know, but I have to see what'll happen. 
Experimenting, you know?" 

Stipock felt sick. He had seen the stolen loop, knew that Jazz Worthing was set to lead a rebellion of the Fleet to seize control of somec. 
But if Jazz's rebellion had succeeded -- 

"What are you doing here? I didn't think top level starpilots were exactly thrilled with colony assignments." 

Jazz sighed. "That's the problem with using old tapes to wake you up with. You don't know a damn thing. Follow me." And Jazz turned 
on his heel and walked to the back of the control room, opened a door, and stepped through. Stipock followed, telling himself that he'd 
have to humor this man, but knowing that whatever his situation turned out to be, he'd hate it. 

They went through a large storage compartment, with many large and small coffins, most of them empty and stacked out of the way. A 
few were still connected. "Ocelots just aren't needed in the ecology," Jazz explained casually, "and I decided skunks had no useful 
purpose either, just now. Avoid the nuisance, you know." 

Stipock followed the starpilot to the end of the storage room, where he opened a door. Jazz Worthing watched him as he stepped through 
the door. Stipock looked around -- there were three sets of gauges and dials grouped around three doors. He resisted the impulse to ask 
questions, though he could think of no good reason not to. He just didn't want to converse with a man whom he had long hated (from a 
distance) and who now had a great deal of power over him (from close up). 

Jazz parted the seal on the door marked A, opened it, and stepped back. Stipock moved to the door and looked through. 

Dazzling sunlight poured in through a long oval slit in the roof. It took a moment for Stipock to adjust to the light. When he could see 
clearly, he gasped. The long tube, which had been lined with coffins, was a ruin. All the metal was melted down, and a clear swath had 
been cut through. There was no way a single passenger in that section could have survived. "What happened?" Stipock whispered. 

"An enemy ship. Two of them, as a matter of fact. I had a choice between letting a projectile hit the stardrive and vaporize us all, or 
letting it hit here, in the hope that some would survive." 

"What a choice," Stipock said. "Were either of the other two tubes hit?" 

"All the life support in C tube was destroyed by the heat of the projectile's passage," Jazz said. Stipock noticed that the starpilot formed 
some of the words and sentences with difficulty, as if he were unaccustomed to saying them. 

"I was in B tube?" 

Jazz smiled patiently. "Isn't that obvious?" 

Then Worthing stepped into the ruined tube, and Stipock followed. They walked carefully along the tube. Stipock looked up as he passed 
under the tear in the roof. The sun was blinding. He looked away, covering his eyes. A purple spot blocked some of his vision. "Don't 
look at the sun," Jazz said. 

"Thanks for the warning," said Garol Stipock. 

They made their way to the end of the tube and didn't have to open a door, because the hole left by the projectile was ample. They 
clambered through, and Stipock was horrified by what he saw -- the tape rack mostly fused and melted by heat. "The memory tapes," he 
said. "Look at this -- this is terrible." 

Jazz reached out with his toe, and showed Stipock an empty slot in the lower right-hand corner of the B-tube tape rack. "That's where the 
only B tube tape that was usable was." 
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"Mine." 

"Again, obvious." 

Stipock leaned against the wall. "But what about the others? They won't have any memory at all, no training, no education. They'll be 
like infants. What are we going to do?" 

"It's all been done." 

Stipock was puzzled. "But how? If you didn't have the tapes -- you said I was the last one wakened! Why? How long did you leave me 
asleep after landing?" 

"Fifty-eight years." 

It was too much to understand all at once. Bad enough to wake up from somec and find that your last waking had been wiped and you 
were in the colonies, irrevocably off somec until you died -- that much he had bargained for, had known the risks when he joined the 
conspiracy. But the deaths of two-thirds of the colonists in a battle in space, and then the loss of every survivor's tape except his own -- 

And why had he been left asleep for fifty-eight years? 

"It wasn't an easy decision," Jazz said, answering Stipock's unspoken question. "A dozen times that first year I headed for the Star Tower 
-- for the ship -- to waken you. I needed your help." 

"Then why didn't you? Because I was a rebel against your conspiracy? In a case like this, you forget political differences. Captain 
Worthing, I would have helped you." 

Jazz smiled slightly. "Would you?" 

"Damn right!" Stipock said. "Damn right! Of course I would!" 

"Well, that's the question, isn't it? Whether you'll help me, or whether you'll work against me." 

"Now? Aren't they all functioning adults by now?" 

Jazz nodded, then went to the door from the schoolroom to B tube, opened it, went in. Stipock followed. Most of the coffins were empty, 
standing open. But twenty of them were occupied. Jazz touched each one as he passed, said a name. Most of them Stipock recognized -- 
Fritz Kapock, the designer; Sara Hamilton, a wholesaler who had been one of the foremost leaders in the rebellion; Arran Handully, the 
best-known actress in the Empire and a primary financial backer of the rebellion. Others he didn't know, of course -- he hadn't been that 
high in the ranks of the rebellion, to know everyone. 

"Why are they still here? I thought you said I was last?" 

"They aren't still here," Jazz answered. "They're back here. These are the ones who have proved themselves -- the most creative, the most 
capable, those best able to lead. I bring them back here to sleep, so I can use them again." 

"You still have people on somec," Stipock said. "But that's absolutely forbidden in the colonies." 

"You worry about the law?" Jazz asked. "You're the man who invented the probe, Garol Stipock." 

Stipock flushed again, was embarrassed again that his anger showed so obviously. "I also invented the geologer, which you no doubt 
used for your planetary survey." 

"Of course. I'm just pointing out that in special circumstances, law-abiding people break laws. You must admit these circumstances are 
special." 

"When the next Empire ship comes, let's see what they say about it." 

"There won't be any Empire ship," Jazz said. "We left Capitol more than a thousand years ago." 

Another piece of unassimilatable information. "A thousand years! Then we must be -" 
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"Very, very far from the pale of human settlement. And the Empire doesn't know we're here." 

"Why!" 

"Does it matter? Here we are. Now I'll explain this carefully, and you'll listen carefully, and we shall see what happens next. Dr. Stipock, 
these people all had empty minds, like infants. No conditioning from Capitol culture. No knowledge of somec." 

"They know now, anyway," Stipock interrupted. 

"I said listen. They know nothing about the universe except what I could teach them. They know nothing about law except what I have 
taught them. And in all of this, I was limited by what they could understand. On Capitol, children were surrounded by the artifacts of 
civilization. All the little gadgets that kept us alive and made life fun. How many people on Capitol actually know how those things 
work?" 

Stipock snorted. "Almost no one." 

"Only the specialists. Now if people who see these things and use them every day have no idea how they work, how could I explain, say, 
a laser to these colonists, who have never seen one?" 

"I never thought of that. They don't have a fragment of the science of the last four thousand years, then," Stipock said. "What have you 
done?" 

"I haven't tried to teach them." 

"But they should know! They have to know --" 

"Why? On a planet where the technology they and their children will have can't possibly extract iron or aluminum from the earth? On a 
planet where coal is inaccessible and oil even harder to get? Should I tell them about star travel and telephones and loops and food 
processors and tubes and toilets? Should I tell them that they're living in squalor and ignorance and make them hate their lives?" 

Stipock shook his head. He sat on an empty coffin, looked at his hands. "But not to tell them anything. Captain Worthing, I couldn't do 
it." 

"Yes you could," Jazz said. "I even tried to tell them. But they didn't understand. I told them I brought them down from the sky in the 
ship, and they decided that I must be superhuman. How could I explain the science of the stardrive? They have no need for higher 
mathematics -- it would just be a game to them, and a pretty damned hard one. None of them has time to learn things that can't be used -- 
it takes all their time from dawn to dark just to stay alive." 

"It sounds like hell." 

"They're completely happy." 

"That's hard to believe." 

"Only because you remember the Empire, Stipock. If you forgot the Empire, you'd live like them and be happy, too." 

"What do they make of things like the starship, then?" Stipock asked. "If they don't know about technology, what do they think of the 
fact that you're still young after fifty years or so, that these people you've got in here don't get any older?" 

"They think," Jason said, "that I'm God." 

Stipock laughed uproariously. "Well, I hope you set them straight on that!" 

"I never tried," Jason answered, shrugging. 

"You're joking," Stipock said, and then saw that he was not. "What are you doing, setting yourself up here as the local deity? What right 
do you have to force them into superstition and ignorance?" 

"The ignorance is unavoidable. And they made up the idea that I was God all by themselves." 
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"You could have told them it wasn't true." 

"And accomplished what? You've been pampered all your life, Stipock, just like everybody else in the Empire. Well, they've got a hard 
life out there, and no precedents, no parents, no one to teach them. Except me. I'm their parents and their teachers and their ties with the 
past. They needed a foundation, and I'm that foundation. Why else do you think people believe in God? They can't live without faith." 

Stipock was silent, said nothing, but told himself, This man is insane. This man is playing God with people's lives. I've got to stop him 
somehow. 

"Garol Stipock," Jazz said, "you can try to stop me all you like. As long as all you do is talk, and as long as you obey the laws." 

"The laws? You're the laws, aren't you?" 

"I wrote them. But they stand alone now. The government is entirely in their hands. I visit now and then, to install a new Warden, to take 
people who've excelled into the ship to sleep. You won't find it oppressive." 

Stipock got up and walked out of the tube. He didn't look back to see if Jazz was following or not -- the footsteps behind him soon told 
him that. He went back to the control room, and went to the door that led outside. He began unlocking it, but when it came to unfastening 
the seal, it wouldn't budge. 

"Sorry, Stipock. Keyed to my thumbprint. And in case you get any ideas, it's keyed to myliving thumbprint. Wrong temperature, no 
pulse, and no electric current, and the door won't open. In fact, if I'm dead and I touch the button, the control room blows up. The Fleet's 
little anticapture system." 

"Are you keeping me a prisoner here?" 

"It depends on what you plan to do when you go out there." 

"I plan," Stipock said grimly, "to tell them all what a lying crazy bastard you are." 

"Still a rebel," Jazz said. "Do you think they'd believe you?" 

And Stipock calmed down, slumped as he realized how stupid his impulse had been. He would be a stranger to them all. Why should 
they believe him? 

"Garol," Jazz said, "strange as it may seem, I know how you feel. A man once played God with my life, and I hated him for it for a 
while. But eventually I realized that what he was planning was good. I still had no choice but to obey him -- but I didn't wantanother 
choice. The vision was good. 

"I have a vision of this world, Garol. I imagine it being a simple, peaceful place, where people are happy, by and large. I at least want to 
give it a good start. And if that means giving them a deity to worship until they no longer need one, then I'll give them a deity." 

"Why did you even wake me?" Stipock said. "Why did you even use that tape?" 

"Well, as for that, if you don't cooperate, I'll simply put you back to sleep and wake you as I woke the others, with no tape at all. So in 
the long run you'll be part of the colony one way or another." 

Stipock laughed bitterly. "Then put me under, because the way I feel right now, I'm sure as hell not going to cooperate." 

"You're a brilliant man, Stipock," Jazz said. "There have been only eleven significant advances in the Empire technology since the 
beginning of somec. Four of them were yours." 

"Four?" 

"I count the probe. Stipock, I don't think the way you do. I can help people solve their human problems, and I've taught them everything I 
could learn out of the ship's library. But I can't invent. And in a world with no metal, they need invention. We need it. Now if I put you 
under and woke you up mindless, maybe you'd still become an inventor and maybe not. Kapock was a designer and he still has great 
sensitivity -- but Linkeree was a businessman and now he carves in wood. You see?" 

"So you do need me." 
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"We can survive just fine without you. But I want your help." 

"I won't help you as long as you're playing God, Captain Worthing." 

Jazz shrugged. "It's your choice. I'm walking out of here in three days. They expect me then. Either you'll come with me as you are now, 
or you'll come with me as an infant in a box. Up to you." 

Stipock shouted, "You really believe you're God, don't you, juggling with people's lives as if they didn't have anything to say about it!" 

Jason sat down at the control board, swiveled the chair around to face Stipock. "People never decide the major events in their lives, 
Dr. Stipock. The major decisions are made for them. The only things that people decide are the minor things. Whether they'll be happy 
or not, for instance; whom they'll love and whom they'll hate; how trusting they intend to be. You can decide to trust me, and I'll decide 
to trust you, and then maybe you can be happy, if you've got guts enough to be." 

Stipock, bright red with rage, leaped for Jazz Worthing -- no clear plan in mind, of course. Just a vague but overpowering urge to cause 
pain. And pain was, indeed, caused. Stipock lay on the floor, holding his arm. 

"That'll be a nasty bruise, Dr. Stipock. Remember -- you may have won a few duels on Capitol, but the Fleet trains its soldiers to win. 
And I always will." 

A gross misappropriation of funds, Stipock thought humorlessly. He felt the anger and humiliation of a cripple -- unable to control his 
own fate, hopelessly trapped and yet capable, completely capable, if only he could set himself free of his handicap. 

Jazz stayed busy the rest of the day, and Stipock began looking over his shoulder. He began wondering, from time to time, why Jazz was 
so calm and easy about having him loose in the control cabin, as if he posed no threat at all. But from time to time -- in fact, whenever it 
occurred to him to try to attack the starpilot -- Jazz would almost playfully, absentmindedly flash out a hand and bruise Stipock, a sharp, 
quick pain somewhere on his body. A reminder. And Stipock would put down any idea of resistance. 

What Jazz was studying, and what Stipock read over his shoulder, were charts and readouts from the computer on probable population 
figures, depending on different variables. Now and then, curiosity aroused, Stipock would ask a question. "Which of these is accurate?" 

"All of them. But the best predictor seems to be the max-max-mini figures -- maximum fertility, maximum available resources, 
minimum environmental hostility. The people out there seem to like having babies. At least, they don't want to quit having them bad 
enough to invent twin beds," Jason answered, and Stipock couldn't help laughing. 

And reports, all written by Jason himself, on the progress of the colony under each Warden. The names were all familiar -- Kapock, 
Steve Wien, others that he had known or heard of. "Who's this Ciel?" 

"Kapock's oldest son. Second generation. The first native-born that I appointed as Warden." 

"Why do you call them Wardens?" 

"I like the word." 

"And why call it Heaven City, and the Star River, and all this other mumbo-jumbo." 

"I like mumbo-jumbo." 

Angry again, Stipock went away from the control and fumed quietly in a corner for a few minutes. He and Jazz spoke no more that day, 
until Jason yawned, looked at his watch, and said, "Time to sleep." 

"Not for me," Stipock said. 

"When I sleep," Jazz said, "you sleep." 

And Jazz had a needle in his hand. Stipock leaped to his feet, bounded away to comparative safety by the door to the storage room. 
"Don't come near me with that." 

"You're afraid," Jazz said, "that once I have you asleep normally, I'll put you under somec. Well, I won't. When I put you under somec, 
you'll know it." 
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"I'm supposed to believe that?" 

"Got any choice?" 

There was a struggle anyway, a brief scuffle that Jazz won handily, and Stipock soon slept. 

Lights up. Stipock opened his eyes. Jazz Worthing was leaning over his bed, and Stipock sighed in relief. Awake another day, with 
memory still intact. 

Breakfast out of the ship's paste. Tasted foul. "Well, the ship has been out for over a thousand years," Jazz said, smiling pleasantly as 
Stipock grimaced and forced it down. "Usually they're refitted within a century. Time does things to flavor." 

After breakfast, more reports, and Stipock began to get a feel for the community outside the starship. By lunchtime he had even 
conceded to himself that Jason had really done remarkably well, turning mindless infants into a functional, working society in only five 
decades -- and without being there much of the time. 

"I can see," he finally said, "that their worship of you served a real purpose for a time. Continuity. Their awe of you lent authority to the 
Warden, kept them together." 

Jazz turned around in amazement. "Do I hear you, Garol Stipock, the perfect judge of right and wrong, actually commending me, the man 
who plays God, of doing something right?" 

Stipock turned red and Jazz laughed. "I told you that before. But you wouldn't believe me. Just like a scientist. Perfectly willing to decide 
what's right and wrong without recourse to the evidence." 

"When I saw the evidence," Stipock said grimly, "I changed my mind." 

Suddenly more mild, Jazz said, "Sorry. I didn't mean to mock. And I'm glad you saw my point." 

"Then I hope you'll see mine," Stipock said. "This God thing can't be forever. Let's make a bargain. Let me go out there, let me live there 
for at least a year. I'll be 'inventive' or whatever you expect of me -- I'll try to find ways to improve their lives with the limited resources. 
I'll help build up your colony. I'll obey all the laws." 

"Bargain?" Jason asked. "And what will I do for you in this bargain?" 

"You'll simply let me teach. I won't undermine the Warden's authority. I'll just try to wean them away from their belief in this God you've 
become to them." 

"By teaching?" 

"Persuading." 

"You realize that if you try to teach them that I was a traitor to the Empire, which your little conspiracy believed, they'll either not 
understand, or they'll get very upset at you." 

"I'm not a fool," Stipock said, "at least not usually. I know enough to avoid getting people angry. Peaceful means. Let me try to change 
their minds. Or do you like being God so much you won't even take a chance?" 

Jazz cocked his head and looked intently at Stipock's eyes. "You mean you'd promise to obey all the laws, to build up the community in 
every possible way, in exchange for my allowing you to teach people that I'm not God?" 

"I promise it now." 

"It must be worth a lot to you to unthrone God," Jazz said. 

"If there were a God," Stipock said, "I wouldn't fight it. But when a normal man acts the role, then I'll unmake him the best I can." 

"Well, then," Jazz said, "I think that's a fair enough bargain. If you can persuade them, then fine. But I warn you -- I'll give the Warden 
power to imprison you if you incite or perform one act of violence. Even one. Agreed?" 
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Stipock hesitated, then nodded. "But I won't be responsible if some crazy person takes an idea into his own head --" 

Jazz laughed. "This isn't the Empire, Stipock. The Wardens are all just. They try to be fair. And usually succeed." 

"Who's the Warden now?" 

"Hop Noyock," Jazz said. 

"Your agent?" 

"Was. But since I don't have any more income, his ten percent is gone, too." 

Jazz held out his hand. Stipock took it, and they struck the bargain. Afterward, Stipock laughed. "I can't believe I'm making a bargain 
without lawyers and contracts." 

"This isn't the Empire." 

"Why are you trusting me?" 

"Because," Jason said, "I have the foolish belief that I can see into people's hearts. I've looked into yours." 

"A rather dismal place, wasn't it?" Stipock said, playing along with the joke. 

"No more so than normal," Jazz said, smiling. "You still hate me. But I can trust you to keep your part of the bargain. 

"And," Jason added, "you can trust me to keep mine." 

Chapter Ten 
Noyock laid down the pen on the table and rubbed his eyes. He shouldn't have left the writing until the last minute. But the History 
had to be kept. Not since the first day of the first Warden, Kapock the Eldest, had any Warden failed to keep the History, and Noyock 
prided himself on being more thorough than any of them. 

A rooster crowed, and then another, as if in answer. Noyock reached over and opened the shutter slightly. Still dark -- someone must be 
walking the chickenyards, then. But perhaps it was nearly morning. Was the sky a little lighter? Had to sleep. Jason coming today, he 
muttered to himself. Yawned again. Jason today, and the History is ready. 

Noyock stretched, and left the room he had set aside for his duties as Warden -- his planning, the History, meetings with individuals and 
couples, when the problems or questions weren't appropriate for open discussion. This, too, was new, since Jason had left. He will be 
pleased, Noyock told himself. I hope he's pleased. 

Below him, he could hear the clank of tin pans, the dull sound of a wooden spoon stirring rapidly in a clay pot. Who this morning? 
Riavian, Noyock's own wife? Or his daughter-in-law, Esten, Wien's eldest daughter, who had married Aven in a joyful ceremony -- how 
many years ago? Thirty. Noyock chuckled. Poor Aven, he thought. My poor son, now more than fifty years old, while I look scarcely 
older than I did the day Jason brought me down from the Star Tower, they all tell me. 

And Noyock paused to think about Jason for a moment, to think of the miracle of dwelling in the Star Tower, because no one who dwelt 
there with Jason ever aged. They could go in, as Noyock had done, leaving their children in their twenties, and come out to find that their 
children seemed to be older than they. Poor Aven. But no, aging was a part of life, the natural pattern of things. Like the cows and horses 
that grew old and died. It was not poor Aven. It was blessed, lucky, favored Noyock and Riavain and all the others who had been taken 
into the Star Tower; and thinking of Jason's goodness to everyone in Heaven City, Noyock's eyes filled with tears, and he wondered if he 
wasn't getting old after all, and just as he thought that, he heard a roar from downstairs. 

"Lying to your father on top of disobedience! What kind of child have I brought forth!" 

Aven, Noyock thought to himself, and doubtless poor Hoom was the object of Aven's wrath. Aven had always been obedient, deferent, 
careful. And now the poor man was cursed with a son who was willful, forgetful, prone to disobey. But, Noyock remembered with a 
chuckle, the boy was a hell of a lot more fun to have around than his father had been. And Noyock had often spent hours with Hoom as 
he was growing up, teaching him, answering the boy's questions, asking his own. Bright boy. 
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The slapping sound of a leather strap. Ah, thought Noyock. This is a bad one, then. Noyock debated whether to go, for though he tried 
not to intervene in the way Aven raised the boy, he had often found that by simply appearing on the scene, Aven's anger was tempered, 
and Hoom was spared the worst. 

Noyock went down the stairs to the second floor (remembering, proudly, that his farm and cattlefields had been so successful that he was 
the first in the whole of Heaven City to have a house with three floors. And basement) and then turned, going up the hall to the small 
room that was Hoom's own, unshared with his sisters or his brothers. 

"And that," said Aven's voice, now low and fierce with the exertion of the whipping, "is what happens to boys who disobey. And that," 
with the fall of the strap again, "is what happens to boys who lie!" 

Noyock stood in the door. Hoom was kneeling at his bed, soundless as his father brought the strap down again on his naked back. Large 
welts were rising, but Noyock calculated that Aven could be hitting a good deal harder, and so didn't intervene, only walked in a little 
farther and cheerfully said, "That brings the count to eleven." 

Aven brought the strap down again. "Let's make it an even dozen then, and be done." 

He took the strap and hooked it through his belt, then faced his father. "Well, father," Aven said, "you see how my patience has finally 
been pushed too far." 

"I do indeed," said Noyock. "And what did the boy do this time?" 

"I come here in the morning to wake him, and find him in here half-dressed. I think, 'The boy's getting up early to help,' and come in to 
give him a hug and clap him a good-morning, and by damn his clothes are wet! Been down by the river again! Down playing water 
games with that little bastard Wix, no doubt. But I says to him, 'Did you sleep well?' And he says to me, 'Very well, father. Didn't stir all 
night long.' And I'll not put up with being disobeyed and lied to on top of it all!" 

"So I see. Well, the boy's strapped well, now, isn't he?" 

"And I hope it hurts him long enough that he learns to obey his father." And with that Aven stalked righteously out of the room. 

Now, in the silence that followed, Noyock could hear the boy's labored breathing. Crying? Either that or trying very hard not to, which 
amounts to the same, Noyock decided. But no need to let the boy wallow in it. Good cheer: "Well, Hoom, my boy, today's Jason's 
homecoming." 

Grunt from the face in the blankets. 

"And today your grandfather's been Warden for one solid year. Four to go. Better this time than the first. What do you think, will Jason 
have me out, or keep me on?" 

No answer at all. 

"I suppose that's a trivial question to you right now, Hoom. But it plagues me a far sight more than anything else right now. What's 
troubling you? I know the pain's a trifle to you -- what's your sorrow?" 

Mumbles. 

"And only God heard that remark. Have you nothing to say to me?" 

Hoom lifted his face from the blanket. His cheeks were tear-streaked, but his eyes were aflame with hatred. "I want to kill him," the boy 
hissed. "I want to kill him!" 

The words were like knives to Noyock, who couldn't hear such words being said within his family. But he only smiled. "Ah, it isn't the 
pain at all, then, is it, because if it was the blows, you'd only want to thrash him. It's the shame, isn't it, of being beaten." 

Hoom started to argue, then thought better of it, and Noyock took note of the boy's increasing maturity, that he'd change his mind so 
readily when he knew the other side had the truth. "Yes," Hoom said. "It's the shame." 

"Well, Jason's coming today, and all shames are forgotten." 

"Not all," Hoom said. "He forbids me to spend time with Wix." 
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"He's your father." 

"Father or not, Wix is my friend! I didn't choose my own damn father! And I did choose my friend!" 

"Well, you're thirteen," said Noyock. "In only eleven months you'll be fourteen, and come of age, and no father or mother can tell you 
what to do or not to do." 

"But by then Wix'll have it done! And I won't have had a part in it!" 

"In what?" 

"Logs on the river!" 

"Ah," Noyock said. "That again. But Wix is so impractical! Why go out playing on the river, with the current as dangerous and swift as it 
is, when we have no need to travel on it?" 

"But the city'll grow, grandfather! Wix says there'll come a time when a floor of logs on the river will carry cargo from one end of 
Heaven City to another!" 

"You can't even guide your silly logs," Noyock said. "The river isn't an ox, to be tamed by men." 

Hoom turned away in ill-hidden disgust. "No, you're as bad as father." 

"Probably worse," Noyock said. "I love you like he does, but I haven't the courage to try to stop you from drowning yourself. If it was up 
to me, I'd say, 'Let the boys experiment. Let them learn the only way they ever will'." 

"I wish you were my father!" Hoom said. 

"Too late to arrange that," Noyock answered, laughing. "But go on down to breakfast. Jason's coming today." 

Suddenly concerned, Hoom said, "Are my eyes red? Does it show that I was crying?" 

"Not a bit. But I'd advise you to put on some clothes, boy. Your mother's likely to belt you a good one if you come naked to breakfast." 
Hoom laughed, and so did Noyock; and the Warden left the room, wishing that all the unhappy people in Heaven City could be so easily 
comforted. 

Breakfast was placid, except when Aven started telling how Niggo the tailor had nearly beaten Wix within in inch of his life, because the 
boy had been teaching Niggo's nine-year-old daughter to swim. "That'll teach young hooligans to keep their hands off young children." 

The point of the remark was too sharp to miss, and Hoom piped up in his changing voice, "She asked him to teach her. He didn't want to, 
but she pestered him until he did." 

"Nevertheless," Aven pontificated, "if Jason had meant for human beings to swim, he'd have given us scales and fins." 

Hoom's eyes flashed with anger, and he said sarcastically, "And if God had meant for men to plow, he'd have given you blades for feet." 

Aven grew furious immediately, and crisis was averted by the arrival of the bacon and Noyock's loud laughter. "My son and my 
grandson, both prizes for their wit!" the desire for a quarrel passed quickly, and overzealous mouths were soon filled with dripping fat. "I 
say that even if hogs are disgusting creatures," Aven commented with his mouth full, "they're certainly good once they're dead!" 

And Noyock answered, his mouth even fuller, "And let us say the same for fat men, too!" and everyone laughed, for they had nothing but 
contempt for the tailors and weavers and wood-carvers who sat all day at their tasks, while Noyock and Aven and all their family, 
keepers of cattle and tillers of fields, considered loose skin at their waist to be a sign that they'd been slacking. 

The breakfast over, they gathered cloaks against the wind and headed out of the house, down the dirt road, and joined the crowd trickling 
along the new road that was generally called Noyock's Road. Noyock was justly proud of it -- for though Cooter the wagonmaster had 
suggested the idea to two other Wardens, only Noyock had caught the vision of it, and found a way to do it. 

The trouble had been that no one wanted to donate time just to spread small rocks over the surface of the road. So Noyock had assessed, 
not time, but goods from the older, wealthier people, and had paid those goods to younger men whose farms were not yet producing, or 
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who were still learning the trade. That way the older men didn't have to waste their time on a public job, while the younger men could 
work for the general good -- and not starve in the process. 

The result was good. A summer of frequent rain had proved it: while every other road in Heaven City was a morass of mud, Noyock's 
Road, which led from the Main Town, past Noyock's Town, over the crest of the hill, and down to Linkeree's Bay -- the water ran right 
off or soaked right through, and not a wagon was stuck all summer. And now, with the evidence before their eyes, there'd been no trouble 
persuading the people to spread the small stones on all the streets of Main Town, and much of Wienway Road -- clear to the forge. Jason 
would be pleased. 

Firstfield was already full. The census last winter had brought a total of 1,394 people in Heaven City. Twenty had been taken into the 
Star Tower. Eight had died in all the history of Heaven City, of accidents or, in the case of a few of the Ice People, of the strange, 
inexplicable maladies of old age. Noyock had no hope of counting how many babies had been born since winter -- these days it seemed 
that every woman was pregnant, and Linkeree's son Torrel had told Noyock, "Every third person wants a cradle these days." 

Noyock came and stood on the Warden's place, and watched to see when the rising sun would be completely hidden behind the slender 
shaft that stuck out from the front of the Star Tower -- the place where Jason lived. It was only a few minutes' wait, and then the citizens 
of Heaven City sighed the pleasure and fulfilled expectation when the dark place appeared at the front of the Star Tower, and the slender 
line descended slowly to the ground. 

But Noyock's pleasure turned quickly to dismay. Jason was not alone. And the only time he ever brought an adult from the Star Tower 
was to put one of the sleepers into office as Warden. Have I done so badly this year, Noyock wondered, that Jason is already replacing 
me? But that would be unfair -- he hasn't even inspected my work! And I did very well the first time I was Warden -- not fair! 

But as the line descended more and came closer, Noyock realized that the man with Jason was a stranger. Blond and pale, he had 
obviously never been in the sun; but he looked strong enough, and intelligent -- but who was he? Noyock knew all the Ice People, and 
recognized by sight everybody over ten years of age in the whole city. This one was new. 

Jason and the stranger touched the ground, and Jason strode from the chair he rode in, holding out his arms, greeting all his people. They 
leaped to their feet. They cheered. They cried out. They wept and laughed and some sang. And, representing all of them, Noyock, came 
forward to embrace Jason. But Noyock couldn't conceal his uneasiness, and Jason, as always, saw into his heart. As they embraced, 
Jason whispered, "Noyock, my friend, this man isn't here to replace you. You're doing well, and you are still Warden with all my 
confidence." 

And so Noyock was free to be curious rather than concerned about the stranger. Until it occurred to him that this man must be -- 

"The hundred eleventh Ice Person!" Noyock called out in realization. 

"What?" Jason asked. But Noyock had already turned around to face the crowd. "Jason has brought with him the hundred eleventh Ice 
Person. The last of the Ice People! As Kapock prophesied in the History! The last of the Ice People has come!" 

The people were awestruck, and Noyock barely noticed the helpless expression on Jason's face as he beckoned the stranger to come 
forward. "You see?" Noyock heard Jason say, but he didn't understand why. Jason stepped forward, bringing the stranger with him, 
and he raised his hand for silence. 

"Your Warden is right," Jason said. "This is the last of the Ice People. And he is uniquely gifted! Of all the Ice People, only Stipock has 
come from the Star Tower with the power of speech. He is a wise man in many things -- but he is like an infant in other things, and you 
must be patient with him!" 

(Did I see the stranger glare at Jason? Noyock wondered. Why should he be angry?) 

"His name is Stipock. Will you build him a house?" 

Of course the people shouted, "Yes," and the meeting broke up immediately -- it had lasted longer than any other Greeting in the History, 
and because of the stranger it seemed that the tumult afterward lasted longer, too. Everyone had to touch Jason, talk to him, see if he 
remembered them, show him the new children, ask him a question, tell him how well things were going. And then the more curious -- 
and the majority were very curious -- had to come meet the new Ice Person. 

"Stipock," they all said, trying out the name. "Welcome to Heaven City." 

Noyock watched as Wix (the problem! The thorn in everyone's side!) came to Stipock and fixed him with that cold, painful stare, and 
asked, "Why are you able to talk, when all the others who came from the Star Tower were like babies?" 
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Stipock glanced at Jason (Why do I keep thinking they're adversaries? Noyock asked himself), saw that he wasn't looking, and said, 
"Because my memory tape was the only one that survived the wreck of the ship in space." 

Dead silence fell over the group. Someone muttered, "He makes words, too, just like Jason." But Wix only sneered and said to everyone 
and to no one, "Anyone can make up words." And then to prove his point, the fifteen-year-old man said, "Because my memory glibbit 
was the only one that survived the wreck of the mumblebunk in tiddiewart." Though Wix was irritating to practically everyone, they 
couldn't keep from laughing. 

And Noyock wondered why the stranger was turning red. Embarrassment? Anger? Ah well. He'd need a place to stay until the new house 
could be built -- so Noyock went to him and said, "I'm Noyock, the Warden. Would you be willing to live with me until we can build you 
a house?" 

"I don't want to put you out," said Stipock. 

"We won't leave," Noyock said hurriedly. "We'd stay there, too. It's a big house." 

Stipock seemed as if he wanted to explain something, then thought better of it, and followed as Noyock led him out of the crowd. 

Several people followed them up Noyock's Road toward Noyock's Town, the cluster of houses mostly belonging to Noyock's children 
and grandchildren that fringed the road near the crest of the hill. They wanted to hear Stipock speak -- he had a different way of saying 
things that was very amusing, and no one was sure what to make of Jason's latest miracle. 

The farther they walked up the hill toward Noyock's house, the stronger the smell of cattle pens became. To Noyock it was the smell of 
home; the smell of prosperity. But Stipock wrinkled up his nose and said, "Can't you do something with the smell?" 

Noyock was startled, then laughed. "And what can you do with a smell, when no one knows what it looks like, or how to take hold of it?" 

Stipock didn't answer, and Noyock wondered if the man had a sense of humor. A person who can't laugh is only half a human, Noyock 
firmly believed. Why had Jason created this half-man, and brought him here? 

Stipock stepped in a pile of fresh cow manure that was sitting in the middle of the road. He lifted his foot and asked, "What's that?" He 
sounded irritated. 

"Cow manure," Noyock said, puzzled that the man wouldn't know. 

Stipock walked from the road to the thick grass and hurriedly rubbed it off his shoes. 

"If you didn't want it on your feet," Noyock asked, genuinely confused at the man's actions, "why did you step in it?" Stipock only shook 
his head, and wiped his feet some more. 

Late that night, Noyock retreated to the room where he worked on the History. But tonight he couldn't bring himself to write anything. 
He just stared at the paper, and at last passed the time by drawing maps of his farm as it was, and as it should be within a year, five years, 
ten. Meaningless. He was tired -- he had only managed a two-hour nap in the afternoon. But he couldn't sleep. 

All day Jason had been going through Heaven City, visiting with people, talking to them, asking what they thought about this, what they 
felt about that. As always the Warden was forbidden to come along. So instead, Noyock had had the increasingly odious task of dealing 
with this creature Stipock. He wasn't sure how he was going to broach the subject with Jason, but he certainly wished Jason would take 
the man back into the Star Tower with him. 

Questions. "Why do you do this? Why do you do that?" When Stipock asked Aven, "Why do you let your wife do all this cooking while 
you just come in and sit at the table, expecting to be fed?" Noyock didn't even try to stem the outburst. Aven was at his furious best. 
"Because, by damn, I spend the day from an hour before dawn until an hour after dark tending cattle, hoeing fields, reaping, plowing, 
sowing and every other damn thing that keeps this family alive, including producing every damn thing you've put in your damn mouth 
today, Stipock! And if I expect my wife to cook the damn food and clean up the dishes after it seems only fair considering that there'd be 
no food and be no dishes and be no house and be no table if I didn't work to get them!" 

Stipock had turned very, very red, and Noyock couldn't help it -- he laughed outright. Now, drawing maps on the paper, he wondered 
what Jason intended to do with Stipock. Please, Noyock wished fervently, please explain at least what the fellow is for. 

A knock on the door, and Noyock got up, startled. Everyone knew that after dark Noyock was not to be disturbed in this room. He 
opened the door -- and it was the hundred-eleventh Ice Person. "What do you want?" Noyock asked. 
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"I just want to ask some questions," Stipock answered. And because Jason had, after all, said that he should be treated as carefully as an 
infant, Noyock invited him to come in and sit down. He did not, however, say to Stipock, "Be welcome." There were limits. 

"Questions?" Noyock asked. 

"I've been talking to Hoom," Stipock said. "Your grandson, right?" 

Noyock nodded. 

"He tells me that as Warden you tell everybody what to do." 

Noyock shrugged. "When it needs telling, I tell it. Mostly people do what they want." 

"But there are laws?" 

Noyock nodded, wondering what Stipock was getting at. "Of course. Jason gave us those laws." 

"And according to those laws a man has a right to beat his son?" 

Ah. Another criticism. Noyock suddenly felt very tired and wanted to go to bed. "Within reason," Noyock said, "a man has power over 
his children." 

Stipock laughed and shook his head. "I just can't believe how crude it all is." 

Noyock stood up and stepped to the door. "Good night, Stipock. Let's talk in the morning, if you wish." 

"No, I'm sorry," Stipock hurriedly said. "I didn't mean -- I just meant that everything is so primitive." The word meant nothing to 
Noyock. Stipock went on: "I just wondered if you ever voted on anything. If you voted about the laws." 

"We vote," Noyock said, "when there is no law. When Jason has given us a law, why should we vote?" 

"Why shouldn't you?" 

"Because if Jason says it, only a fool would disagree." 

"It might as well be the Empire all over again," Stipock said, more to himself than to Noyock. "It hasn't occurred to anyone that the laws 
ought to come from the people, not from a man who comes out of the starship once every few years?" 

"People are often very stupid," Noyock said. 

"Including Jason, just like everyone else," Stipock said. 

Noyock fixed a cold glare on him. "Good night, Stipock," Noyock said. "Sleep well." 

Stipock shrugged, said, "Thanks for answering my questions," and left. Noyock closed the door after him, but his shaking fingers could 
hardly control the string to loop it on the bolt. He walked back to the table, sat down, and put his hands to his face. 

It is very clear now what Jason wants, Noyock told himself. Stipock is here to test us, to try us. Jason has created an enemy, so that our 
love for him and our obedience to law will have its trial. 

But we will overcome, Noyock vowed. We can and will be strong. 

And then he remembered that Stipock had spoken with Hoom. With young, restless, easily influenced Hoom. And the spectre of the 
stranger stealing away the hearts of the children came up before Noyock's eyes for the first time, and he was afraid. 

Chapter Eleven 
Hoom sat at the table, the tallow lamp casting a circle of light that included the paper and the pen. Except for the scratching of the 
point on the paper, the room was silent, until Hoom laid down the pen, sat up straight, and stretched, sighing softly. 
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He got up and walked to the window, which was barred. His fingers played along the bar, but he didn't lift it. He was confined to his 
room for a week, except for labor with his father on the farm. And Aven had gone so far, this time, as to insist that the window remain 
closed. Of course Aven would never know, this late at night, whether he was obeyed or not -- but Hoom suspected that his father was so 
angry, this time, that he at least considered watching one night outside Hoom room, just to see if he was obeyed. 

Not worth a chance, Hoom decided. His back was still stiff from the last beating -- the tenth in as many months. I will be fourteen next 
month, he reminded himself. Then I can move out of here and never see my father again. 

Today his oldest brother, Grannit, at the age of thirty-two already a grandfather, had talked to him. "Why build a fire between father and 
yourself, so that neither of you can ever cross?" he had said, and Hoom had no answer. Except the silent one: "I'm not building the fire." 
He couldn't say that, though, because all the old people in Heaven City seemed to be on his father's side. They all distrusted Stipock, 
even though not a house in Heaven City lacked at least one of the tallow lamps Stipock had taught them to make. They all resented Wix, 
even though Jason himself had commended Wix for finding ways to travel on the water -- even though Noyock (thank Jason for 
grandfather, Hoom thought) had ridden in the newest boat, which Stipock had helped Wix design. And they all had nothing but contempt 
for Hoom, who was "a disobedient child," as the phrase had so often been said. Hoom sat down and tried to write again. But the words 
were hard to come by. And would Jason even care to read what a thirteen-year-old boy had written? No, it was pointless. Noyock 
wouldn't change the law to set him free; Stipock hadn't the power; and Aven was determined that until the last moment that his authority 
lasted, Hoom would obey. 

"I'll do all in my power to make him a decent man," Aven had said, loudly, when the cattlekeepers' council met tonight, "so that when he 
turns to rubbish next year, no man can say it was Aven fault." 

And while I rot this year, Hoom thought bitterly, no man says any fault to Aven, either. 

A loud knock. Hoom got up, guiltily, as if his thoughts could be heard and he was going to be held to account. He turned the paper over, 
so the writing couldn't be read, and went to the door. No one was there. He wondered -- who could be walking the halls tonight? And 
then the knock came again, louder, and Hoom realized that someone was knocking at the window. At a second-story window? No matter 
-- someone was there, as a third knock testified. Hoom rushed to the window, opened it, and Wix tumbled into the room. 

Surprise turned to dismay. Hoom quickly closed the window again, then rushed and closed the door. Returning to Wix, who was now 
lying on his back on the floor, flexing his arms, Hoom whispered, "What are you doing, coming back here when I'm confined? Are you 
trying to get me killed?" 

"You killed!" Wix whispered back, laughing silently. "And there I was hanging by my elbows, trying to butt my head against the window 
loud enough that you'd hear me! Were you asleep?" 

Hoom shook his head. "I was writing. As Stipock said to do." 

"Writing'll never do any damn good," Wix said. 

"I think Stipock right," Hoom said. "Why should the Wardens be the only ones to write the History? Then it'll all written down the 
way they think it happened." 

"Well, it's your grandfather," Wix said. 

"Why did you come here? I've been beaten too much already!" 

"I came because you'd've killed me if I hadn't. We finished the new boat today, and Stipock says we're to try it out tonight." 

"Tonight? In the dark? 

"There's a moon. And Stipock says that the night wind is from the southwest and will help us fight the current. We're going to cross the 
river." 

Hoom immediately began pulling trousers over his naked legs. "Cross the river, and doing it tonight!" 

"Coming then? Wix asked, laughing silently again. 

"Think I'd miss it?" 

"What about your father?" Wix's eyes taunted him. 
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"This one's worth another beating," Hoom said. "And maybe he won't know." Hoom opened the window and Wix climbed out, falling 
lightly on his feet in the soft earth below. Hoom paused a moment in the window, dreading another huge quarrel with his father, 
wondering if taking this jump was worth it. But the thought of taking the big boat out into the river -- across the river -- ended his inward 
debate, and he jumped, landing on all fours and rolling. 

Wix scrambled back up the wall enough to close the window, so that discovery wouldn't be easy, while Hoom smoothed the dirt where 
they had landed. A few meters out from the house the dirt was covered by a thick mat of grass -- no tracks there. And the dew was cold 
on their feet as they ran. A cow lowed as they sped through the pasture, almost three kilometers before they reached the forest edge. 
There they rested, panting, out of breath, until their eyes got used to the denser darkness under the thick leaves. They followed a path 
known only to children's feet, a narrow winding that seemed deliberately to take the most dangerous descents, the steepest slopes, and it 
took almost a half hour for them to reach the edge of the river, in a little bay protected by a finger of rock that protruded into the river, 
blocking the current. There the boat lay rocking on the water; there a half-dozen shadowy people were busy at a half-dozen nameless, 
invisible tasks in the darkness. 

"Who's that? Hissed a voice, and Wix answered, aloud, "Me, of course." 

"Hurry, then, we're nearly done. Did you get Hoom?" 

"I'm here," Hoom said, clambering down the slope after Wix. Closer, he could distinguish the features of the people there, and he 
immediately sought out Dilna, who smiled at him and let him help her with her task, which was folding and loading on the extra sail. 

A few minutes later, Wix and Stipock pushed the boat out of the tiny cove and then were helped aboard as Hoom held the tiller. He had 
been tillerman on the last two boats, too, and as the boat hit the first currents (still not as strong as the main current a kilometer farther 
out -- they had never tried to cross that before) he laughed with pleasure at how lightly and easily the boat responded to his touch. 

Wix, in the meantime, with Dilna and Cirith, was putting up the sail, and the wind from the southeast caught it, pulling the boat forward, 
making it dance across the water. 

There were four oars on the boat, just in case the sail didn't work, but Hoom laughed and said, "Won't be needing to row, now, will we?" 
and Wix laughed and said, "We could sleep our way across in this boat," and Stipock said, "Shut up and mind the tiller and the sail. The 
real current still ahead." 

When they reached the main stream, the bow of the boat yawed widely to the left, and for a moment there was a flurry of activity until 
the sail was turned to take the boat virtually into the current. Hoom plied the tiller vigorously, and kept the boat on course, and when 
they finally passed out of the main current and into the gentle eddies of the opposite side of the river, they gave a quiet cheer. Quiet, 
because Stipock had warned them that sound flew across water better than through forest. 

Ahead loomed the highest hill of the opposite shore, and just to the west of it there was a beach. They unshipped the oars now, and 
pulled down the sail, rowing gently in to the shore. This time everyone but Hoom jumped out of the boat into the water, pulling it ashore. 
Hoom got out then, patting the firm structure of the boat as he swung from the bow. 

"Well," said Dilna, "it doesn't feel much different from the sand on the other side." 

"What did you expect?" Stipock asked. "Gold?" 

"What gold?" Hoom asked, and Stipock shook his head and laughed. "Never mind. Let's climb that hill, and see how the world looks 
from this side of the water" 

So they climbed up the hill, Wix pointedly taking the shorter, steeper way, and Hoom following him. At the top, they waited for the 
others to come. Stipock was smiling when he reached them, and as they stood together in the wind, he laughed and said, "It's not too 
many years off, my friends, when you'll be as glad as I am to find a way that's not so steep!" 

"The hill's high enough," Hoom said, looking at how small their boat seemed down on the shore. The moon was full and high, and 
without trees around them, it seemed they could see forever. 

"Well," said Stipock, after they had all had ample time to look around, "what do you see over there?" And he pointed toward the shore 
they had come from. 

"I can see my house," Hoom said immediately, because his house crowned the bald hill of the Pasture. There were others near it, of 
course, but his grandfather's house, where he lived, was highest. 
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"There's a light in my father's house," Wix said, pointing to the many houses that skirted Linkeree Bay, where Wix's father, Ross, still 
lived in the house that his father, Linkeree, had built. 

"My family lives in the Main Town," Dilna said. "I can't see it from here." Stipock chuckled softly behind them. "And is that all you 
see?" 

Cirith said, "What I mostly see is trees. The houses look pretty damn small when you compare them to the forest." Stipock patted her 
arm. 

Hoom wondered what in the world he was supposed to see as he looked across the river. Sure enough, everything did look smaller from 
farther away, but everyone knew that. What did Stipock want them to see? 

Wix finally kicked a rock off the hill and turned back to Stipock. "Quit the guessing game. You want to show us something, show us." 

"Right," Hoom said. "All that we can see from here is forest and Heaven City." 

"And there's the answer," Stipock said, clapping Hoom on the back. "That's Heaven City. Over there, isn't it?" 

"Where else would it be?" Cirith asked. 

"Look down on this side. Is Heaven City here?" 

No, of course not, they said. 

"Well then. What if a man crossed the river with his wife, and they built a house here. Would that house be in Heaven City or not?" 

And now they began to catch a glimmer of the idea. "It wouldn't have to be, would it?" Dilna said. 

And Hoom added, "And if the people who lived here had the boats, they could pretty much decide who came and who didn't." 

"They could even keep the damned Warden and his stupid laws on the other side," Wix said. "We could vote on everything, like you've 
been saying!" 

But the excitement was dampened when Stipock said, "And could you keep Jason on the other side?" 

They shrugged. They shuffled. They didn't know. After all, you never knew what Jason could do. 

"Let me tell you, then," Stipock said. "You can't keep Jason away. Because Jason has machines that let him fly." 

Fly! Hoom stared in wonderment at Stipock. The man was strange -- for hours he would talk to them about how Jason was just a man, 
like any other; and then he would say things like this, or talk about Jason piloting a great ship between the stars. Who could know? Even 
Stipock himself couldn't seem to make up his mind as to whether Jason was God, as the old people said, or whether he was just a man. 

"And not just Jason. Which of you owns a cow?" 

None of them did. 

"Or an ax? Or anything at all?" 

"I have my tools," Wix said, but he was the oldest of those who followed Stipock, and few of the others had turned fourteen and reach 
adulthood. 

"Are your tools enough to build a town?" 

Wix shook his head. 

"Then we're back where we started, aren't we? Because you can't be free from Heaven City until you don't need Heaven City anymore. 
But it's still worth thinking about, isn't it? Still worth, perhaps, planning for. Perhaps?" 
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"Perhaps," Hoom said, so solemnly that he earned several punches and jests from the others all the way down the hill. But as he sat at the 
tiller on the way back, he couldn't keep from looking back often at the shore they had left. Land as good as any at Heaven City. But 
perhaps there the young, who, like Hoom and Wix, cared little for the old people's single-minded attention to every word that dropped 
from Jason's mouth, might be able to set up another city, one that depended on the will of those governed, as Stipock had so often said, 
rather than the will of those governing. 

Now as they crossed the river, the current was trickier. They had to steer into it again, though it took them far from the direction they 
wanted to go, because the wind was directly against them returning. Once they had crossed the main stream, though, they let the eddies 
carry them lazily back across Linkeree Bay, around the point, and into the shallow cove where they had built the boat. 

They splashed to shore (except Hoom at the tiller) and tied the boat to three trees, and then they all laughed with each other and made 
funny remarks about having to go back to the old people again, and then they parted. 

Because Dilna lived in the Main Town, she and Hoom had to go back in the same direction, which was perfectly all right with Hoom. 
He wanted to talk to her anyway, had wanted to ever since he had met her in the group that met to listen to Stipock months ago, while 
he was still talking about the stars and planets and billions of people on other worlds (as if anyone much cared what really existed in 
heaven). As they wound their way through the forest toward the Pasture, Hoom held her hand, and she only held the tighter when he tried 
to do the courteous thing, and let go as they reached level, open ground. 

That was encouragement enough for Hoom. "Dilna," he whispered as they walked through the Pasture. "Dilna, in a month I'll be 
fourteen." 

"And I'll be fourteen in two weeks," she said. 

"I'm moving out of my father's house that day," Hoom said. 

"I'd move, too," she answered, "if only I had a place to go." 

Hoom swallowed. "I'll build you a house, if you'll come to live in it with me." 

She tossed back her head and laughed softly. "Yes, I'll marry you, Hoom! What did you think I was hinting at so much all these 
months?" 

And then they kissed each other, clumsily, but with enough fervor to make the experience all they had hoped it would be. "How long will 
I have to wait?" Dilna asked. 

"I'll have it built before Jason's Day." 

"Will he come back, do you think?" 

"This year?" Hoom shook his head. "This year he won't come. Not with grandfather as Warden." 

"I was hoping he would be able to marry us himself," Dilna said, and then they kissed again and she took off running, heading for 
Noyock's Road, which would take her down into the Main Town. Neither of them noticed the incongruity of wanting Jason himself to 
perform their marriage, even as they planned and worked to remove themselves from the city he governed. After all, Jason may not be 
God, as Stipock always told them. But that didn't mean he wasn't Jason. And everyone knew that Jason could read what was in people's 
hearts, and that made him more than anybody else. God or no God, Jason still wasn't, in any way, ordinary. 

Hoom reached the house and quickly scrambled up the horizontal logs to his window. He pulled it easily ajar, and slipped through, 
barring the window behind him. 

His tallow lamp was sputtering, but hadn't gone out. He doused it, and undressed in the darkness. The room was cold, and his blankets 
were colder still. He shivered and he slid his naked body under the wool -- but he was tired enough, and he was quickly asleep. 

He woke when his door crashed open violently and his father shouted, "Hoom!" The boy sat up in bed, holding his blankets around him 
as if they would offer some protection. "Father -- I --" 

"Father!" Aven said in a high voice, mocking him cruelly. "Father." And then he roared. "Don't you call me father, boy! Never again!" 

"What is it? What have I done?" 



179 
 

"Oh, are we innocent this morning? Didn't I tell you not even to unbar the window? And certainly not to leave this room for a week! Do 
you remember why I told you that?" 

"Because," Hoom said, "because I disobeyed you and went on the river --" "And have you obeyed me when I told you to stay here as 
punishment? Hoom knew then that the beating was coming. He had long since learned that when he was caught, it was better not to lie. 
The beating was easier then, and the shouting was over sooner. 

"I have not obeyed you," Hoom said. 

"Come to the window, boy," Aven said, his voice lower and so all the more frightening. Hoom climbed uncertainly out of bed. The early 
autumn air was chilly, and when his father unbarred the window and flung it open, it became freezing cold on Hoom's naked and sleep-
slowed body. "Look out the window!" Aven commanded, and Hoom became really afraid -- he had never seen his father so furious. 

Down at the foot of the wall of the house, the dirt showed clearly Hoom's footprints leading from the grass to the wall. In two hours, they 
would not have showed -- but the slantwise morning sun made the prints black on the dark brown soil. 

"Where did you go?" Aven asked, softly, menacingly. 

"I went -- I went --" and Hoom saw some of his brothers and uncles and cousins, passing by with tools for mending fences. They had 
stopped. They were staring at the window. Had they heard Aven's shouting? 

"You went to the river?" Aven prompted. Hoom nodded, and Aven roared again. "This is how I'm obeyed! You're not my son! You're an 
untrainable animal I've been cursed with! I won't have you in my house anymore! You won't live here anymore!" 

Hoom could see some of his cousins, and he thought he could see them pointing, laughing, mocking. He whirled on his father and 
shouted back, as loudly as he could, though his young voice cracked twice, "That's no punishment at all, you old hog! I've been wishing 
for the day that I could get out of here, and you've set me free all the sooner!" With that, Hoom started for the chair where his clothes 
were piled. But his father caught his arm in a tight, savage grip, and pulled him back. 

"Want you clothes, is it? Well, none of that. My sweat earned those clothes for you, and your mother's." 

"I've worked too," Hoom said, defiant but terribly afraid as his father fingers dug viciously into his arm. 

"You've worked too!" Aven shouted. "You've worked! Well, you've been paid for it. You've eaten my food and slept in my house! But I 
swear when you leave me you'll leave as naked as you came! Now get out, and never come back!" "Then let go of me, so I can," said 
Hoom, sick with embarrassment at the thought of having to go out naked in front of everyone, wondering where he would go. 

"I'll let go of you," Aven said, "but you won't use the door, boy. You'll go out the way you snuck out last night, hoping to deceive your 
father! You'll dance out that window, boy." And Aven flung him toward the open window again. 

Hoom stood at the window, looking at the ground below him. It suddenly looked farther than it had last night, and his cousins had come 
closer, were no more than twenty meters off now, could hear every word, would watch him jump, naked, with nothing to cover his 
shame. 

"I said jump!" Aven said. "Now climb up on the sill and jump!" 

Hoom climbed on the sill, trying to cover himself with his hand, his mind an agony of humiliation and indecision and hatred. 

"Jump, dammit!" Aven bellowed. 

"I can't," Hoom whispered. "Please!" 

"You could damn well jump last night!" his father shouted; and just at that moment Hoom heard his grandfather's voice, from back by 
the door, saying, "Aven, be careful with the boy," and Hoom turned to call out to his grandfather, to cry for help, for relief from the 
intolerable. But at the moment he turned, Aven finished the gesture he had begun, and struck Hoom hard. If Hoom hadn't been turning, it 
would have struck him on the back and stung bitterly; instead it struck him in the ribs, crushingly, and because he was off-balance Hoom 
teetered for a moment on the sill and then fell from the window. 

He wasn't prepared for the fall. He landed with his right leg only, and the knee popped somehow, and with an agonizing grinding the leg 
buckled under him. He lay there, terribly, acutely, sharply conscious, though the only reality was the vast pain that pressed on him and 
shortened his breath and threatened to suffocate him utterly. He heard a distant scream. It was his mother. She ran to him, screamed 
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again, crying, "Hoom, my boy, my son," and then in the distance (far up in the sky) he heard his father's voice call out, "Stay away from 
him, woman!" "My name is Esten, man!" shouted his mother in fury. "Don't you see the boy's leg is broken?" 

Broken? Hoom looked down and nearly vomited. His right leg was bent backward at a ninety-degree angle at the knee. Only a little 
below the knee, a new joint, from which a strange white-and-bloody bone protruded, bent his leg back again the other way. 

"Jason!" he heard his father cry out, as if the call would bring God from his tower. "What have I done to the boy?" And then the pain 
subsided for a second, Hoom gasped his breath, and the pain washed back, twice as powerfully as before. The wave of agony swept him 
away; everything went bright purple; the world disappeared. 

* 
Hoom woke to hear a knocking at a door. He was immediately conscious of being hot; sweat dripped from him, and the wool of the 
blankets over him prickled in the heat. He tried to push the blankets off, but the movement was pain, and he moaned. 

Someone had come in, and he heard, in the distance (a couple of meters away), an argument. 

"You'll stay away from my boy, damn you," said Aven's voice. 

"I can heal his leg, Aven," said another voice, "and you have no right to stop me." 

"Jason knows you've done enough!" Aven said, his voice rising. 

"And you've done more than enough!" came back the savage retort. "At least let someone who really loves the boy care for him now!" 

Hoom recognized the other voice. It was Stipock. But now Grandfather Noyock's voice came, soothing, gentling. "Aven, the law is the 
law. And if a man injures his child, the child is no longer in his care." 

A moan, a cry. "I didn't mean to hurt him!" Aven said, his voice twisted and bent with weeping. Father, weeping! The thought was 
incomprehensible to Hoom. "You know I didn't mean to hurt him, father!" 

But Noyock said nothing to him, only told Stipock to go ahead. 

Hoom felt the blanket come off him. The cold air was biting. Gentle hands touched his leg -- fire ran up his spine. 

"This is terrible, terrible," Stipock said softly. 

"Can you heal him?" Noyock asked. "We've never had an injury this bad, at least not one that left the poor fellow alive." 

I'll need help." 

Aven spoke up from the corner. "I'll help you." 

"No!" Hoom hissed from his pain-clenched teeth. "Don't let him touch me." Hoom couldn't see Aven turn away, or Esten put her arm 
around her husband to comfort his remorse. All he could see behind his closed eyes was the hatred on his father's face. 

"You help me then, Noyock. Is that all right, Hoom?" 

Hoom nodded, or tried to. Apparently Stipock understood his assent, for he began giving instructions. "You'll have to hold the boy by the 
armpits, from above. And don't try to spare him any pain. Gentleness won't help him now." What's happening to me? What are you 
doing? 

"Trust me now," Stipock said. "This is going to hurt like hell, Hoom, but it's the only way we can fix it so you'll ever walk again." 

And then a hand gripped him at the ankle, which made Hoom moan, and another hand gripped him just below the break, high on his 
shin, which made him cry out in pain. 

"Don't hurt him --" began his mother, and then silence, as Stipock said, "Now pull with all your strength, Noyock," and Hoom felt as if 
he were being pulled apart. The pain rose and rose and rose, until, suddenly, Hoom could feel no more pain, except that he knew he was 
virtually dead with it. Above the pain he floated, and felt the dispassionate movement of his body as Stipock pushed the fragment of shin 
back into place, where it fit again with a terrible snap (I don't feel it; it isn't me); as Stipock slid the kneecap back into position, forced the 
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joint to fit again; as the leg, already used to the torture of the bones out of place, now began to feel worse torture of the bones back 
together. 

"Is that it?" he heard Noyock ask, from a great distance. 

"We need wood and cloth strips," Stipock said. "Straight firm wood, no twigs or branches or green wood." 

"I'll get it," Aven said, and "I'll get the cloth," said Esten, Hoom's mother. And then, at last, Hoom fell back down into the sea of pain and 
drowned in it, drifted down to the bottom, and slept. 

He woke again, and it was dark. A tallow lamp sputtered by the bed. His head ached, and his broken leg throbbed dully; but the pain was 
much better, much eased, much gone, and he could leave his eyes open. 

The room focused, and he saw Stipock sitting by his bed. "Hi," he said, and Stipock smiled. "How do you feel?" Stipock asked softly. 

"The pain's not as bad." 

"Good. We've done all we can do. Now it's up to your leg to heal." 

Hoom smiled wanly. 

Stipock turned toward somewhere else -- a door, Hoom assumed -- and said, "He's awake now. You can call the others." Then he turned 
back to Hoom and said, "I know you don't feel well, but some decisions have to be made, that only you can make." 

Footsteps coming into the room, and one by one they came into Hoom's range of vision. First Noyock, looking grave. Then Esten, her 
eyes red from crying. And then Aven. 

Seeing his father, Hoom turned his head upward, to the ceiling. 

"Hoom," said Noyock. 

"Yes," Hoom answered, his voice soft and husky. 

"Stipock wants to take care of you," Noyock said. "He wants to take you out of your father's home, if you want to, and take care of you 
until you can walk again." 

Hoom tried to control them, but the tears dripped out of the corners of his eyes anyway. 

"But, Hoom, your father also wants to take care of you." 

"No," Hoom said. 

"Your father wants to say something to you." 

"No." 

"Please," said Aven. "Please listen to me, son." 

"I'm not your son," Hoom said softly. "You told me so." 

"I'm sorry for that. You know how it was. I went crazy for a minute." 

"I want to go with Stipock," Hoom said. 

Silence for a few moments, and then Aven bitterly spat out his feelings about Stipock, who came to steal children away from their 
parents. "I won't let you take the boy!" Aven said, and might have said more except that Noyock's voice, harsh with anger, cut through. 

"Yes, you will, Aven!" 
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"Father!" Aven cried out, anguished. 

"The law says that after a father has injured his child, the child must be taken by another family, for its own protection." 

"Stipock isn't a family," Aven said. 

"I will be," Stipock said, "when your son is living with me." 

"It only makes sense, Aven," Noyock said. "Stipock can help the boy now -- you can't." 

"I can help him," Aven insisted. 

"By pushing him out of windows?" Stipock quietly asked. 

"Shut up, Stipock," Noyock answered mildly. "I'll ask Hoom one more time, and then that's it, and there'll be no complaint, no more 
discussion, and no resistance, or I swear I'll have you bound up and kept in a locked room until Jason comes again. Now, Hoom, will you 
stay with Stipock, or with your father?" 

Hoom half-smiled. He felt a glow of satisfaction: the broken leg would be worth it, for the chance to make this choice. "Stipock is my 
father," Hoom said. And Aven's low moan of pain was some measure of repayment, Hoom felt, for the pain he had gone through. With 
that thought he closed his eyes and dozed. 

But he became vaguely alert again a few minutes later. It seemed that Noyock and Stipock were alone in the room, and they were 
arguing. 

"You see the harm it caused," Stipock said. "The law didn't give you any power to take this boy out of his father's home until his father 
nearly killed him." "The law is the law," Noyock said, "and only Jason can change it" 

"That's the point!" Stipock insisted. "The law needs to be changed. If Jason were here, he'd change it, wouldn't he?" 

"Maybe, Noyock said. 

"Then why can;t we? Not just you and me, but all the people. Vote. Let the majority change the law." 

Noyock sighed. "It's what you've wanted all along, Stipock. To let the majority of people in Heaven City change any one of Jason's laws 
they want." "Just this law," Stipock said. "Just the law that lets fathers beat their children." 

"Just this law? I'm not a fool, Stipock, though you seem to feel that everyone in Heaven City is stupider than a newborn pig. Once we've 
changed one law that way, there'll be other laws to change, and people will begin to think all the laws are changeable." 

"Aren't they?? Stipock asked. "Why don't you just ask them? On Jason's Day, when they gather at Firstfield, call a council, ask them to 
vote on whether voting should be allowed. See what they decide." 

"I said, Stipock, that I'm not a fool. If I let them vote on anything, that becomes a lawful way for decisions to be made." 

"So you aren't going to change the law?" 

"Just let me think, Stipock." 

'Let you? I'm begging you to. Do you really think the majority of people in this colony will decide stupidly? Don't you trust them?" 

"I trust them, Stipock. It's you I don't trust." And Noyock left the room, his footfalls ringing in Hoom 's ears. 

"Stipock," Hoom whispered. 

"Hmmm? Are you awake? Did we wake you?" 

"That's all right." Hoom found it hard to use his voice. It was hoarse. Had he cried out that much from the pain? He didn't remember 
shouting at all -- but his voice was as hoarse as if he had been yelling all day in the fields. "Stipock, what's a colony?" 
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"What? Oh, yes, I did use the word -- it's still hard, even after all these months --" 

"What is a colony?" he asked again. 

"It's a place where -- it's when some people leave their homes behind, and go to a new place, and start to live there, far away from the 
others. Heaven City's a colony, because the -- uh, the Ice People -- they left the Empire and came across the space between the stars and 
lived here." Hoom nodded. He had heard that story before -- Stipock's miracle stories, they all called them behind his back. Wix didn't 
believe them, but Hoom wasn't sure. 

"When we live across the river, we'll be a colony, then, won't we?" 

"Yes, I guess so." 

"Stipock." 

"Yes." 

"Move me across the river." 

Stipock chuckled. "When you can walk again." 

"No. Move me now." 

"Your leg is bound up. You can't walk for months, Hoom." 

"Then get my friends to carry me. Take me out of Heaven City. I want to get out of Heaven City. Even if I have to live in the open, in a 
tent. Get me out. Get me out." And Hoom's voice drifted away as he slept again. 

Stipock sat studying the boy's quiet, gentle, but pain-scarred face. The lips were turned permanently downward; the forehead, even in 
sleep, was furrowed; the eyes were bagged with exhaustion, not crinkled with laughter as they should have been. 

"All right," Stipock whispered. "Yes, now. That's a good idea, Hoom. Very good idea."* 

Two days later, two horses drew the cart that carried Hoom joltingly down Noyock's Road to Linkeree's Bay. Then, with a crowd of 
several hundred people gathered around, they carried Hoom on a plank out to the boat, which was waiting a few meters from shore. And 
the boat, this time in broad daylight, spread its white wings and danced skimmingly out of the bay into the current. Hoom laughed with 
pleasure -- at his freedom, at the movement of the boat on the water, at his friends proof of their true friendship. Dilna was at the tiller, 
and she smiled at him. Wix poked him now and then with his toe as he passed, working the sails, just to let him know he was noticed. 
And then they reached the other shore, and they set him down by a tree to watch as they cleared a patch of ground and laid the walls of a 
rough cabin. The floor was of planks, which had been cut the day before, and the door and windows were gaping holes. The roof couldn't 
be put on before dark, but they all promised they'd be back in the morning, and then carried Hoom inside. He looked around at the walls 
of his house. 

"Well," asked Wix, "How is it?" 

"Ugly as hell," Hoom said. "I love every inch of it." And then, before he could thank them and cry, they whooped and hollered their way 
out of the house and back to the boat. 

It was getting dark, but there were plenty of blankets over him, and the stars were shining. Breakfast was in a bag on the floor beside 
him, and Hoom listened to the distant sounds of the boat being launched again. 

As the sound grew softer, he listened to the breeze in the branches above him. Leaves were drifting lazily down; soon all the leaves 
would have turned colors and dropped, and the snow would come. Hoom felt a stab of loneliness -- but he quickly forgot it in the 
satisfaction of being out of Heaven City. A leaf landed on his face, and he waited a moment before he brushed it away. Was this what it 
was like for Linkeree, in the old story, when he left Heaven City and built his own home in the forest? This feeling of not being out of a 
city, but of being an intruder among the trees? 

He heard footsteps in the grass and leaves outside his door. He froze, afraid of who it might be. The ship was gone -- had someone stayed 
behind? And why? 

Dilna stood in the doorway. 
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"Dilna," Hoom said, sighing in relief. 

"Hi," she said. 

"I thought you went back with the others." 

"I decided not to," she said. "Comfortable?" 

Hoom nodded. "It's a good house." 

"You promised me I could move in when the house was done," Dilna said. 

Hoom laughed. "As soon as you want to," he said. 

"Noyock promised me that he'd cross the river and marry us tomorrow. If you want to." 

"I want to." 

"Can I come in? 

"Of course, come in. I didn't know you were waiting for an invitation." Dilna came in, her face lit only by starlight, and knelt beside him. 
"Do you always sleep with your clothes on?" she asked. 

"No," he said, laughing at the idea. "But with a lumberyard tied around my leg, I've found it a little hard to get around." 

"I'll help you," she said, and Hoom was surprised that he felt no embarrassment as she gently, carefully undressed him, moving his leg 
without hurting him, touching him so casually he felt no shame. Then she turned her back and undressed, also. "I didn't bring any more 
blankets. Any room to spare under yours?" she asked. 

"I can -- I can do anything," he said. "My leg -- I can --" 

"Nobody expects you to," she said, touching his forehead softly. "There's plenty of time for that." She lay down beside him and pulled 
the blankets up to cover them both. Then she snuggled close to him. Her body was cold with the chilliness outside the blankets. She put 
her arm across his chest, stroked his cheek. "Do you mind? she asked. 

"No," he said. 

"Better get used to it," she said. "Because I plan to sleep here for a good long time." 

Part V 
Chapter Twelve 

Billin's voice sounded muffled in the heavy, smoky room, though he was shouting. Dilna sighed as she heard the same words again. 
"That damned History is our enemy! Every time something comes for a vote, Noyock pulls out the History and says 'That isn't the way 
Jason did it! That isn't the way Kapock did it!' Well, I say, who the hell cares how they did it?" 

Dilna carved savagely at the block of wood in her lap, as if it were Billin's head. It was stupid, this meeting every night in the tavern. 
Everyone in Stipock's Bay already agreed -- they had to separate themselves from Heaven City. The laws had no relation to reality 
anymore -- things were different here. But Billin didn't help anything with his fury, that so infected the others. 

Even Stipock, she noticed, was watching Billin intently. But she more than half-suspected that Stipock was analyzing more than he was 
listening. Surely Stipock wasn't moved or impressed by Billin's talk! But Dilna wondered just the same. Could Billin possibly be doing 
just what Stipock wanted? 

"The History is just paper! Only paper, and that's all! It can burn! And if that's the barrier that keeps us from making our own laws here, 
then I say, Burn it!" 

Oh, clever, Dilna thought. The whole point is to win our independence, as Stipock had so often said, without losing our interdependence. 
If those on the other side of the river come to hate us, she silently asked, where would we get our copper, our tin, our brass? Paper? Ink? 
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Flour? None of the tiny streams on this side of the river had enough force to turn a mill. But if Billin had his way, we'd rush over right 
now, burn the History, and then somehow persuade them to amicably let us be independent, while trade continued. 

The chair next to hers scraped along the floor, and she looked up to see Stipock sitting down next to her. 

"The aging philosopher comes to chat?" she asked. 

"Aging," Stipock said. "It's worry, not years." 

Billin's voice reached a climax. "Does it matter how the vote goes? As long as we own the boats, we decide what laws get enforced on 
this side of the river!" Some beery cheers arose from the audience. 

"The man's an ass," Dilna said. "Even if you were the one who first pointed out that whoever owns the boats makes the laws on this side 
of the river." 

"Billin gets a little too angry," Stipock said. 

"As the great Stipock has always said," Billin shouted, "a man who rejects a government is no longer truly governed by it!" 

"Is that what the great Stipock has always said?" Dilna asked, smiling. 

"I wish to hell no one would ever quote me." He looked at the wood she was working on. "What are you carving." 

"A canehead for a rich old codger from Wienway. One of Wien's sons, in fact, who thinks a bit of bronze will buy anything." 

"Won't it?" Stipock asked. She laughed. "Almost anything." 

Stipock sat in silence, surveying the room. "Hoom isn't back yet?" 

"You know how it is -- once you start visiting with relatives --" 

"Hoom and his father, under the same roof tonight. Will the house burn down, do you think?" 

"Good chance," Dilna said, but she didn't laugh. 

"And Wix is with him?" 

"I assume so," she said. Suddenly she felt her knife hand gripped by Stipock's powerful fingers. 

"Dilna. Hoom knows." 

She gasped, before she could control herself. Damn, she thought, trying to cover the reaction. Damn, now whatever he suspects is 
confirmed. "Hoom knows what?" she said, doing a bad job of acting innocent. 

"I said Hoom knows. And no one else matters. I'm just warning you, Dilna. Hoom loves you too much to do anything about it. Unless 
you leave him, you'll have to kill him." 

"What are you talking about? I have no intention of leaving Hoom. What an idea." 

"Good thing," Stipock said, releasing her wrist. 

"Damn you," Dilna said. 

"You're an idiot," Stipock said. "No one on this side of the river is half of Hoom's quality as a man." 

"And what do you know," she said bitterly, "about quality in a man?" 
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"Enough," he said, and he got up and left, as Dilna tried to force her trembling hands to carve true. She couldn't, and she, too, walked out 
of the public house. 

She went down the dusty road toward the house that she and Hoom had shared since their marriage. It was much more elaborate now -- 
prosperity had helped it grow -- but the original cabin was still there, a back room now. 

She went inside, suddenly bone weary, wishing she could go to sleep and wake on another planet, as Stipock kept saying people did. A 
crazy man. For all these years, we've followed a crazy man. No wonder we do crazy things. 

The house was clean inside, and the cupboards were full. Hoom, for all his mildness and lack of initiative, was a good provider. She sold 
her carvings because it made people prize her work, not because they needed the money. And it was like Hoom -- to dig up young trees, 
plant them, and sell the fruit. He only needed to plant once, and he reaped forever, only pruning now and then. His orchards spread from 
the Heaven River far inland. Tame trees. Hoom thought he could tame anything or anybody. Except me, she thought bitterly. Only I 
cannot be tamed, no matter how I long to be. 

Why Wix? she wondered. And why now? Why a week ago? Why not ten years from now, or never, or always, so that Hoom would 
never have loved me, would never have been hurt. And how the hell did Hoom know? Too many questions. Does everyone know? 

And if Stipock had only been guessing, she had certainly confirmed his guess. What a food I am, Dilna reminded herself. 

When Hoom got home Dilna was asleep, but she roused herself with a groan when she heard the door open, wrapped a blanket around 
her, and went into the common room, where Hoom and Wix were saying good night. Wix waved a greeting at her, and then disappeared 
silently as Hoom swung the door shut. 

"Well?" Dilna asked. "How did the meeting go?" 

"I'm tired," Hoom said, collapsing on a chair in an exaggeration of weariness. 

"Tell me," Dilna insisted. 

"And what will you give me if I do?" Hoom asked with a lazy smile. Dilna sighed and walked over to him. She sat on his lap, wrapping 
the blanket around them both. He rubbed his hand across her bare stomach and laughed. "Ah, the wages I get in this house!" 

"Tell me," Dilna said, "or I'll put roaches in your bed." 

"You would," he said. "So I'll tell you: Noyock's willing." 

"Good," she said. "That'll defuse that Bastard Billin." 

"Don't call names. What's much more important, my dear, is that father's willing, too." 

"You spoke to your father?" 

Hoom smiled, but he didn't look amused. "It would have interfered with the negotiations if I hadn't. After all, he is the leader of the 
Uniters." 

"That's one nice thing about the opposition -- they're very orderly, always appointing leaders." 

"We don't have to appoint one: we have one already." 

"But Stipock refuses to say what he wants," Dilna said, getting up and walking to the cooking fire, which still had enough heat to stir it 
back to flame. "Want some broth?" 

"As a second choice," Hoom said. 

She put the kettle over the flames, its brass long since blackened by smoke. "What did Aven say?" 

"That if we were willing to accept the general leadership of the Warden, they'd consent to a separate vote and a separate tax." 

"No, silly," she said. "What did he say afterward?" 
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"He tried to get all emotional and pretend that there was a reconciliation. But I left as soon as I could." 

Dilna felt strangely irritated. "It was awfully petty of you, not to let things smooth over." 

Hoom didn't answer, and she knew he was angry. Oh well, what the hell. He'd forget as soon as she climbed into his bed. Instant 
forgiveness, she called it. Privately, of course -- it would never do to let Hoom know how transparent he was. 

Change the subject: "Any doubt about the vote?" 

"No. Even if half the Uniters don't go along with the compromise -- which is likely enough, too many old people believe the History says 
that Jason has commanded us always to be united no matter how widely we spread out -- we'll have enough votes to turn the difference." 

The broth had already been warm, and now it was steaming hot. She ladled some into a bowl and carried it to Hoom. "Thank you," her 
husband said as she went back for a bowl for herself. They drank the broth in silence. When it was gone, Hoom went outside to relieve 
himself and Dilna went to the bedroom and turned down the blankets on his bed. Even though Hoom never treated her like a possession 
(as a lot of the older men treated their wives, and too many younger ones, too), she still liked to do small services that made his life more 
comfortable. 

As she turned down the blankets she wondered: Does he know? 

She thought of how Wix had looked afterward, half-covered with damp leaves and his face twisted in -- what, grief? Regret? 
Disappointment? He should have married, the bastard, and then he never would have been tempted by her, nor she by him. There was no 
way Hoom could know. 

He came into the room, stripping off his shirt as he walked. "Getting chilly now. Jason's due back in a month. From today. Noyock 
wanted us to wait until he came." 

Dilna turned in surprise. "Actually, why not? That isn't a bad idea. After all, the whole idea of voting was put in after Jason's last visit -- 
why not let Jason see it in action?" 

"Because," Hoom said wryly, "he might take offense at it and abolish the practice, and every old bastard in Heaven City would give it up 
just like that. We haven't mentioned it much, but that's one of the reason's Stipock's been pushing us to get the decision now, before the 
old god returns from the Star Tower." 

"So Stipock does have opinions." 

"One or two," Hoom said. "So do I. I'm of the opinion that I married the most desirable woman in Heaven City." 

As he caressed her she laughed and said, "What about the most beautiful?" 

"Goes without saying," he answered. But she wondered anyway whether he knew: why had he chosen to call her desirable? Did he know 
who had desired her? And been satisfied? 

She didn't go back to her own bed until nearly morning, wondering as she did why she had insisted on that arrangement a year after they 
married. A sign of independence, she supposed. Everybody had to have their little signs of independence. 

Because Hoom's orchard needed little tending at this time of year, he spent most of the day in the house, and there was a constant stream 
of visitors. Dilna usually would have been in the common room joining into the conversations, but today she didn't feel like it, and 
instead she climbed up onto the shingled roof (Wix's innovation, and it had made him rich before he turned eighteen) and lay there, 
occasionally carving, but usually looking up at the clouds that promised rain (but not a drop fell, of course, for the winds were from the 
west and not until they shifted to the north would the fall rains begin). 

Once she climbed to the crest of the roof and looked out across the river, where now four boats made regular trips back and forth. 
Eternally back and forth -- boring. Wix and Hoom talked of following the current, going down the river to see where it led. As soon as 
the vote was taken and things were settled. Well, that's tomorrow, Dilna thought, and I'll be packed five minutes after they vote. 

She wondered vaguely why she was so anxious to get away, but when her mind made a connection to that day a week ago in the woods 
to the west, she slid halfway down the roof (damn the splinters, I'll slide if I want) and carved furiously for a while. 

She had fallen asleep on the roof when Hoom found the ladder and climbed up. She was surprised to see that it was nearly evening. 
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"Trying to kill yourself?" Hoom asked, concerned. 

"Yes," she answered, and then realized that Hoom really had been concerned. "No, Hoom, I couldn't possibly fall off." 

"Yes you could," Hoom said, and then he helped her carry her things back down the ladder. 

"The visitors all gone?" 

Hoom nodded and led the way into the house. "But they aren't all happy about the compromise." 

"Why not?" 

"Billin says he can't tolerate having the Warden over him. Though why he should hate Noyock so badly I don't know." 

"He's a fool sometimes," Dilna said. "Noyock's bound to be replaced next month when Jason comes. Who knows? Maybe Stipock will be 
Warden -- now there's a thought that makes me want to throw the vote away!" 

Hoom laughed. "Stipock Warden? The way he feels about Jason? I should tell you -- there's even talk of separating from Jason himself. 
That's what Billin wants, anyway." 

Dilna was silent for a while. Separate from Jason? Well, of course, no one thought Jason was God anymore, at least not in Stipock's 
village on this side of the river. But separate? 

That made her uneasy. She was eager to cut ties -- but all the ties? That felt like Hoom's feud with his father: wrong somehow, a wound 
that should be healed, not widened. And would Jason stand for it? He had tools -- like the little box he had held in his hand when he 
killed the ox that went wild. Would he turn that against a man? The thought made her shudder. Of course not. But they'd never separate 
from Jason -- that was just Billin's talk. 

Hoom and Dilna spent the evening weaving and sewing together, and then went to bed. 

In the morning she felt a familiar nausea, and vomited before breakfast. 

"Well?" Hoom asked her as she came back from the privy. 

"Damn," she said. "Why now?" 

"It's hard to pick the time," he said, laughing. "This one we'll have," he said. He held her tightly around the waist. She smiled at him, but 
there was nothing behind the smile. She knew when her last fertile time had been -- damn Stipock for even telling them about the cycle 
within the cycle -- and it was possible, just possible, that Wix was the father. And he and Hoom looked so different. 

Don't borrow trouble, she told herself. I've got months yet, and heaven knows the chances are better that it'll look like Hoom. 

As always, Hoom misunderstood what she was worried about. "Two miscarriages aren't that bad," he said, consoling her. "Plenty of 
women have had two and then on the third pregnancy, the baby was born. Which do you want, a boy or a girl?" 

"Yes," she answered, reviving the old joke from their last pregnancy, and then she told him she felt good enough to go to Firstfield. 

"Are you sure?" 

"Once I throw up I'm always fine," she said. "And I'm sure as hell not missing the vote." 

So they walked to the shore and got in Hoom's small boat. This time Dilna was at the tiller, the less strenuous job, while Hoom tended 
sail. The wind from the west and the current from the east made crossing tricky -- every gust of wind meant quick adjustments so the 
boat wouldn't veer in the current. But they sailed into Linkeree's Bay, where dozens of other boats were already landed, and still more 
were just coming across the river. 

The group from Stipock's Bay walked to Firstfield together, as their friends and sympathizers -- mostly young -- from Heaven City 
joined them along the way. The talk was cheerful and neutral -- about anything but the upcoming vote -- and they arrived in Firstfield in 
good humor. 
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Once there, however, they quickly got down to business. "What's the count?" Hoom asked, and Wix smiled as he said, "I don't think 
anybody stayed home today. On either side." 

"How will the vote turn out?" Dilna asked. 

"Well, Aven's sure that at least half his people will vote for the compromise. And with ours, there's no chance of it failing." Wix looked 
around. "Even Billin's smiling and looking happy. And he swore he'd do anything before he'd let the Warden keep power over us." 

Hoom put his arm around Dilna. "When it comes down to it, Billin's a pretty sensible man. Just loves to hear himself talk." 

But Dilna was watching Billin as he chattered happily not far away, surrounded by his supporters. Billin had been talking for weeks of 
how nothing short of complete freedom from the Warden -- and from Jason -- would be acceptable to him. He seems too happy right 
now, she thought. 

I'm just depressed because of the pregnancy, she thought. 

But she was not the only one depressed when the no vote was considerably louder than the yes vote. Concerned, Wix leaped to his feet at 
the same time as Aven, and both of them shouted for a count. "Closer than we thought it would be," Wix said as he sat down. "Trust the 
diehards to yell louder." 

But the count made it even more obvious. In favor of the partial independence were a clear majority of the Uniters. But among the people 
of Stipock's Bay, fully two-thirds were opposed. 

Noyock finished the count, and shook his head. "People of Heaven City, I don't understand you!" he shouted. 

Aven leaped to his feet. "I understand! Those crossriver bastards make all kinds of promises, but nothing comes of it!" 

Many of the older people grumbled their agreement, and Billin shouldered his way through the crowd to the front. "May I speak?" he 
asked. Noyock shook his head. "Anybody who wants to listen to you, Billin, is free to. But I'm closing the council. Heaven City stands as 
a unit. The vote was against separation, and that's all I can do." 

Noyock walked away from the front, and many of the older people gathered around him followed him away from Firstfield. Billin, 
undisturbed, began to shout. 

"Why did we vote against the so-called compromise?" he asked. 

"Who the hell cares!" Wix shouted back, and those who had voted for it laughed. 

"We voted against that so-called compromise because it was a trap set by these Jason-loving old men, to keep us under the thumb of their 
precious Warden! Well, we don't need you here in Heaven City, and we don't have to settle for your outmoded, rigid, stupid laws and 
decisions! We'll cross that river, and take all the boats with us, and you can keep your Heaven City and we'll be a new city! Stipock City! 
A place where people are free!" 

A thin cheer arose from those who had voted with Billin -- and a few others. 

"Let's get out of here," Dilna said. 

"I agree," Hoom said. 

"What I want to know," Wix shouted, even as he was walking through the crowd to leave with them, "is what you plan to do for metal if 
we don't cross the river!" 

"That's Wix for you!" Billin shouted. "If he didn't think of a plan himself, he doesn't like it!" Laughter. "Well, Wix, three days ago, 
Coren, Rewen, and Hanlatta came back from a little exploring party to the north of the river. And sure enough, they found what they 
were looking for! Copper! Tin! A supply as good as anything here on this side of the river! We're independent in every way now! So let 
the old men and the old women sit over here for the rest of their lives. We'll build a city that's a decent place to live in! We'll have no 
Warden! We'll have no God who tells us what we can and cannot do! We'll have no…" 

Dilna, Hoom, and Wix were far enough up Noyock's Road that they didn't have to listen anymore. Several of their friends were with 
them, and the silence was depressing as they walked up the hill. 
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Soon, however, they began joking, clowning, mocking each other and the events of the day. And by the time they reached the crest of the 
hill, they were laughing. 

Stipock was standing, alone, on the hill. 

"Didn't you go to the council?" Hoom asked him. 

Stipock shook his head. "I knew how it would end." 

"I didn't," Hoom said. "I wish you'd told me. Before we set ourselves up as idiots." Hoom laughed, but the mood was suddenly somber 
again. 

"I might have been wrong," Stipock said. Wix laughed, spoke loudly so all could hear: "Do you hear that? Write it down -- it's the first 
time we've heard him say it. Stipock might have been wrong!" 

Stipock smiled thinly. "The feelings run too deep. Too many people love to hate. People aren't willing to work together." 

"As the man who taught us that division was a wonderful thing, it's odd you should suddenly love peace and cooperation so much." 

Stipock looked very tired. "You don't know. I was born and raised in the Empire. Too many laws, so much oppression, everything far too 
rigid. And overnight I was put here, and I had to fight those laws, relieve that oppression, loosen things up." 

"Damn right," Wix said. 

"Well," Stipock said, "it can get a little out of hand." And then he looked down from the hill toward Linkeree's Bay. And all the eyes 
followed his, and saw the flames and the smoke rising. The boats were burning. 

They shouted, and most of them ran down the hill, screaming threats that they couldn't possibly carry out, shouting for them to stop, not 
to burn the boats. 

Only Dilna stayed with Stipock, and they walked slowly down the road toward the bay. "Your plans didn't work, did they, Stipock?" 

"Or worked too well. The one thing I didn't count on, you see, was the fanaticism of the people I converted too well, and this kind of 
reaction from the people I antagonized too much." 

"There it is, you know," Dilna said. "You're just like Jason in your own way, Stipock. Twisting people around to do what you want them 
to do. Playing God with their lives. And what do you think will be left when the smoke dies down?" 

And Dilna sped up, leaving Stipock walking slowly behind her. 

At the burning ships, Wix and Hoom were having a shouting match with Aven and Noyock. Dilna ignored them. Just watched the flames 
and the red coals of burnt wood. 

"…Have no right!..." she heard her husband shout, and she only sighed, marveling at how people who hated laws pleaded for rights when 
their opponents, too, turned lawless. 

"…Won't have this city split apart by children…" came Noyock's voice, angry and yet still, in his own way, trying to reason. 

"Our homes are on the other side!" Wix cried out. And Noyock answered, "We'll let anyone who swears to loyally support and obey the 
laws Jason gave us build a new boat and cross the Heaven River." 

"You don't have the right to stop us!" Hoom shouted again, and this time Aven answered his son. 

"I heard what you people were saying -- separation whether we voted for it or not. 'We own the boats,' you say! Well, you and your 
damned Stipock made us start changing the laws by majority vote. And so you damn well better be ready to abide by majority vote! 
And we're going to see to it you do, whether you like it or not!" 

And Dilna couldn't see the flames anymore, for the tears running down her cheeks. I'm pregnant, she told herself. That's why things like 
this could make me cry. But she knew that it wasn't pregnancy. It was grief and fear. Grief for what was happening to people; fear of 
what would happen next. 
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What could the people from Stipock's Bay do, anyway? They had all come -- there was no one left on the other side to bring a boat and 
take them across in the night. No one could swim the river -- the current was too swift, and it was three kilometers wide at the narrowest 
point. They had none of their carpentry tools, and the older people were brandishing their axes and torches as if they'd gladly break a 
head or two, if one were offered. 

She left the fire and walked slowly to where Hoom and Wix were still arguing furiously with Aven and Noyock. 

"We don't want any trouble," said Noyock, "but I won't let you break up the City!" 

"Break it up! You call this holding it together?" Hoom shouted back. 

Behind each group of leaders was a gathering crowd of supporters. Both crowds looked equally angry; but the crucial difference was the 
sharp tools the older men held in their hands. Dilna walked into the space between the two groups. 

She said nothing, and after a few moments they realized that she wasn't joining into the argument on either side. "What is it?" Noyock 
asked. 

"All this talk," Dilna said, "won't build the ships for us. And all the shouting doesn't find us a place to stay warm tonight. I want my 
husband to build me a shelter. We'll need tools to do it." 

And Dilna turned around to find herself looking directly into Wix's eyes. She averted her gaze, found Hoom's concerned face. Behind 
her, she could hear Aven saying, "We can't give them tools -- they'd build boats in a week. Not to mention busting our heads in." 

Dilna whirled on him. "You should have thought of that before you stole our homes from us. I'm pregnant, Aven. Do you want me to 
spend the night in the open air?" 

Noyock turned to Aven and said, mildly, "They're right. Maybe a few tools -- enough to rig some kind of shelter before nightfall." 

"Why?" Aven asked. "Not one of them but has parents that'd be only too glad to invite 'em back into their homes." 

Wix's father, the usually gentle Ross, raised his hand and said, "That's right, there's no hard feelings. We'd be glad to give them food and 
shelter!" 

Wix's face was twisted with fury. "Give us food and shelter! There's not one of us but has plenty of food and shelter across the river! You 
stole it from us! You don't give us one damn thing! It's ours by right!" 

"Rights, rights!" shouted Aven. "You little lying bastards don't have any rights!" 

Dilna turned back to Wix and Hoom. "Enough, enough," she said quietly. "In a brawl we'd lose. Whatever we do, we can't do it here." 

"She's right," Hoom said. "Let's go." 

"Where?" Wix asked. 

Hoom looked up the hill toward Noyock's Town. "The forest just north of the Pasture. We can take fence rails and rig a shelter." 

Dilna turned back to Noyock. "Do you hear that, Noyock? We're going to take fence rails from you and build shelter. That way we won't 
have to touch your tools." 

Noyock, eager to end the quarrel without violence, agreed, and Hoom, Wix, and the rest of the crowd straggled away from the beach, 
heading back up the hill. It was already afternoon, and there was much to do before night. 

Noyock caught Dilna's arm before she could leave the beach. "Dilna -- please listen. I want you to know, this wasn't my idea. When I got 
here, the boats were already burning." 

"There's a law," Dilna said, "about destroying another man's property. You're the man who loves the law -- imprison these men until 
Jason comes." 

"I can't," Noyock said miserably. "There are too many of them." 
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"There are more than a few of us, too," Dilna retorted. "This is Linkeree and the ax all over again. Only you're not Kapock." 

As she walked away, Noyock called after her: "It wasn't me that worked so bloody hard to strip all the power away from the Warden, it 
was you! If I still had that power, I could protect you!" But she didn't turn to answer. When she got to the brow of the hill, she stopped 
and looked back at the beach. Noyock was still there alone, watching the last flames die. On impulse she ran back down the hill, all the 
way to where he stood. "Warden," she said, "we'll need a fire tonight. Will Jason approve, do you think, of our taking some of the wood 
from our ships to start it?" 

He set his face like stone and turned away. She picked up a piece of wood that was still burning on one end, and whose other end had 
been in the water until then. And once again she climbed the hill. 

The people of Stipock's Bay were gathered in a small clearing in the forest, trying to turn fence rails, branches, and dead leaves into lean-
tos for the night. Few of them looked sturdy, and Dilna looked at the sky, grateful that the clouds had gone, and the sky was clear. When 
Wix saw the torch, he smiled. "Wise woman," he said, and called to several men to rig a fire. Again, they had to use fence rails, so the 
fire was built in a large square, hollow in the middle. "I only wish we could burn down the whole damn fence," Wix said, as he lit the 
fire. 

"Burning's a good idea," said a voice from the edge of the clearing. Many of the people working turned to see who it was. Billin. 

"Ah, Billin," said Wix. "I thought you were still down in Firstfield, giving a speech." 

"The time for speeches is over." 

"How clever," Wix said. "Now he realizes that." 

"I just saw the ashes of our boats," said Billin, raising his voice to be heard by all. "I just saw the ruins of our last hope for peace! And I 
say to you --" 

What he was going to say to them no one knew, because at that moment Wix strode forward and struck him so hard in the stomach that 
Billin's feet left the ground, and he collapsed, gasping, in the dirt. 

"The ruins of our last hope for peace aren't on the beach, Billin!" Wix shouted. "The ruins are back at Firstfield, when you and the 
pebble-brained oxen who followed you wrecked the only compromise we could have had! It was you that caused the burning of our 
boats, Billin! So you can shut up for a few days, or I'll put you deep enough in the river that you'll be singing to the fishes for eternity!" 

The silence rang out after Wix finished his impassioned speech. Then Billin groaned, and slowly dragged himself to his feet. Everyone 
got back to work. But when conversations resumed, they were more bitter than ever before. 

When night fell, they gathered around the fire, staring at the flames. Some women from Noyock's Town, and Linkeree's Bay brought 
food before dark. It wasn't enough, but it was something, and they swallowed their pride and ate it. Now they sat and watched the fence 
rails shrink in the fire. 

"I've been thinking all day about what Billin said," Hoom said in one of the dismal lulls in the conversation. "And I think he's right. 
Burning's a good idea." 

"And what do we burn, the whole city?" asked Wix, scornfully. 

"No, no," Hoom said. "But the old people, they've hated the boats from the beginning, the boats have meant freedom from them. They 
burned them." Hoom stood up and walked around the fire. He was no orator, but the very quietness of his speech made them listen all the 
more. "Well, there's a few things they've been using as weapons against us. The Warden, for instance." Someone laughed and said, "Does 
that mean we burn Noyock?" 

Hoom smiled and shook his head. "Noyock's done us no harm. Just his office. There's something else, though. The History." 

Several people snorted. The History, constantly held over their heads as "proof" that things must be done the old way. 

"They burned our boats," Hoom said. "So let's burn their History. It's far less harm than they've done to us. You know what our fields 
will be like if we let them sit for a month, unharvested. My fruit trees will be bare, with the fruit rotting on the ground. They've destroyed 
our homes and our livelihoods -- nobody could say we've been excessive if we destroy their stupid History." 

A few chuckled, and the idea began to look more appealing. 
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Wix spoke up. "Easily said. But they're armed against us, and they'll fight to protect it. It's -- it's a God-thing to them, they keep it for 
Jason. They'll fight." 

"So," Hoom said, "we won't announce what we're after. Not a large number of us, either. We'll just wait until everybody's asleep at 
Noyock's house, and we'll break in, rush up the stairs, and burn the damn thing before they even know what we're about." 

"Break in? Is it that easy?" 

"It will be for me. I can get in," Hoom said. And so the plan was made. The crescent moon was high in the sky as they emerged from the 
forest, far to the west of their camp. Only one of them held a torch; the rest carried unlit torches and kindling wood. They walked in 
silence, and approached the tall house from the west, where it was less likely that anyone would be watching. 

There were no lights in the house, and so they set immediately to work. Wix pointed to a spot beside the house, and the kindling was laid 
down. Then Hoom, who carried the lit torch, ignited the kindling. As it flamed, they all put their torches in. After a few minutes, they 
were all ablaze. Then Hoom raised his torch, and they all followed him to the kitchen door. 

Hoom knocked on the door, and they waited, all of them standing close to the wall, so that someone glancing out a window wouldn't see 
them so readily. But the household wasn't expecting danger that night -- a soft voice asked, "Who is it?" 

"Grandmother?" Hoom asked. 

"Hoom," said the voice behind the door, in relief and delight. "You've come home," she said as she opened the door. But the door was 
barely ajar when Wix and Billin muscled through, forcing their way past Riavain. It only took her a moment to see what was happening, 
and she cried out, "Fire! Help, fire! Quickly! They've come!" 

No one stopped to silence her. Instead, Hoom led the way up the stairs to the second floor. As they reached it, several of his uncles and 
cousins emerged from their rooms, looking worried. "Where's the fire?" one of them asked, and Hoom said, "Downstairs, in the kitchen." 
For a moment the obvious ruse seemed to be working -- the men headed for the stairs even as the torchbearers charged upward toward 
the third floor. But then they realized who was carrying the torches, and ran back up the stairs, trying to overtake them. 

On the third floor, no one was fooled. Aven and Noyock stood in front of the door of the library. "You're not coming in here," Noyock 
said. "This won't help you a bit." 

"But burning boats will?" Hoom snarled, and Wix shouted, "Get out of the way." Dilna realized, though, that at this moment their attack 
would either succeed or fail -- the men from the downstairs were right behind them, waiting, it seemed, for them to surrender. And 
talking would never get the door open. 

"Talk is nothing!" Dilna shouted, and she swung her torch at the man behind her on the stairs. He recoiled instinctively -- if he hadn't, the 
torch would have hit him in the head. But in recoiling, he lost his balance, and fell backward into the men behind him. Billin seized the 
opportunity, and while Dilna and a few others used their torches to keep the men on the stairs at bay, Billin rushed forward, swinging his 
torch at Aven and Noyock. 

But they held their ground, and Billin faltered in his advance. This time it was Wix who recovered the momentum. "You've had fair 
warning," he snarled, and shoved his torch into Noyock's belly. 

The pain of the blow drove the breath out of Noyock -- and when Wix pulled the torch away, Noyock's shirt was on fire. He tried vainly 
to brush it off, but it spread quickly, and he screamed and fell to the floor, trying to smother the fire. Aven still blocked the door, and he 
was using his feet to try to keep Billin and Wix at bay. 

"An ax!" someone shouted, and sure enough one of the uncles was brandishing a bronze-headed ax. He was swinging it in a circle over 
his head, causing as much danger for his own side as for Dilna and the others defending on the stair, and Dilna ducked under the blade 
and jammed the tip of her torch upward against the man's chin. He dropped the ax -- it clattered on the floor next to Hoom. Hoom picked 
it up and swung it savagely at the door, right at Aven's head. 

This time Aven ducked, just in time, and the axhead was buried in the door, splintering it. Aven tried to strike at Hoom while he pulled it 
free, but Billin was too quick, forcing him back. 

With a roar the men on the stairs tried to rush past, just as the door gave way on the ax's second blow. Dilna and the others couldn't stop 
them -- but the work was nearly done. Wix and Billin threw their torches into the room -- Wix's sputtered on the floor, but Billin's landed 
on a shelf, instantly igniting the papers there. Then the stair landing was a melee, as Wix, Billin, and Hoom struggled to keep the older 
men from entering the room and putting out the fire. 
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Aven bellowed and charged his son, throwing him aside as he entered the smoky library. As he passed, Hoom brought down the 
axhandle on his father's head, sending him sprawling. At that moment, Wix shouted, "Let's get the hell out of here!" and began slugging 
his way to the stair. 

The others tried to follow. One of them was unconscious on the floor. Dilna, who had been swept to a far corner by the rush on the stairs, 
tried to rouse him, but he didn't budge, and she got up to run for the stairs. As she did, the library erupted in a sudden roar, and for a 
horrible moment flames lashed out the door and threatened to start the whole landing on fire. Then they subsided a little, but flames 
danced now on the banisters, and as Dilna forced her way toward the stairs, she saw an inert body in the library, covered with flames, the 
feet already charring. She screamed, caught hold of Hoom, who was fighting his way down the stairs, and shouted in his ear, "Your 
father! Your father!" 

The look on her face told him the story, and he, too, screamed, rushing back up the stairs. "Father!" he shouted, a throat-ripping cry. 
"Father!" But the flames forced him back. Several of the men on the stairs saw what was happening -- there were three men unconscious 
on the landing. They struggled back up against the heat, screaming, "Father! Father!" When they finally dragged him down his face was 
black with smoke, and the front of his clothing was charred. Dilna, who was being held at the bottom of the stairs, saw his smoking 
clothing and blackened face, and fainted. 

* 
They gathered in Firstfield on Jason's Day, but this time there as no chatter or pleased expectation. Those who had borne torches that 
night were each surrounded by men, and their hands were bound, except Hoom, who was still so badly injured that a makeshift bed 
was provided for him. The other refugees from Stipock's Bay kept to themselves. They were unguarded, but they had nowhere else to go, 
nothing else to do. Jason was coming; and suddenly even those who had scoffed at him were afraid of his coming. 

The sun was hidden from them by the shaft of the starship; the space opened in the side and the line descended. Dilna remembered four 
years ago, when she was only barely thirteen, coming with her mother to see Jason come. He had brought the hundred eleventh Ice 
Person with him. Stipock. And bitterly Dilna wished he had never come. 

Jason's feet touched the ground, and he stood and walked to Noyock, who waited for him. Jason held out his arms to embrace the 
Warden, but Noyock only covered his face with his hands and wept. 

Jason stopped directly in front of Noyock, his blue eyes staring at him. They stood like that, it seemed, for hours, though when Jason 
broke the pose and enfolded Noyock in his arms, the sun was still not out from behind the tower. The people watched, and the realization 
spread as a murmur among them. "Jason is crying, too," they whispered. 

"He knows," came the answer. "He already knows, without even a word spoken." 

Jason whispered something in Noyock's ear, and then stepped away. Noyock turned to look after him, no longer sobbing, though his 
cheeks were smeared with tears. Jason strode toward the waiting crowd. "Where is Aven?" he called out. 

There was no answer, only a rustle of whispers in the crowd. 

"Who has hidden Aven from me?" 

And then some answers came. "Hoom killed him!" someone said. "He died in a fire," said another. But the answer that caught on, that 
many called out, was the one that fixed the blame on Hoom. 

Jason walked to where Hoom lay, swathed in bandages on the makeshift bed. 

"Did you kill Aven, Hoom?" Jason asked, loudly. 

Hoom closed his eyes and answered, clearly, "Yes." 

Jason knelt beside him, and many, unable to see, stood or crowded toward the front, to see what Jason would do. But Jason only touched 
the bandages on Hoom's forehead, and looked deeply into him, as if he could see into his mind. Dilna got up from her guards, and came 
to Jason. "It isn't true," she said. "Hoom didn't mean to kill his father. He was only trying to burn the History." 

Jason stood, and looked around at the crowd. "Burn the History. And why did Hoom want to burn the History?" 

Again silence. But now Wix leaped to his feet, and cried out in fury, "They burned our ships, that's why! They're all quick enough to tell 
you Hoom killed his father, but they're not so fast to tell you they burned our boats! Kept us from our City on the other side of the river! 
All our fields are rotten, our harvest is waste, all because they burned our boats!" 
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Jason nodded, and Wix fell silent, sat down. "Burned the boats," Jason said. "And why did they burn the boats?" 

The answers came quickly. "They wanted to split the City! They wouldn't obey the Warden! They said they'd make their own laws! They 
didn't obey the majority!" 

Jason raised his hands, and silence fell again. He raised his voice and said, "The wouldn't follow the majority. They wouldn't obey the 
Warden. And for this you kept them from tending their fields and their flocks. For this you kept Hoom from getting a crop from his 
trees." 

A gasp came from many in the crowd, for no one could have told Jason about Hoom's trees. He knew. He already knew everything. 

"And why wouldn't they let the Warden rule them?" 

The answers were shouted back at him, but again and again the shouts included one name: Stipock. 

"Stipock!" Jason shouted. "Stipock!" 

And Stipock walked out of the crowd, made his way to the front, and stood to face Jason squarely. "Stipock," Jason said. "It all seems to 
come back to you." 

"I never meant," Stipock said. "I never set out to have it end as it did." 

"What did you mean, then?" 

"I just wanted to give them democracy." 

Jason smiled grimly. "Well, you didn't. You gave them anarchy." 

Stipock's face was sculptured deeply with regret. "Do you think I don't know?" 

Jason stepped away from him, faced the crowd, and cried out, "Who should be punished for this!" 

There was no answer. 

"That's what I think, too." Jason looked at them angrily. "We couldn't fairly punish anyone, without punishing everyone, could we. 
Because you're all guilty of Aven's murder! Every one of you!" 

"I'm not," a woman shouted, leaping to her feet. "I didn't have a part in any of the fighting!" 

"You didn't?" Jason asked sharply. "Did you try to stop them?" 

And the woman sat down again, her face dark. 

"Go to your homes, all of you. Be about your business. And give tools to the people whose homes are across the river. Let them build 
boats and go home! I'll speak to you all in due time. Go home!" 

And the crowd dispersed miserably, in dismal groups that silently walked home, cloaked in shame. Jason knew. Jason had seen. And 
Jason was not pleased. 

Jason had even wept. 

* 
The snow was light on the fields and on the trees when word spread through Heaven City: "Jason is finished." And in fact he had 
talked to everyone, visited in every home. And now he went to the edge of the river, and splashed out to the large boat that waited for 
him. Wix reached out his hand, and helped him into the boat, where ten of the people from Stipock's Bay sat, holding oars. 

"I wish," Wix said as the oarsmen pulled them away from shore, "I wish you could have seen the boats with sail on them. But the wind is 
from the north now." 
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"I've seen them with sail," Jason said. Wix wondered when, and how. And Jason answered his unsaid words: "I've seen them in your 
eyes, Wix." 

They touched the other shore, and Jason walked unerringly to the public house. Gradually the people came in, filling the large room to 
overflowing Jason stood at the long bar, sipping hot beer. When it seemed that all had come who were coming, Jason set down the cup 
and lifted himself onto the bar, where he sat as he spoke to them. 

"I've talked to every one of you," Jason said, "and there are many of you -- most of you -- who have learned enough from the bitter 
experiences of this autumn. You're content now to live under the law and under the Warden. But you still want to stay on this side of the 
river, where you're still independent, where you're still a little lonelier, and therefore a little happier." And then he said the names, all the 
men and women who felt that way, and told them they could go home. "If I'm wrong, then stay," he warned -- but he wasn't wrong. Only 
about forty people remained in the public house, and Jason waited until the others were all gone before he spoke. 

"You are the ones who hate too much. You're the ones who don't want to follow the laws, no matter how it hurts other people; you're the 
ones who don't want any part of Heaven City. If there's anyone here who doesn't feel that way, you can leave." 

They all stayed. 

"Well then," Jason said. "You're no more responsible for the disaster this city suffered than are those who aren't content unless they force 
everyone to fit their image of what is right and good. You won't be punished. I think your memories are punishment enough." 

No one looked at anyone else, except Stipock, who sat at the back of the room and looked at everyone in turn. 

"Stipock," Jason said. "You wanted to lead your own city, didn't you? You wanted to wean some of the people away from believing and 
trusting in me." 

"Damn right," Stipock said. 

"Well, then, look around you. These are the people you've won over. You've had four years. I'm sure our bargain is satisfied in four 
years, isn't it?" 

And Dilna looked at Hoom, who sat beside her, holding her hand. Bargain? she asked with her eyes, and he shrugged. 

"It may well be," Stipock said. 

"You haven't fulfilled your part, you know," Jason said. "I expected a bit more than a tallow lamp and boats on the river." 

"I was busy," Stipock said. 

"You'll be busier. Because you're all getting what you want -- freedom. Separation from Heaven City. And I'll even let Stipock choose 
where you're going. What's the most valuable piece of land on this little planet, Stipock?" 

Stipock only half-smiled, and shook his head. But Jason acted as if he had answered. "Do you love steel that much?" Jason asked. "Then 
that's where I'll send you -- to the place where iron ore is close to the surface." 

The words were meaningless to them -- iron and steel they had never heard of. Jason looked around at them, and smiled. "Oh, the iron is 
desirable enough," he said. "Have you seen the metal of the Star Tower?" They had, of course. "That's steel," Jason told them. "And you 
make it from iron -- if you can." 

"When do we leave?" Stipock asked. 

"Tomorrow. I'd advise you all to forget your warm clothing. And bring hats. They place you're going is pretty sunny." Then Jason 
stepped away from the bar, and left the public house. 

The next morning those who were leaving gathered in a large cleared field where the wheat had rotted on the stem. They didn't wait long 
-- a roaring sound came from the Star Tower, and soon a huge metal object hovered over them. Stipock told the people to stand clear, and 
when they had shifted back, the metal craft settled to the ground. Many of them were filled right then with doubts -- Jason really did fly, 
and the ship he flew in was bigger than a house. 

But the door was open, and Jason was herding them inside, and they had little time to worry about whether Jason was, after all, 
everything he had been thought to be. Two rows of seats filled the middle section of the craft, and they nearly filled them all. Stipock 
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was the last to enter, and the door closed behind him, though no one touched it. And as soon as Stipock sat down, the craft lifted gently 
from the ground, and as the earth receded below them, many were filled with a terrible vertigo, and some vomited. 

"Where are we going?" someone asked Stipock, and Stipock turned around and spoke to the group generally. "We're going," he said, "to 
a very hard place. There aren't many places where fields will grow well. But there are things more precious than fertile soil." 

Dilna leaned over closer to Hoom, and said softly, "You'd almost think Stipock wanted us to go to this place from the beginning." 
Hoom's only answer was a faint smile. He didn't talk much, even though he was virtually healed from his burning in the fire at Noyock's 
house. 

They crossed an endless forest, and then the forest ended, and below them was nothing but blue, striped with white. "The sea," Stipock 
explained. "Water for kilometers in every direction, so it seems you can never find the end." 

But they found the end, and under them was rock and sand, carved into canyons and hostile mountains, plateaus and occasional patches 
of green. From the air it was impossible to see the details, but it was plain enough to everyone, though they had never seen a desert, that 
the land below them was dead. 

It was frightening to Dilna, to see so much space with nothing growing in it. It looked endlessly dry. She swallowed convulsively. 
Hoom's hand closed over hers, and drew her close, and his arm reached around her, and held her. 

"Hoom," she whispered. "I've never loved anyone but you." 

"And I trust you with my life," he answered; and it occurred to Dilna to wonder whether Hoom had told as great a lie as she had told. 

Jason left them near trees, and a shallow stream ran nearby, but the earth underfoot was sand, and the air was hot and dry. They milled 
around aimlessly, until Jason said a few words wishing them luck, urging them to obey Stipock; then the star-pilot climbed back into the 
flying ship and the door closed behind him. 

"Well, everybody," Stipock said. "Let's get moving -- up into the trees. We'll follow the stream. Feels warm enough that we probably 
won't need to build houses tonight -- give us all a chance to be lazy!" Stipock laughed, but no one joined him. The sandy soil didn't look 
like it would be easy to farm. The water trickled over rocks, but a thin film of dust covered its surface even as it moved. 

They shouldered their burdens and followed Stipock into the tall, gaunt-looking trees. Dilna and Hoom were among the last, and Dilna 
turned around to see dust rise under the flying ship. 

She stopped and watched as it rose into the air and moved away north over the sandy plain. Wait, she wanted to cry out to him. Wait for 
me! 

Instead, she shifted her pack and smiled at Hoom, who was waiting for her. "Well," she said. "This is more fun than a broken leg." He 
laughed, and they hurried to catch up with the others. 

Chapter Thirteen 
In his haste to get back with the good news, Billin slipped on a shale slope and cut his hand severely. Of course he swore; of course he 
shouted; and then he ripped up his good sleeve (the left) and bound the bleeding cut and walked on. 

He still carried his pack, though the food was gone since yesterday -- good cloth was far too scarce these days. In the hot gray days of 
autumn when they first arrived, they had thrown away all the clothing that modesty allowed. Now they knew better. The summer sun 
burnt, and clothing was the only defense. 

The trees were already getting more open, and shorter. The rich loam of the mountains had given way to more sandy soil, loose and 
sliding and hard to walk on. He was almost there, following the trickling stream that kept Stipock's City alive. 

It was late afternoon when Billin finally reached the irrigation ditch and the diversion dam. Wix's idea, of course, and brilliant, of course, 
but only a stopgap in their constant losing battle with the sun and the sand. Although they might have had a chance if Stipock weren't so 
dead set on getting the iron -- no. We'd be losing anyway. But now, Billin thought exultantly as he lurched along down the path of the 
ditch, now we can live better than we did at Heaven City. Just reach out a hand and pick food from the trees. Water everywhere. We have 
to leave immediately. 

A house (new since he had left, but hardly a surprise, and he noticed that they had built it higher, out of reach of the sand) and Billin 
went to the door and knocked. 

No one. Getting on toward dark -- wait here or go on down? 
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Billin was too hungry to wait, and too eager to tell his news, though his legs were weak enough that he had to think of every step before 
they would move. 

And then he saw Wix and Dilna coming in from the trees. He stopped and waited until they came up to him. 

"Billin," they said as soon as they were close enough to see who it was, and they rushed up and embraced him and welcomed him home. 
Yet Billin was not too tired to wonder what Wix and the bitch had been doing in the woods (as if he and everybody didn't know -- a 
miracle Hoom hadn't murdered them both by now, except that the sweet simple-minded ox didn't notice), and he smiled at them as he 
said, "How's Hoom doing?" 

"Well," Wix said. Was Dilna blushing? Billin doubted it -- she wasn't the blushing type. At least Cirith, ugly and foul-tempered as she 
was, stayed faithful to Billin and loved him desperately. 

"You must be tired," Dilna said, and Billin didn't even have to agree. He just stumbled and Wix caught him before he fell, and then the 
two of them helped him to the nearest house that might be large enough for him to rest awhile before going on to his own home. 

It was a struggle between hunger (stay awake until the fish is fried) and sleep. Sleep won. 

He woke in his own bed with Cirith leaning over him, smiling. 

"Good morning," Billin said. 

"Stay in bed," Cirith ordered, losing the smile the moment she knew he was looking. "You're too tired and weak to get up." 

"Then bring me something to eat, dammit," Billin said, lying back down. 

"It was so good while you were gone," Cirith grumbled as she brought a bowl from the fire. "No one to complain to me." 

"How did you make it through the weeks?" Billin said. And then as Cirith set the bowl on his bed and made as if to walk away in a huff, 
he lunged over (spilling stew) and pinched her. 

She whirled on him. "If you're that wide awake, Billin my boy, you'll have no more sympathy from me!" And then she was off to the 
children's bedroom. Billin lay back on his bed and sighed. It was so good to be home. 

He vomited the stew, but was able to eat broth later on in the morning. 

And after noon, Stipock, Wix, and Hoom came to see him. 

"Three out of four," Billin said as they gathered around his bed. "I feel honored." 

"Dilna's pregnant again," Hoom said proudly. 

"How many does that make -- three?" Billin asked. 

"No, four, of course -- unless it's twins." 

Four of hers, Billin kept himself from saying, but only three of yours. Not my place to tell the fool what everybody else knows. 

"You were gone three and a half months," Stipock said. 

"The days just flew by," Billin said, smiling. 

They waited, and Billin loved watching them as they tried not to seem eager. But he was even more eager than they, and he ended the 
game and told them. 

"A swift-flowing river, plenty of water even during the heat of the summer. A bay, and there are trees every inch, except where there are 
thick berry bushes. While I was there I wasn't hungry for a minute -- I would have brought you back some of the fruit, but it started 
spoiling in the heat this side of the mountains, and so I ate it." 



199 
 

But as Billin described the paradise he had found a hundred miles to the south (or more -- who can tell when the distance is covered on 
foot, scaling cliffs and wasting days hunting for a path through an impassable barrier), he became more and more uneasy. Hoom and Wix 
kept glancing at Stipock -- and Stipock just watched Billin, his face impassive. 

"I tell you," Billin said, determined to fire them with the enthusiasm he felt for the place, "that we could leave the plow behind and live 
forever there by just gathering. It goes on like that for miles. And the ground is as rich as anything in Heaven City, I swear it, except 
there's plenty of rain -- the mountains must catch all the clouds, keep them from coming to us -- and it's warmer than Heaven City, and 
besides -- from the mountains I could see another land across the water, not far -- we could build a boat and cross to it, and that other 
land looks even richer than the one I was in." 

At last Stipock answered, "Very interesting." 

Billin sat up in bed -- too abruptly, and his headache immediately punished him for his impetuosity. "The hell it's interesting, Stipock. It's 
bloody damn perfect, it makes this place look like a desert, which it is, if you had guts enough to admit it. You chose this place -- well, 
fine, you made a mistake, but by damn I've found a place we could get to in two weeks! Two weeks, and our children wouldn't spend 
half the year crying for food and the other half blistering in the sun and crying out for water!" 

"Relax, Billin," Hoom said. "Stipock didn't mean anything bad. It's just hard to believe a place could be that good --" 

"If you aren't going to believe me," Billin said, "why the hell did you send me?" 

"We believe you," Hoom said. Hoom the peacemaker. Hoom the cuckold. Billin turned away in disgust. What kind of people did he have 
to deal with? Stipock, who only cared about that damn iron ore which wasn't worth a quart of ox-urine, and who always pretended that he 
was thinking carefully about things when the truth was his mind had been made up about everything a million years ago and he'd never 
change it come flood or fire. Hoom, so kind that you could almost forget how stupid he was. Wix, always full of bright ideas -- the kind 
of man that could only be trusted by a fellow with an ugly wife (like me, Billin reminded himself). And Dilna? Why the hell was Dilna 
always involved in decisions? At least she wasn't here now. 

"If you believed me," Billin finally said, "you wouldn't be here, you'd be home packing food and getting ready to go." 

"Sleep awhile," Wix said. "You're still tired. We'll talk tomorrow." 

"What did I do wrong!" Billin shouted, his voice cracking from the weariness still in him. "I'm not a hornet, don't brush me away!" 

"You haven't done anything wrong," Stipock said as he went to the door. But it was Hoom who turned around and said, "I'm glad you're 
back, Billin. I've missed you." 

After they left Billin was too angry even to quarrel with Cirith, and she went to bed in a huff, worried about Billin's strange behavior. 
And Billin kept waking in the night -- angry, though it took him a few moments after waking to remember what he was angry about. 
Why were they so reluctant? Did they actually like the desert? 

"No," Cirith said. Billin realized he had been talking aloud. There was a faint light in the room -- early morning. 

"Sorry I woke you," he said. 

"That's fine. They don't like the desert, Billin," she said. "But about a week after you left, I guess they realized you might find 
something like what you found, and ever since then Stipock has been telling people how good it is to suffer, how it makes us strong." 

"Don't tell me people believe that crap!" Billin's mouth tasted foul. He got out of bed and staggered on aching legs to get a drink. 

"I don't know what people believe," Cirith said. 

Billin looked at her from the table, where he was dipping water from the jar. "What do you believe?" 

"Don't tell me you suddenly, after two years of marriage, want my opinion?" 

"I don't want to have your opinion, I only want to hear it." 

Cirith shrugged. "Stipock's right. It makes us strong." 

"Crap." 
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She held up her arm, flexed a large muscle. "Behold," she said. "Strong." 

"So I married an ox," Billin said. "It's still a desert and I found a place where our kids can smile without getting a mouthful of sand." 

He came back to Cirith and sat on the floor beside her stool. She put her arms around him. "Billin, I believe you and I want to go to that 
place. But I don't think Stipock will ever give up on his iron. He wants to make carts that move without pulling or pushing them. He 
wants to make a mill that doesn't need a stream. He thinks he can do it with iron." 

"And I think he's crazy," Billin said. 

"And I thought you loved Stipock." 

"Like a brother," Billin said. "Like a stupid, bull-headed, lovable, cold-as-a-fish brother. It's morning and I'm already sick of today." 

"Let me make it better," she said, and he let her; and even though he was still a wreck from his exertions of the last month, it was 
wonderful. 

"I take it all back," he said afterward. "That place wasn't perfect. It needed you." 

"You hurt my thumb," she said, and then it was time to fix breakfast for little Dern, while Blessin pumped away on Cirith's breast. Billin 
tried getting out of bed, but he couldn't manage it. "Maybe this afternoon," he said. 

But that afternoon he slept again, and as the sun set he woke to find Hoom beside his bed. 

"Hello, Hoom. How long have you been waiting there?" 

"Not long." 

"Good." 

Long pause. Billin decided that whatever Hoom had come to say must not be very pleasant, or he would have said it by now. 

"Say it," Billin urged. 

"We've talked about it --" 

"We meaning the four Wardens of Stipock City --" 

Hoom sat up rigidly. "How can you call us that?" 

"You came to tell me," Billin said. "So tell me. You four have talked about it and decided -- or rather, Stipock decided and the three of 
you chirped back what he wanted to hear -- and now you want to warn me not to tell people about what I found in the south." 

"You don't have to see it that ugly unless you really want to." 

"I should cover my eyes? I see what is." 

Hoom smiled. "Does anybody see what is?" 

"Least of all you, even when it's in front of your face." 

"Sometimes," Hoom answered mildly (he doesn't understand, Billin thought contemptuously), "only the blind pretend to see. If you insist 
on telling people about what you say you found -- what you believe you found -- you'll only hurt yourself. No, that's not true -- you'll 
hurt them, too, because they'll want so badly to believe in a place like that." 

"Of course they'll want to believe it." 

"For your own sake, then," Hoom said. And he left. 
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Billin felt better than he had since coming back -- but even so, he would have stayed in bed if anger hadn't pulled him up and into his 
clothes and out the door of the house. 

"Where are you going?" Cirith snapped as she saw him leaving. 

"Visiting." 

"At this time of night nobody wants to see you," she said. 

"Mind your kitchen, woman," Billin answered. She kept grumbling after he left. 

He went first to Serret's and Rebo's house. They were busy with putting children to bed (they had been twinned twice since coming to 
Stipock City), but they greeted Billin kindly. 

"Glad to see you up and about already," Serret said, and Rebo smiled and took off her apron (in tatters, Billin noticed, like all the cloth), 
bringing him a stool to sit on. 

He immediately began telling them what he had found on his journey. They listened politely, smiled, nodded, answered his questions, 
asked a few (though not many). After a half hour of this Billin realized to his fury that they weren't excited about it. And why not? Their 
children were worse off than most, with bloated bellies that even Stipock said were a sign of lack of food. 

"You don't believe me, do you?" Billin abruptly asked, even while Rebo cooed softly about how wonderful his description of the rainfall 
sounded. 

"Well, of course we believe you," Serret answered. Billin wasn't fooled. He took his leave quickly, went to another house. 

It was late, and the lights were blown out in most of the houses when Billin finally gave up and came home. Cirith was waiting for him. 
She looked worried when he finally came to the door. 

"Are you all right?" she asked. 

Billin nodded, then shook his head. "Not one of them," he said, and she understood, and for once there was no banter, no complaint, she 
just came to him and held him and in his weariness and frustration he cried. The tears turned to anger quickly enough. 

"How did they do it?" Billin demanded, pulling away from her and tossing a chair across the room. One of the children woke at the 
noise, cried out. 

"Shhh," Cirith said, heading for the children's room. 

"Not on your life!" Billin retorted. "I want to know how they did it! How did those damn self-appointed gods get everybody to answer 
the same way -- 'Yes, Billin, so glad you had a good time there, Billin, we're so pleased that your journey was successful, Billin, now get 
the hell out and let us get some sleep, Billin'--" 

Cirith came to him and took his arms and dug her fingers into them. "You must promise me," she said, "that you won't do anything to 
them." 

"What do you mean? What could I do to them?" 

"Promise you won't. Promise you won't quarrel with them, please, Billin." 

"What do you think I could do? Hoom's the murderer around here, Wix is the adulterer, all I do is talk and now nobody's listening." 

"Promise me, and then I'll tell you." 

"Tell me what?" Billin asked, suspiciously. 

"What they did." 

Billin looked at her carefully. "I promise. What did they do?" 
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"I didn't want to tell you before you went out because you wouldn't have believed me and if you'd known you would have gotten so 
angry --" 

"Get to it, Cirith, dammit, tell me what you know!" Billin paced to the window. 

"They told everybody for the last two days, while you mostly slept, they told them that you had been badly hurt in a fall and it damaged 
your mind --" 

"I cut my hand, the bastards, where do they think my mind is?" 

"I know that, but they told the others that you invented a dream place, a place where everything is perfect, but that it doesn't exist --" 

Billin roared with rage. The child in the bedroom cried louder, and another cry joined in. "Do they say I'm a liar! They dare to call me a 
liar!" 

"No, no, no," Cirith said. "They only say that you were hurt. They say that you really believe what you say, that your mind isn't working 
right -- Stipock had a name for it, he called it 'hallucinations,' I think --" 

"Stipock has a name for everything --" 

"Billin, you can't fight it, the more you say you know what you saw, the crazier they'll think you are --" 

"Cirith!" Billin said, striding to her, looking her in the eye, "do you believe them? Or do you believe me?" 

She looked at him for a long time, but then she looked away. "I don't know," she finally said. 

This time Billin did not roar, because this time his anger dissipated in despair. "If you don't believe me, Cirith --" 

"I do believe you, I do, Billin, I want to believe you so much, but that's it -- what you tell about is so perfect, how can I trust it? It makes 
everything here so terrible, and Stipock says that this is the best place --" 

"He says that because of the iron --" 

"I know, I know, please go to bed now, Billin, you're tired --" 

"I can't sleep." 

But he did, and woke in the morning still filled with despair. Because sometime in the night he had wakened after dreaming of the place 
he had been to. The dream had seemed so real. He had tasted the fruits again, and swum again in the bay, and drunk from the cold river 
and lain in the grass growing thickly on the riverbanks. He had felt the rain cover him again, beating warm and fresh on his skin, making 
him clean. 

And he wondered if it had been a dream before. 

And, once he wondered, he knew that it had. How could it be real? He closed his eyes and tried to picture the place, tried to imagine the 
taste of the berries. But all he could taste was the dust that always hung in the air; all he could see when he closed his eyes was red. 

So he didn't speak of it anymore, not for weeks. 

* 
It was time for the rains to come. 

The rains didn't come. 

"Don't worry," Stipock said. "These things vary by as much as two or three weeks." 

After six weeks the rains still hadn't come; but the winds came on schedule. Last year the winds had been cooling, drying out the soaking 
earth (for that short time of rain and then wind, the colony had been bearable); this year the winds were hot and dry, the breath of dying, 
and after four days of dust and sand whipping into ears and eyes and noses and mouths, burning the skin of those caught outside, drying 



203 
 

out or silting up every barrel of water, every cistern, filling every ditch, tearing leaves off the trees, after four days of that one of Serret's 
and Rebo's younger twins died. 

They buried him in the sand during one of the brief lulls in the wind. 

The next morning the dessicated body was in the open, the skin flayed away. The wind, by one of those cruel freaks of nature, had blown 
the baby so that it jammed its parents' front door closed. Serret swore as he shoved the door open that morning -- screamed and wept 
when he found what had closed it so tightly. 

They burned the baby at noon. The wind kept putting the fire out. 

And the next day two more babies died, and Wevin, Weerit's wife, died when her baby tried to come four months early. 

They couldn't bury the bodies, and they couldn't burn them, so they carried them out into the sand and left them, knowing the desert 
would surely dry them out. 

That evening Billin huddled into his last cloak and crept against the wind to Serret's and Rebo's house. While there he told them what the 
water had tasted like in the land he had found. But he knew they hated him for saying it, since they believed he was insane, and it made it 
hurt even worse. 

And from time to time during the terrible three weeks that the wind lasted, Billin dropped a word here and there. "Fruit," he would say, 
"growing off the trees. Wet and sweet." The person he was talking to would frown and move away. 

"Sweet water in a wide, cool river." And the person would lick his lips and say, "Dammit, keep your madness to yourself." 

"Rain," he would say, and a child nearby would say, "What's rain, Mama?" and the mother would weep and curse Billin for his cruelty. 

And Billin cursed himself, for he, too, wondered if he were mad. For now that he himself doubted what he had seen, he didn't know why 
he kept talking about it, why every morning and every night and the hours in between he would keep seeing that fruit before his eyes 
again, bushes more red than green, and water. 

"Am I crazy?" he asked Cirith. 

"Hopelessly," she answered, and kissed him. But he didn't know if she was teasing; finally was sure that she was not. 

And then the wind stopped. One morning everyone awoke to the sudden silence, to the sudden heat (even before sunrise) when the wind 
didn't penetrate the cracks in the woodwork. 

They put on their ragged clothing and went outside to see. The sky was clear. The dust had settled (mostly) to the ground. And now, for 
the first time, they could see the damage. They saw their suffering by moonlight, and realized before daybreak that they were through. 

The sand had built up against the trees, in some places ten or eleven meters above the old level. Houses that had been on level ground 
now seemed to have been built leaning against sand dunes that were higher than they. 

The irrigation ditches were all gone, with no trace left of where they had even been. 

Two hundred meters to the west lay the new course of the stream, a wide shallow trickling stream, full of mud and barely drinkable. 

The few sheep were all dead, except a couple of lambs that had been kept indoors. 

There was no scrap of food anywhere that was not impregnated with sand. That was no surprise, since sand was the main seasoning and 
the main flavor that they had known for months. But the people, as they talked, realized that all the children were complaining of the 
pain of defecating, for their stools were filled with sand. And now all the bellies were distended, because food was short. 

And water less yet. 

And then, as the sun broke over the horizon, promising the terrible, unending heat they had known before, Billin scrambled up a sand 
dune that leaned against a house and cried out at the top of his voice, "It's enough! We're finished here!" 

They turned and looked at him. 
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"There's no hope here anymore! We have no water, we have no food, we have no clothing, our children are dying!" 

In alarm, Wix and Hoom came running to him. 

"Don't talk like that," Wix said. 

"I take no orders from you," Billin said. Then he shouted to everyone, "It's listening to Stipock and Wix and Hoom and the Bitch that's 
got us where we are! I say I'm through taking their orders! Who made them Wardens! Who put them in charge?" 

Hoom climbed up the dune and took Billin by the warm. "What did you call my wife, you bastard?" Hoom shouted at him. 

"How did you know I meant your wife?" Billin said triumphantly. At that Hoom swung back his arm to hit him, but Billin dodged and 
cried out, "See! The murderer wants to kill again! Murderer!" 

And at the word Hoom backed away, confused. By now all the people had gathered, even Stipock, who watched dispassionately from a 
few meters behind the rest. 

Billin pointed his finger at Stipock and shouted (and his mouth was dry and it was hard to make the words come, but still he shouted), 
"There he is! The man who taught us that Jason wasn't God! Well, that's true enough. But neither are you, Stipock! You and your 
damned iron. Machines that fly through the sky! Where are they? What about a machine that keeps our children alive, what about that? 
Where's that, Stipock?" 

People began to murmur to each other. Cirith came to the foot of the dune and spoke to her husband. "Billin, don't make people lose their 
hope," she said. 

"Damn right," he answered. To the crowd he said, "I'm making you lose your hope, my wife says. Damn right, I say. Look around you! 
They say I'm crazy, but only a crazy man would look at this and still hope!" 

"He's crazy!" Dilna shouted. "Don't listen to him!" 

Billin ignored her. "Think for a minute! Think of this! You all saw how much food I took with me. Enough for three weeks! How long 
was I gone? How long?" 

Three months, they realized. 

"Why didn't I starve to death? I came back so weary I was sick, came back hungry because I had run out of food two days before. But not 
ten weeks before! That's because I found food! Whether you believe all that I said or not, you have to believe this: I found food out there! 
And that's more than you'll find here!" 

Billin looked at Stipock and still the man didn't show any emotion at all. Billin looked at the impassive face and realized he had no hope 
of persuading anyone. When Billin had stirred crowds before, he had done it with the words Stipock had taught him. And now Stipock 
was silent and stood there uncaring, because he knew that Billin couldn't persuade the crowd on his own. 

So Billin slumped his shoulders, then looked up at the crowd again and said, "Never mind. I don't care what you do. Stay here and 
keep digging for the damned iron and wait for the sand to come again. But I'm going. Because even if I'm crazy and there's nothing out 
there, it's better to die looking for something than to die here in the sand, with the wind to dry us out because we've lost our power even 
to bury or burn the dead." 

And then Billin let himself fall backward and slide down the dune to where Cirith caught him and cradled his head. The crowd stayed for 
a while, then went back to their homes to begin sweeping out the dust. 

That night the wind came up again, as hard as ever, and the dust came back in and hung in the houses. 

And the next morning at dawn Billin, Cirith and their two children loaded pitifully scrawny packs on their backs and left their house. 
They walked west to the stream and then set their faces south, uphill into the shadeless trees that had been stripped by the storms. 

They had not gone more than a hundred meters when they heard a hoarse cry behind them. Billin turned and saw Serret and Rebo and 
their two surviving children (one from each set of twins) also loaded with meager packs. 

"Wait for us!" Serret called again. 
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They waited. 

"Billin, may we go with you?" Serret asked. 

"I thought you didn't believe me," Billin said. 

Rebo shrugged. "Does it matter whether we believe you?" 

Billin smiled, a dry, ghastly grin, he knew, but the first time he had smiled in weeks. "Come along then." 

They went up the stream all day. Gradually, as the miles went by, the sand grew less, and the stream was deeper, better to drink. They 
filled their waterbags and went on (after drinking deeply and pouring the clean water on their heads). And finally they came to a place 
where the stream bent to the west and their path went to the east a little. 

Billin went to a tree that bore a small cut, and with his knife made the cut deeper and more plain. He turned the mark into an arrow, 
pointing the way they went. Then he looked ahead until he saw a tree with another small mark, and led them to it, where again he made 
the mark plainer. "In case others follow." 

They were nearly out of food when they came to the mountains, but already the land was far greener, the trees and undergrowth lusher, 
water more plentiful. Billin killed a tree squirrel and they ate the meat. And while they camped there, with a fire and water enough to 
wash all over, two more families joined them. 

"We saw your fire," they said, "and realized you weren't so far ahead as we had thought." 

So they waited a few more days, killing more squirrels and catching some small freshwater fish in a mountain lake one of them found 
while exploring the area. And when they finally left, heading downhill this time, there were thirty of them, counting women and children 
--half the colony. Billin knew now that he hadn't dreamed -- everything was as he had remembered it, and he couldn't stop talking about 
what they would find at the bottom of the mountains. 

And after another week they reached the end of the craggy paths and found themselves in a placid bay, with a coldwater river rushing 
down, and fruit trees and berries so thick around that there was hardly need to plant. Of course they did plant, because one never knew 
what other seasons would be like in a place like this -- but who needed to bother with watering and tending the fields, when they knew 
the seeds would grow and the harvest would come without worry? 

And Billin's children stopped wearing clothing as they played in the sun, day after day. 

Over the weeks more and more people came down the mountains and into the village, where the only houses were roofs -- no walls were 
needed, and the roofs were just to keep a few things dry when the rains fell, and to keep the sun off during the heat of the day. 

At last Billin counted who was there and realized that between those who had died and those who were there, only seven people 
remained unaccounted for: Stipock, Wix, and Hoom and Dilna with their three children. 

He told Cirith. 

"Will they come, too, do you think?" she asked. 

"I don't think so," Billin said. "What would they do here? The only way they know how to live is by telling other people what to do." 

"You tell people what to do." 

Billin laughed. "Only when they want to work. We built a boat -- so what! Those who wanted to work on it did. The rest just did as they 
pleased. Next week maybe we'll go over to that other place across the water. Who knows? Who cares?" 

"I see, now. You're just lazy." She laughed. 

"Of course," Billin said. "And you're just fat." 

Cirith looked ruefully at her bulging stomach. "I was hoping I was going to have a baby, but my time of month began yesterday, so it 
isn't that." 
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"It's berries. Always when I kiss you you taste like berries," Billin said. 

Then they made love, without particularly caring that their house had no walls and that it was daytime. No one particularly looked. And 
then they were through, Cirith went naked to the stream to get water. 

"Cirith, you forgot your clothes," Billin said reproachfully when she came back. 

"I know," she said. "But who needs them in this heat? We all know what human bodies look like, don't we?" 

And they laughed, joking about what life was like for all the poor people back in Heaven City who had to wear clothes to stay warm and 
who had to work in order to eat, who always tried to keep learning things. 

"Who cares if you can read and write?" Billin asked. "I never knew anyone who said anything worth writing down." 

And Cirith only belched and then left him, trotting down to swim naked in the bay. Billin joined her and swam for hours, mostly lying on 
his back in the water looking at the white sky, wondering what Jason would think if he could see them now. Probably tell them that 
people were only human when they were working to achieve something. Like Stipock -- have a goal, have a purpose. Well, to hell with 
them, Billin thought, and then he laughed so loud that he swallowed seawater and had to paddle in to shore, coughing and sputtering all 
the way. To hell with them, he thought again as he lay in the warm sand of the shore. And tomorrow I'll explore that other land. Or the 
next day, maybe. 

Chapter Fourteen 
Stipock woke early one morning, and because there was no wind he dressed and left his house and walked among the dying houses of 
the village. He went from door to door, and almost every one was hanging on its hinges, or blown off, and no one was there to make 
repairs. At last he came to Hoom's and Dilna's house, and knocked, and they let him come in and sit on one of the beds as they served the 
small breakfast they had to Cammar and Bessa and Dallat. The children looked gaunt and old, and no one seemed to have the energy to 
speak or make a sound. 

Wix came a little later, and sat beside Stipock on the bed, and said. "We're the last." 

Breakfast done, there was little to do worth doing. No one had worked the mine for a month or more, and it was doubtless completely 
blocked by sand. The pitiful amount of iron they had taken from the hill this year was not enough to encourage them to dig for more. 
And Hoom voiced all their thoughts when he said, "If only we could eat iron." 

Wix patted his trouser leg and dust rose into the air. Outside there was only a small breeze. The sand lay undisturbed, but the dust rose 
into the air, seeped through the many cracks in the house. Cammar kept sneezing. 

Finally Stipock leaned back on the bed and addressed the ceiling. "We might have done it, you know." 

Yes, yes, of course, if only. 

"But you can't organize rebels to do a damn thing," Stipock said. And again they agreed. 

"Doesn't matter now," said Wix. "They're all gone to where fruits hang on the trees and fish leap up into your hands and the squirrels 
come over and lie down in the pan for you." And they managed to laugh. 

Without a word they all began to move, taking all the food and putting it in bags. Hoom and Wix took empty waterbags and went to the 
brook to fill them. Stipock went back to his house and gathered up the record he had kept of the village and the small supply of food he 
had left. 

At noon they were ready to go. 

"Where?" asked Dilna as they hid from the sun in her house. 

"Home," said Hoom, and Stipock wondered at the fact that for some reason -- or many -- none of them suggested going south, to Billin's 
group. Pride, because they had refused to take the easy escape route that would lead to savagery, and wouldn't give in now? Or a longing 
for Heaven City? It didn't matter. Stipock was too tired to analyze. Jason had won every round of their duel, and had done it without 
breaking the bargain. Stipock couldn't deny it, and now he wanted to go back to Heaven City and surrender. 

Satisfied? he could hear Jason saying. 
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Satisfied, he answered. Whatever the hell you're doing with this world, you do it better than I can. You know the people better than I do. 
And so, because it's the only game, I'll pay whatever price I have to in order to play. Your rules. But you can bet I'll play pretty damn 
well, whatever the rules might be. 

"Stipock?" asked Dilna, and Stipock shook his head. "Sorry. Yes. Home. Heaven City." 

They slept in the afternoon, and began their journey just before dark. The sky was cloudless, as always, and the moon was high and full, 
and the trees looked cool and welcoming as they left the dying village and walked out into the sparse forest. Stipock, Hoom, and Wix 
carried heavy packs and water bags. Dilna carried Bessa in a sack on her back, and held Dallat in her arms. Cammar walked, his small 
legs forced to work hard to keep up with the slow pace the adults took. 

They drank copiously from the stream before they left, and began rationing immediately. And as the night grew cool, and then cold, they 
hurried their pace in order to keep warm. 

Stipock brought up the rear, following several paces behind Hoom, who now was carrying a weary Cammar, at least for a kilometer or 
so. The bodies of the three adults ahead of him were not adult bodies, Stipock remembered. Only Wix was twenty, the others still in their 
teens. In the Empire they'd be children still, none of them at their majority. Here the weight of the world was on them. And they seemed 
strong enough to bear it. 

Hoom, burdened with Cammar's weight, slowed down enough that Stipock overtook him. "Let me carry the boy," Stipock said. And 
Hoom willingly handed the child to Stipock, who held him to his shoulder. Cammar barely noticed -- he was sleepy, and he rested his 
head. Hoom looked at the boy as they walked, and then said, "A beautiful boy." 

"Yes," said Stipock. "Like his parents." 

Hoom's face grew a little sadder, and he said, "I wonder if Wix will ever marry, and have more children." Not children of his own, 
Stipock noticed. More children. 

"You're a kinder man than I am," Stipock said, softly. 

Hoom shook his head. "Love and faithfulness can only be given, not demanded. All the same, I would have liked to have them." 

Stipock was surprised at the pain behind the whispered words. After all these years of silence, of pretending not to know, why was Hoom 
saying it now?" 

"Dilna loves you," Stipock said. "And so does Wix." 

"And I forgive them because of that. Or in spite of that. Stipock?" 

"Yes?" 

"If I die before we return to Heaven City, would you tell them? That I know? And that I forgive them?" 

"You won't die. You're the strongest of us all, don't let the darkness and the sand get to you already, or you'll never stay sane through the 
desert." 

Hoom only laughed. "Just taking precautions, old man." 

And then they walked in silence for another hour, before Wix called out that they should stop and drink. They drank, a swallow each 
from one waterbag, and sat and rested for a few minutes. And then they were on their way again, until dawn. 

They followed the pattern for days, walking among the trees at night, sleeping in the best shade they could find by day. They refilled the 
canteens at every stream, and in this area there were many. 

But after a week, the trees began to thin, and the ground began to rise, and Stipock told them it was time to move due north. They 
reached a large river, and followed its course northward, but the water was brackish, and they only filled their bags at the sluggish 
streams that joined the river. Later, the streams became more rare, and they began to drink the river's water in order to keep their 
waterbags full. 

They reached the crest of the mountains and left the river behind, descending to a dry plain of rock and sand. A few plants grew, and an 
occasional small animal moved at the edge of their vision. But no water at all. 
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And no rest from the heat. There was no shade, except behind rocks, and at noon even the rocks were no shelter, for the sun was directly 
overhead, and rocks had no shadows at noon. On the eighth day they ran out of water. On the ninth day they piled rocks over Bessa's 
corpse and went on, no one shedding tears because they were too tired, and their eyes were too dry. 

They found an oasis of sorts on the tenth day in the desert, and drank the foul-tasting water, and filled their waterbags. An hour later all 
were vomiting, and Dallat died of it. They buried him by the poisoned pool, and weakly walked on, emptying their waterbags before they 
left to forestall the possibility of their forgetting and drinking again. 

They were lucky. The next day they found a clear spring in the side of a hill, and the water was good, and they drank and didn't get sick. 
They stayed at the spring for several days, building back their strength. But now their food was getting low, and with full waterbags they 
set out again. 

Two days later they reached the top of a rocky rise, and stopped at the edge of a cliff that plunged nearly a kilometer, almost straight 
down. To the west they saw the sea, and to the east another sea, the water winking blue in the sunlight of early morning. And at the 
bottom of the cliff, the land funneled into a narrow isthmus between the seas. The isthmus was green with grass, and Stipock wasn't the 
only one, he knew, who breathed a great sigh of relief. 

"Do you see the green down there, Cammar?" asked Dilna. The boy nodded gravely. "That's grass, and it means that we'll find water." 

"Can I have a drink?" Cammar asked. 

They found a way down the cliff before noon, and as they descended they realized that it wasn't nearly as sheer as it seemed. The slope 
was broken, but there were many possible paths. And that night, exhausted, they spread their blankets in the tall grass. When they woke 
in the morning, the grass was damp with dew, and their blankets were cold and wet. 

At first they laughed, and plucked up grass and threw it at each other, getting soaked in the process. And then Dilna began weeping, 
and the others also grieved for the two children who had been granted no tears at their burial. 

From then on the journey seemed easy enough, and they were hardened and ready to walk many kilometers every day. Even Cammar 
seemed to thrive on it, and often would run ahead of the others, calling back, "Too slow! Hurry up!" 

The farther north they went, the thicker the grass and the larger the bushes became. Soon they were passing many groves of trees, and 
tiny streams became brooks that they had to take their shoes off for. Eventually the shoes were put in the packs, and they hiked on bare 
feet, which were already toughened and hard as leather. 

Six weeks after they had left the village to the sand and drought, they saw the snow-capped mountains rise ahead of them. "The 
headwaters of half the rivers in the world rise in these mountains," Stipock said, and they marched on. A week later they could no longer 
see the peaks because of the high, steep foothills they were traveling through. They followed the banks of a large river northward, and as 
it narrowed into a canyon they often had to walk in the river itself. They climbed cliffs to pass waterfalls, and often had to backtrack 
when seemingly easy paths ended in precipices and narrow defiles. And always the rivers flowed south and east, back in the direction 
they had come, and always the path ahead was uphill. They passed the last trees, and food became scarce, and they rationed again; but 
hunger was better than thirst, and it was summer, so that although they were cold, they were in little danger of freezing to death. 

And then they noticed that the rivers seemed to flow in the other direction, northwest, and some of their routes were downhill. And one 
morning as they reached the top of a windswept, grassy hill, they saw what they had hoped to see: between two lower peaks in the 
distance, a green blanket of dense forest that went on and on, stretching forever into the distance. 

"It's the largest forest in the world," said Stipock, "according to Jason's map. But nothing ahead should be as hard as what's gone on 
before." They sat down to rest and look at the hopeful view, and Cammar caught the mood of relief and happiness, and he ran back and 
forth around the crown of the hill. 

"Jason never told us he had a map of the world," Wix said. "And yet you follow your memory of it as if you trusted it completely." 

"I should," Stipock said. "I invented the machine that took the geological survey. It's pretty accurate. The only inaccuracies are in detail -
- and in my memory." 

Hoom was pulling up grass and letting the breezes catch it. "You know, Stipock, you kept telling us, again and again, that Jason wasn't 
God. And yet every time it comes to one of the miracles that Jason performs, you say, 'Of course he can do that.' And I think I understand 
it now. To you, what Jason does is commonplace. To you, God would have to be far more extraordinary. But to us, Jason's abilities are 
far out of reach. And that's enough to make him not at all ordinary, not a common man at all. To us, God. And why not?" 

Stipock only leaned back. "I suppose that if a man sets out to manipulate the world in certain ways, and has the wit and the power to do 
it, then why not play God? I would have stopped Jason if I could. I couldn't. But does that --" 
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A piercing scream interrupted the conversation, and they all jumped to their feet. "Cammar!" Dilna shouted, and they quickly saw that he 
wasn't on the crown of the hill. They ran in different directions, and Stipock called, "Here! Come here!" He was at the northwest slope, 
the area they hadn't yet seen, and when they arrived in a group at the edge, they saw that the gentle hill they had climbed gave way to a 
jagged precipice on the other side. A torn patch in the grass at the edge showed where Cammar had fallen. 

Dilna was frantic. "Cammar!" she cried out again and again. And then his answer came from surprisingly close. "Mama, I'm hurt!" 

"Don't move, Cammar!" Hoom called, and Stipock shouted, "Where are you?" 

"Here!" Cammar answered. 

Hoom ran along the edge of the cliff a little way. "I can see him from here!" he called. "He's just over the crest of that little cliff, on a 
ledge!" Then Hoom waved and smiled, and the others knew then that Cammar must be all right -- just out of sight over the edge. Hoom 
ran back to the others. 

"Can we reach him?" Stipock asked. 

"He's not very far," Hoom answered. "You'll lower me over the edge -- I'm the lightest one who isn't pregnant," and he smiled at Dilna. 
She smiled back, reassured about Cammar's safety by Hoom's obvious confidence. "Just hold onto my legs." 

In a few moments Stipock was gripping Hoom's left leg, and Wix his right, as the young man inched his way out over the edge, his arms 
reaching downward, out of the others' sight. "Lower!" Hoom called, and Stipock and Wix slid carefully down a little farther. "Lower!" 
Hoom called again, and Stipock answered, "We can't --" 

But he was cut off by Hoom's urgent cry. "Don't jump for me, Cammar! Just stay there -- don't jump!" and then a high-pitched child's 
scream, and Hoom lunged downward, desperately, tearing his foot out of Stipock's grasp. Hoom slid out of control, and only stopped 
with Wix gripping his right foot, with Wix himself in clear danger of being pulled over the edge. Hoom's left foot was over the edge and 
out of sight. Stipock didn't try for it, just clung to Wix to keep the two younger men from flying off into the chasm. Wix was panting, his 
fingers slipping on Hoom's leg. "I can't hold him," Wix said. "I can't hold him alone!" 

"Let me help!" Dilna shouted, nearly hysterical with the terror of knowing that her son had fallen, that her husband was about to fall. She 
threw herself to the ground and slid forward, face down, toward the edge, out of control. "Dilna!" Stipock cried, and she was only 
stopped by grabbing at Wix, which jolted him enough that he lost his grip on Hoom's foot. Wix cried out in the agony of trying to force 
his fingers to grasp, but Hoom slid away, struck the ledge Cammar had been standing on, bounced limply out into midair, and for a 
moment it seemed that he'd fly into the abyss -- and then he was out of sight. 

Dilna was hysterical, screaming Hoom's name and beating at Wix. Both of them were in a precarious position, and Stipock was afraid 
that anything he did might break the equilibrium. But he decided, and acted quickly, pulling Dilna by force backward toward safer, more 
level ground. When she was well clear of the edge, still weeping uncontrollably, Stipock went carefully back and pulled Wix clear. It 
only took a meter's pulling to get the young man in a position where he could get himself back up to safe ground. 

"I tried to hold him," Wix kept saying. "I really tried." And Stipock said yes, I know, yes, of course you did. 

Then they heard Hoom's voice from below -- not loud, but loud enough to be heard. Immediately they fell silent, and listened. 

"Don't come down!" Hoom shouted. His voice echoed from the walls of the canyon. 

"Where are you!" Stipock shouted. 

"There's no way down here! Don't try!" 

"Are you all right?" 

"I think my back is broken! I can't move my legs at all!" 

"How far down are you?" 

"Don't come!" Hoom shouted, sounding more frantic. "It's too sheer! And the rocks are giving way under me -- I won't be here long!" To 
Stipock's horror the boy began to laugh. "There's nothing under me from here! Five hundred meters, right down to the river!" 

Dilna called out to him. "Hoom! Hang on! Please!" 
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"I already thought of that!" Hoom called back, and then they heard a distant scraping noise, and a cry from far below. Dilna gasped, but 
Hoom immediately called again, "I'm all right! I have hold of a rock! It seems stable!" 

Stipock wracked his brain for an idea, a way of getting down to Hoom. But there was no rope any nearer than Heaven City, and to try to 
scale the cliff and bring up a man with a broken back without rope was inviting more deaths. 

"I'm going down," Wix said softly. 

"No you're not," Stipock answered. 

"I'm going down, Stipock," Wix said. "I've got to help him!" 

"Stay there, dammit!" Hoom shouted. "I don't want you to die with me!" 

Wix was frantic. "I can't let him die!" 

"Don't kill yourself for guilt," Stipock said coldly, and Wix turned to Dilna for support. "I tried to hold onto him," Wix insisted. 

"I know it," she answered. "We all did." 

And then they fell silent. They stood several meters from the edge. Waiting. For what? Stipock realized that the situation was 
impossible. They were waiting for Hoom to fall asleep, or lose his grip, or die of his injuries. At best they were waiting for him to die 
of thirst. If they had to stay there waiting, they'd all go crazy. 

Hoom realized all that, too, and said so. "I'm going to let go!" he called out. 

"No!" Dilna wailed, and the canyon shouted it back at her. "No! No!" 

"I can't hold on forever! What should I wait for? Jason's flying ship?" 

"Is Cammar anywhere near you?" Wix called, trying to keep Hoom from talking himself into dying. 

"He's dead!" came the answer. 

"Can you see him?" Wix called. There was a long wait before Hoom answered. "There's a lot of blood on this rock," Hoom said. "It isn't 
mine. There's nothing between here and the river." Hoom's voice quavered as he spoke. 

Dilna began to vomit, retching loudly. The sound was terrible, and Stipock wanted to scream in his helplessness. Wix was crying, more 
in frustration than grief. 

"Stipock!" Hoom called. 

"Yes!" 

"Tell them for me!" 

"I will!" Stipock called back. 

"Tell us what?" Wix asked, looking up in dread. "What?" 

"That he knew. And that he forgives you both." 

Wix and Dilna were silent now. Hoom called from below, "But you, Stipock! I'll never forgive you!" 

Stipock felt a terrible pain, a wrenching in his bowels, and he breathed heavily. The boy couldn't mean it. 

"I'll never forgive you for not teaching me more before I died!" 
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And, relieved, Stipock slowly sat down. But the feeling of guilt was still there. Because it was Stipock who had brought Hoom to this. 

Hoom didn't say anything. There was a sliding of rock. No scream, no cry. No sound of the body landing below. And in the deep silence 
after the sound of Hoom letting go, the gurgle of the river far below seemed remarkably loud. 

Wix and Dilna just sat there, saying nothing, not touching. After a while Stipock went farther up the hill and looked for bushes he could 
use to make a fire. When he got it going, he came back to the two young people and led them up the hill to the fire. They came passively 
enough, but they didn't look him in the eye. Stipock could guess what they were thinking. Years of betrayal, and the fact that they hadn't 
stopped, had never stopped. Knowing that he knew that they had betrayed him. No wonder, Stipock thought, that they sit on opposite 
sides of the fire. Guilt couldn't keep them apart when Hoom was alive; but now that he's dead, it will, for a time at least, separate them 
more thoroughly than marriage had ever done. 

Dilna and Wix both cried out in the night, at different times. Stipock also slept badly. The next day they backtracked, and found another 
way down the northwest slope of the mountains. They never found the river that had taken Dilna's husband and son, and were just as glad 
of that. 

The forest swallowed them, and the going was slow, and at last Dilna was too pregnant to travel. They built a house, then, and hunted in 
the forest, trapping small animals and birds and laying in food for the winter, Wix and Stipock both leaving the house for days at a time, 
to make sure the winter would not catch them unprepared. 

The snows in the forest here fell deep, deeper than they ever had in Heaven City. The trees were taller, too, and denser, and the darkness 
at noon in the middle of winter, even though the leaves had fallen from the trees, was dismal and depressing. But that winter Dilna's child 
was born. A son. 

"You'll name it Hoom?" Stipock asked. 

She shook her head. "Hoom told me he wanted a son named Aven." And there was little talk that day, though the snow confined them all 
indoors; they were thinking of death as the infant sucked pap from Dilna's breasts. 

As night came, and they laid the logs for the night's fire, Dilna spoke from the bed where she lay, recovering from the birth. "I've been 
pregnant," she said, "six times. Six times, and Aven is all that I have now." As if in answer, the baby stirred and cried weakly. No one 
could think of anything to say to her. 

And in the spring they set out again, following streams and rivers northward, trying to find a pass through the northern mountains that 
Stipock warned them of. And they found it soon -- there was still snow on the ground as they hiked through the vast gap in the 
mountains, the peaks rising to the right and the left as they walked northward on the gentle hills. 

It was nearing summer when they came to the Heaven River, the kilometers-wide torrent rushing westward to Heaven City. They 
stopped to build a small, crude boat, and two days after they launched it, they saw the shining metal of the Star Tower rise above the 
trees. Soon they saw boats ahead, plying back and forth across the river. 

"Left bank? Or right?" asked Stipock, who was at the tiller. 

"Left," Wix answered quickly. 

"Left," Dilna agreed. They wouldn't try to hide among the people of Stipock's Bay, who would probably accept them more readily. 
They'd go to the Main Town. They'd find the Warden and take whatever answer he gave them. 

They were greeted with amazement and open pleasure by the people in Linkeree's Bay, and a crowd followed them up Noyock's Road, 
over the hill where the ashes of Noyock's house had been cleared and a four-story house erected on the site, and down the other side to 
Main Town. 

The new Warden was Jobbin, a great-grandson of Hux, a man younger than Wix. He embraced them, and showed them a paper left by 
Jason when he had come to take Noyock into the Star Tower. 

"Stipock," said the letter, "are you ready now?" 

Yes, thought Stipock. 

"You and all who returned with you -- welcome home. Be happy here in Heaven City. And at least make an effort to avoid causing 
trouble." And Jason had signed his name at the bottom. 
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Having read the letter, Wix and Dilna and Stipock smiled at each other, and then settled down to tell their story. Stipock gave the records 
of his colony to Jobbin, who read them carefully. Several people also took turns writing the account of their journey as they told it. The 
travelers, in turn, read the History of the last few years. It was an unbroken story of peace, plenty, growth, happiness. When it was done, 
Dilna looked at Wix and then at Stipock, and said, "It's good to be home again, isn't it?" 

And then the three of them went to live in different parts of Heaven City, and had as little to do with each other as possible. Someone 
once asked Stipock why -- after all they had been through together, shouldn't they be close friends? 

"We all died in a chasm in the mountains," Stipock answered. "And these new people you see are strangers, with unpleasant memories of 
someone who looked very much like us. When those memories are gone, perhaps we'll be friends." That was the most he ever said on the 
subject. Wix and Dilna never said a thing. 

But it was Wix who led the expedition that mapped the Heaven River clear to its delta. And it was Stipock who first minted money, and 
who taught them to make charcoal, and who built the first windmill, and who taught them to make glass. 

And Dilna's son Aven became Warden -- many said the best Warden of all -- and when Jason brought Arran from the Star Tower and 
married her, it was Aven who performed the ceremony. 

Jason eventually took both Wix and Stipock and their wives into the Star Tower. But when he asked Dilna to come and sleep so she 
could live forever, she refused. "I don't see anything wrong with dying," she said, "and I'd rather do it among friends than strangers, years 
from now, who never knew me." At her instructions, after she died her body was burned, and the ashes were scattered across Heaven 
River. 

People kept having babies, and the babies kept growing up, and three hundred years after the starship first landed beside the Star River, 
half a million people were spread along the Heaven River, and it was time for the next step in Jason's plan. 

Chapter Fifteen 
Perhaps the greatest benefit of the discovery of the so-called Aven Map is that it has caused archaeologists to rethink many of their 
most basic assumptions. For years it was a canon of the professional archaeologist that all the legends of the Dispersal were merely 
after-the-fact rationalizations of the dominance of the Heaven King over the counts of the low and high plains, and eventually over the 
more distant dukes as well. It was too tempting for researchers to assume that the legendary Wardens, like Linkeree, Hux, Ciel, Noyock, 
Kapock, and so on, were invented to "prove" that all the great cities and nations of the world had their start in Heaven City. 

Even now, the legends that ascribe to the Star Tower the power to keep its residents from aging while within its walls must be rejected by 
serious scientists. But the fact that a map, carved in stone, that could date from no later than 1800 B.A. [Before the Accession], clearly 
shows that residents of Heaven City at that incredibly early date already had a full knowledge not only of the exact outlines of the major 
land masses of the world, but also of the names of the principal cities long before they ever reached any appreciable size, gives definite 
support to the idea of some kind of Dispersal. And if the Wardens actually do have some basis in historical fact, one begins to speculate 
that even Jason Himself may have had a historical analog. 

Enough of idle speculation, however. The Aven Map has forced archaeologists to look to Heaven City for the source of world culture --
 and now that archaeologists have done so, many of the puzzles of history are simplified: 

1. The wide dispersal of the basic Jason legends through every nation of the world. 

2. The recurrence of the so-called "Songs of Dilna" in various forms in both Stipock and Wien. 

3. The universal worldwide dating system, that has for too long been taken for granted. After all, why should the Stipock Calendar, when 
meshed with the Heaven King's Calendar, show exactly the same date for the Dispersal and the Creation, though Stipock was isolated 
from the Heaven Plain for more than a thousand years? 

Before examining the actual inscriptions on the Aven Map, let us first review the legendary -- but now proved to be at least somewhat 
reliable -- accounts of the Dispersal. 

The Council of Lords. Not to be confused with the present-day Council of Nobles, the Council of Lords was a great meeting at which, 
according to most versions, Jason brought all the Wardens and their husbands and wives out of the Star Tower and divided the people of 
Heaven City among them. According to many versions, there were no other people in the world at that time. 

The First Leaving. After a year's preparation, the Lords of the South departed overland -- Kapock, Alss (Usset), Del, Poritil, Hux, Fane, 
and Torne. The next year, the Lords of the North departed -- Wien, Merrion, Stoon, and practically every County of the High Heaven 
Plain. And the next year, the great fleets of the Lords of the Sea set sail, Noyock and Aven to the west, and Stipock, Jobbin, Linkeree, and 
Capitol to the south. This order of departure is reinforced by the fact that in many cases, there is no tradition in the nations that left first 
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about the departure of the nations that left later: Kapock, for instance, has no legend to account for the founding of Wien, though Wien 
accounts very well for the founding of Kapock. 

Jason's Ascent to Heaven. This is easily the most confusing account. It seems that Jason (whom we must now suspect of having really 
lived) not only took his wife Arran into the sky, but also took the Star Tower with him! This is the explanation for the fact that this 
immense object, supposedly kilometers in height and length, cannot be found anywhere on this planet. Yet this so-called ascent may 
indeed be based on some kind of fact -- Jason may indeed have taken his departure, but not into the Heavens; rather, he probably 
wandered into the Heaven Mountains, either living out the rest of his life in Hively or beyond, in the Forest of Waters. Perhaps this is 
why the freeholders in the Forest of Waters have the seemingly arrogant habit of calling their native land "Jason's Country" and even 
"The Land That Jason Chose." 

Jason's Son. And here we have the wish-fulfillment of every people that remember a Golden Age. Just as the people of Wien look for the 
return of Hardon Hapwee, the great minstrel who led their armies to victory on the plains of Eastway, so the legend persists, primarily 
among the common folk, in many different parts of the world, that Jason's Son will someday come, blue of eye as Jason was, and bearing 
Jason's "hidden name" (this primarily from Stipock), and possessing many magical gifts chiefest among them being the power to see into 
people's hearts and read their most secret thoughts. Quite an expectation, that! But here again, archaeologists can no longer dismiss the 
legend. It must have some meaning hidden back in the events of the time, and it is even possible that the real Jason, if there was such a 
man, made that very promise to the people of his day. 

The Dispersal, however, probably did not involve nearly half a million people, as the no-doubt-inflated legends claim. Rather these great 
national heroes probably left with rather small groups, taking their high-level civilization to more benighted peoples in different areas of 
the world. This would indeed, at least in one sense of the word, be bringing man -- civilized man -- to places where he had never lived 
before. And careful study of the Aven Map will undoubtedly bring us a great understanding of the religion, the government, and the 
culture of people much farther into our past than archaeologists had ever dared to dream of going. . . . 

The Aven Map: 

The First Translation, 1204, 

University of Darkwater, 

pp. 22-25 

Chapter Sixteen 
Little Reuben followed the bird into the forest. He did not look where he was going. He did not notice when he stepped through the 
cleared area that stretched all the way around the farm. But if he had, chances are he wouldn't have stopped. Because he was only four 
years old, and his education was not complete. 

The bird, of course, being small, flew easily through the invisible barrier and on into the dense undergrowth of the Forest of Waters. But 
Reuben could still see the splash of red, now hopping back and forth on a branch. He did not know that it was hopping because even 
though the barrier was passable, it still caused such a disturbance in the tiny brain that it was all the bird could do just to stay on the 
branch. 

Reuben ran though the invisible barrier, too -- but it cost him far more than it cost the bird. Between the moment when his head first 
entered the field and the moment he hit the ground Reuben felt more pain than he had ever felt in his short life. It seemed like every 
nerve in his whole body was on fire, like huge thunders were erupting in his head, like lightning was dancing in his eyes. So great was 
the pain that he didn't notice that his shoulder struck a rock and bled profusely. 

He didn't even notice the hideous scream he uttered. 

And because his leg remained in the middle of the barrier after he fell, the pain went on and on and on. 

He fainted, but not soon enough. When he woke in the dark house, with father and grandma bending over him, massaging his arms, he 
could still hear the terrible thunder in his ears, and white spots danced at the edges of the world, retreating just out of sight when he tried 
to look at them. And his leg was completely numb. 

He heard nothing but the thunder, though grandma's lips moved, and she seemed to be angry. He wondered why his leg felt like it wasn't 
there. Grandma and father were arguing, it seemed, and he wondered why they were talking so soft that he couldn't hear them. 

Grandma clapped her hands hard beside his ear. He thought she was trying to hit him, and he dodged. Father looked triumphant, but 
grandma shook her head. She reached down and rolled Reuben over on his stomach, so he was looking at the wall. Reuben didn't see 
anything, then, though he did feel a wind rushing past his ear -- at least, his hair was stirred by something. 
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Then, as if from far away, he heard through the thunder a soft voice, calling his name. He rolled over quickly, to see who might be 
calling. But it was grandma, and she was only a few inches away. She seemed to be shouting. He answered, "I can't hear you, grandma, 
you sound so far away." 

But she seemed pleased with that response, and father also looked relieved. Reuben didn't understand. 

But he soon understood his useless legs. 

Over the months his hearing gradually came back, but the feeling in his leg did not. He could swing the leg from the hip, but he had no 
control over what happened to the knee or foot. And so he was always falling down, always dropping things, and father and mother were 
impatient with him. But after a while he learned to walk by throwing his leg forward and bringing the heel down hard on the ground, 
which made his knee lock. Then he treated his leg just as if it were a crutch, as straight and hard as wood. He swung over it, then threw 
the leg forward again. 

He could not see himself, but his older brothers and his older sister teased him unmercifully because of the way he walked. "You walk 
like a mantis," they said. "You walk like a crippled rabbit." 

But one day grandpa came back. Reuben was old enough by now to notice that grandpa looked younger than father, and much, much 
younger than grandma. It was a mystery, but the kind of mystery that he knew not to ask questions about. Another mystery was why no 
one would answer him when he asked if there were other people outside the farm, and where they came from, and who was grandpa's 
father. 

When grandpa came back he took Reuben into the shed behind the house and touched him with little cold boxes and spheres that 
frightened him and made him cry. But when grandpa left, grandma began massaging Reuben's leg for an hour every day. 

Father complained about that, because it took so much time away from important work. But grandma answered, "That's what Jason said, 
my boy, and so that's what we'll bloody well do. The boy's leg is more important than the weeds." 

Father looked angry, but went out of the room. Grandma kept on massaging. 

It did no good. 

When Reuben turned five, grandma began to take him out to the barrier now and then. He would go with her easily enough until he 
realized that they were near that partially cleared strip of ground. Then he began to cling to her skirt and try to hold back, try to pull her 
away. 

"No, grandma, please!" But she took him right to the barrier, and then, every time, she said the same words. 

"This is the wall of Worthing Farm. On this side of the wall is life and food and clear water and everything good. On that side of the wall 
is death and pain and terrible loneliness. What happens if you cross that barrier?" She said all this in such a dark and terrible voice that 
Reuben only cried and answered, "I don't know!" 

So she told him. And when she finished, he was sobbing so hard he could barely breathe, and then grandma would take him away from 
the barrier. At night for weeks after one of those visits to the wall, he would have nightmares, and wake screaming. "Jason!" he could 
call. "Help me!" But grandpa didn't come -- only grandma, or mother, or father. 

When Reuben turned six, he stepped on a sharp rock and cut his bad foot. But he rejoiced -- for he had felt the pain, like a little spark 
from miles away, but he had felt it. 

When he told grandma, she didn't believe him, told him that he must get used to not having the use of his leg. But then father came and 
looked at Reuben with his vivid blue eyes (just like grandpa's) and said, "He's telling the truth, mother." And then grandma cried for joy 
and hugged him in her long, strong arms. 

And because he was getting better, father began to give him more work to do. Reuben learned ropemaking and bucketmaking and was 
taught all the seeds and which to plant at what day of the year and month. He learned the calendar and the names of all the weeds, but 
grandma never taught him how she did her trick of scratching a quill on thin strips of paper, and then say the same words from it every 
time. She taught no one how to do it, not even father. 

When Reuben turned eight, father said he was old enough to come on the Walk. 

Reuben didn't want to go, but when father decided, the children did it. 
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The Walk came every seventh day. Winter or summer, blizzard or wind or the hottest day of the year, they would leave at noon and walk 
to the northeast corner of Worthing Farm. There at the corner father would repeat the very words grandma had used. Except that when he 
said them, he not only made the children afraid, but he also seemed to be afraid himself. When the words were said, they walked in 
single file all the way around the barrier. Reuben could hardly stand to be so close to the edge. In the dark forest beyond he could 
imagine them, waiting. He knew them well: he had seen them in a hundred terrible dreams. Now, walking along the barrier, he felt the 
same sweating, freezing sensation that woke him up screaming in the night. He kept turning around to look, but they retreated out of 
sight before he could get a clear glimpse. He stayed as close to father as possible. Why doesn't he hurry? Reuben wondered. Doesn't he 
know they're watching us? 

Then, after they had walked the whole border of the farm, three kilometers on a side, they came, wearily, to the Worthingstone. It was 
a smooth silver-colored tube, harder than any other rock, and it always gleamed in the sunlight. Etched into the stone by a power 
greater than any of them, because they knew they could never cut its surface, were strange marks. The same kind of marks grandma 
made on the paper. 

JASON WORTHING 
From the stars 
Blue-eyed one 
From this land 
Jason's son 

And at the Worthingstone father would say, his voice trembling with emotion, "This stone was marked by your grandpa. He set it here to 
protect us. As long as this stone is here, the enemies from outside Worthing Farm cannot harm us. But if any harm comes to the stone, or 
if any of the people of Worthing Farm leave, then our protection will end, and terrible death will come upon us all." 

Then the Walk was over, and they gratefully left the barrier, walking slowly at first, then running, then bounding across the farm until 
they were at the dark house. 

The light house, of course, they could not enter -- it was grandma's, and it had the trick of flying off. Everyone had to hide in the dark 
house, and then there would be a terrible roaring, and then grandma and the light house were gone. Matthew told Reuben once, in 
whispers, behind the shed, "Father said once that she goes to grandpa." 

Whenever grandma came back, she was quiet for days; but she seemed serene and happy all that time, going about her work with a 
smile. Father would ask her, "What's so grand that you're grinning all the time?" 

But grandma only answered, "Why don't you look behind my eyes, and see?" 

Whenever she said that, father turned away looking angry and ashamed. Matthew told Reuben it was because grandpa had once done 
terrible things to father for looking into grandma's thoughts. No one was allowed to look into grandma's thoughts. 

"Will I be able to know what people think?" Reuben asked Matthew one day. 

Matthew laughed. "You're too little!" 

But it was about the time that Reuben turned twelve that three things happened to him. His leg was almost completely better. His chest 
and groin began growing hair. And he began to have flashes of what people thought. 

It was then that the stranger came to Worthing Farm. 

He was short, and dressed in clothing that seemed like another skin, only dark brown. Reuben, Matthew, father and Jacob were hoeing 
the potatoes when he stepped from the forest. How he had got through the barrier no one knew. But he was strange, he was from outside, 
and he must be terribly powerful. 

Reuben could not control his gift yet -- but he did manage to catch glimpses. They were frightening. He saw images of great halls and 
huge towers, the world like a little ball in the distance, men and women in strange clothing doing strange things. He heard words and 
sentences that had no meaning, but that sounded vaguely wondrous, and also menacing. And he understood something else: this stranger 
was a man of power, a man of might, a man who was used to ruling other men. 

He was everything that Reuben had learned to hate and fear from outside. And almost at the same time that Reuben realized that, father 
and Matthew and Jacob silently picked up their bronze-headed hoes and raised them high and advanced on the stranger. 

Later, Reuben could not remember if the man had spoken or not. He only knew that the man looked coldly at them, and turned and 
walked back toward the barrier. Don't let him get away! Reuben silently shouted, and the others thought the same thing, because they ran 
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to catch the man, kill him before he could get away and come back with more men with such frightening minds and such calm, confident 
power. But the man reached the edge, fiddled with something in his hands, and stepped easily through the barrier. 

At the cleared space the men stopped, wordlessly watching as the stranger calmly walked back into the forest. When he was out of sight, 
they came away from the barrier, shaking with fear as they always did when the barrier was too close, too long. 

They said little about the incident. Reuben assumed they didn't want to tell the women and worry them. But grandma looked at them all 
carefully at dinner, and asked, "What is it you're not telling me?" 

And father smiled and answered, "Why don't you look behind my eyes and see?" 

Grandma reached over and slapped his face, lightly. "I said tell me." 

And so they told her about the stranger. When they were done, she leaped to her feet. "And you waited to mention this until now! I've 
raised fools for sons, but I had no idea how foolish!" And she ran out of the house. Soon came the roaring of the light house, and she was 
gone. 

They assumed she'd be back soon, but she never came. 

Reuben grew up and married his Uncle Henry's youngest daughter, Mary, and all their sons had bright blue eyes, and all of them, at 
puberty, could look behind each other's eyes and see each other's heart. Nothing else of importance happened to Reuben; he lived out his 
life within the confines of the farm, and grew old, and saw his great-grandchildren born. 

One day, however, when he was very, very old, he went to the barrier alone, and stood there for a very long time. He wasn't sure why he 
had come. But finally, in order to ease the longing, he reached out his hand into the space where the barrier had always been. 

And felt nothing. 

He took a step forward, and still felt nothing. And another step, and another, and he was completely through the barrier to the other side, 
and had felt no pain, nothing at all. 

He touched a tree on the other side. It felt like any other tree. The sky looked normal enough. And the leaves crunched underfoot just the 
same. 

And then he walked back through the barrier, and fled back to his tiny room at the back of the old house, and stayed there, trembling, for 
an hour. He told no one of what he had found. But from that day on, he made his son Simon lead the Walk, and Reuben stayed away 
from the barrier for the rest of his life. 

He was buried with his head pointing toward the Worthingstone. 

Chapter Seventeen 
Jason Worthing awoke from somec for the hundredth time within the pilot's cabin of the starship. But now he no longer exercised -- it 
was all he could do to get out and walk around, force the blood to flow. He had long since ceased wondering how old he really was -- 
he looked not older than forty, and felt ninety-nine. For three centuries the responsibility for a world had been on his shoulders; for forty 
years since then, he had been wakened every year or so to talk to Arran when she flew the scoutship from the farm to the starship. He 
assumed, when he got up, that it was she whose coming had roused him. 

But the voice that spoke to him as he stood, flexing his arms beside the coffin, was a man's voice, and Jason looked up in shock. 

The man was fairly old, but dressed in Empire fashions, though the color combinations were strange to Jason. And the old man laughed 
as he saw Jason's puzzlement. Jason looked into the stranger's mind, and then laughed. 

"Abner Doon!" he said, shaking his head in disbelief. "I'd long since given up any hope! Abner Doon!" 

And the old man embraced him. "Sweaty, aren't you," Doon commented. 

"And still making a virtue out of discourtesy, I see," Jason said. 

And they sat and looked at each other for a while. Finally Jason laughed again. "You know, I kept expecting any time, after the first 
hundred years here, that you'd turn up someday. I think I was still hanging on to some hope of that. What kept you?" 
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"Oh, things, you know. The revolution took a bit longer than I had expected to foment, that kind of thing. People are so damned 
unpredictable." 

"I know," Jason said. They sat in silence for a moment. 

"Oh, by the way, "Doon said. "I took some liberties. I read all the Histories you've got stashed in here -- fascinating reading. And the 
wreckage in the back of the ship here is self-explanatory. So instead of waking you and wasting your time on a guided tour, I made a few 
visits around your little planet." 

"And is everything up to snuff?" 

"Going nicely. You'll be interested to know that Wien's group -- Wien's dead, by the way -- made it to the lake without muck trouble, and 
there's a magnificent little bronze-age town growing up along the shores, with farms spreading all over. And Noyock's quite ambitious -- 
he's already sent colonists to five of the major islands. You've accomplished a great deal. A planet with no metals, and you've created a 
stable, religious society, progressive, well-governed, peaceful, knowledgeable -- my congratulations." 

Jason nodded, smiling. 

Doon moved in for the kill: "So what the hell are you doing with that miserable little farm in the middle of the Forest of Waters?" 

"Oh," Jason said. "You went there." 

"Yes, I went there, and they damn near killed me before I got away. That's when I decided to come back here and wake you up. That 
farm is the opposite of everything else you've done -- everywhere else, poets, music, a chance for a totally nontechnological culture or 
real beauty and refinement. And on that farm, everyone suspicious, murderous, ignorant, and hemmed in by the strongest damn 
mindshield I've ever had the misfortune to bypass." 

"Well," Jason said, "that's my showcase." 

Doon snorted. "Papa's pride and joy." 

"Exactly." 

Doon looked up, startled. "You don't mean it!" 

"Didn't you see their eyes?" 

"I didn't come close enough. You mean that's your family?" 

"That's where my genes are being stored. Inbred. There's a very small chance that a few idiots will start turning up after a while. But in 
the meantime, they're going to be getting my genes from every parent for a few generations." 

Doon looked disturbed. Angry. He got up and walked to the control board. "Dammit, Jason! That's terrible. I mean, it's fine to want to 
improve the strain -- but inbreeding like that can cause real harm. You just don't have the right to play with people's lives like that!" 

Doon might have said more, but Jason started laughing uproariously, and it didn't take Doon long to join in. 

"Oh, well," Doon finally said. "From one man who's spent his life playing God to another, I must say you've done a thorough job." 

And Jason reached over and shook his hand. 

The door from the storage area opened, and Arran came in. She rushed to the coffin, saw it was empty, and whirled to see Doon and 
Jason shaking hands, looking at her in surprise. "Arran," Jason said. 

"That must be the stranger," Arran said. 

"Arran?" asked Doon. "Not Arran Handully --" 

"Correct," Jason said. "Not Arran Handully. Just Arran. My wife." 
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Arran stepped forward, eyeing Doon suspiciously. "He came to the farm, Jason, just as you said. Thomas and the boys drove him off, 
though -- I came as soon as they told me." 

"It's all right, Arran," Jason said. "He's a friend of mine." 

Doon got up and offered her his hand. She took it carefully, and Doon smiled. "Still beautiful," he said, "as beautiful as ever, though the 
years have deepened you, it seems." 

"Have we met each other?" Arran asked, surprised. 

"A long time ago," Doon said. 

"Never mind, Arran." Jason took her arm, and she clung to him -- clung as she had when they both looked young, and she was a bride, 
living for three glorious years in Heaven City as the wife of God, before the Dispersal, before she went to the farm in the Forest of 
Waters and raised a family in the strange fashion Jason had commanded. 

"Is he --" she asked, then stopped. 

Jason looked at her carefully, then smiled. "Yes, Arran. He's my father." 

* 
They spent three days together in the ship, telling Doon anecdotes that hadn't found their way into the History, he speaking of events 
in strange, far-off places that left Arran dazzled and filled her dreams. Doon and Jason pored over charts, talked about the past, the 
future. And then Doon said, "Well, Jason. I see you've thought of everything, and you don't need the advice of an old man anymore. Too 
bad I won't be around to see what happens when some superhuman descendent of yours comes out of the wood and demands his rights as 
Jason's Son!" 

"Where are you going next?" Jason asked. Doon only smiled. "I think," he said, "that I'll go back home now." 

"Aren't you going to visit any other colonies?" 

"Oh, no. No, Jason. Actually, I probably shouldn't have visited here, either. But you see, I had to kill a couple of thousand years before I 
dared go home to Garden and find some subtle way of living out my last few years in peace and quiet. After all, even Hitler was 
forgotten after two thousand years, and I wasn't quite as bad as he." They both laughed, and then Jason put his arms around the old man 
and embraced him, and Doon hugged him back. "You're the prize in my collection, Jason. The best I ever found. That's the best part of 
being God, you know -- when you create someone who surpasses you." 

Doon went out to his own suborbital cruiser and, without looking back, closed the door and lifted off to rejoin his starship in orbit. Jason 
watched until the craft was out of sight. 

Arran asked him when he turned around, "Well, Jason, do I go back to the farm now?" 

He looked behind her eyes. 

"You don't want to go back, do you?" 

She shook her head, and her aging eyes filled with tears. "Let me stay here with you, now, Jason! They're all trained. They'll stay inside 
the farm for a thousand years!" 

"More likely two hundred, with luck," Jason said. "That's all I could hope for. The barrier itself won't last more than another fifty or sixty 
years. Your work's done there, Arran. Far better than I could do it." 

"Why," she asked, "didn't you want to stay with me there?" 

"Oh, no, Arran, I did want to stay with you. But I can't always do what I want, you know. You see, there are things in my mind that the 
boys might have understood, if they'd had enough time. Things that would have destroyed everything." 

"You mean they can see into you, too?" 

"You can stay with me now, Arran, I want you to." 



219 
 

And she threw her arms around him and wept. "I'm old and ugly!" she cried. "And you're still young. You'll always be young! I've lost 
my life with you!" And he let her weep, saying softly, "We all lose parts of our life, Arran. It can't be helped." But for a fleeting moment 
he felt a bitter regret for all the life that he, too, had lost; he grieved for friends who had grown old and died while he slept in the coffin; 
friends whose minds had been stripped by somec, whose life and love had been lost; for the children that he hadn't really been able to 
enjoy, for the life he had never been able to taste. "Being God," he said, "is the worst damn job in the universe." 

Then he led Arran to a coffin in the now-empty B tube, and put her to sleep. He sealed the tube carefully, inspecting everything to make 
sure that the components had lasted the time well. Then he went through the rest of the ship, preparing it as if for deep space. The gap in 
the side he could do nothing about, but the interior locks in the ship were as able to withstand pressure as the exterior surface. 

When he was satisfied with the condition of the starship, he sat in the control room and gently lifted the monstrous structure into the sky. 
He hovered it, so that the rotation of the planet moved the surface under him. Soon the land retreated to the east, and he was over the sea. 
He flew south, then, to a place far from any land, and gently settled the starship toward the surface of the ocean. The ship barely noticed 
contact with the water; it sank easily beneath the waves. And the structure was hardly enough to bear the pressure at the bottom; Jason 
knew that the ship had been built for far worse conditions than these; that perhaps thousands of years from now the metal would still be 
uncorroded, the ship's computers still capable of being revived, the ship's engines still able to bring her to the surface. 

He wrote a message and laid it on the control board, spoke the same message into the ship's log, gave it to the computer so that any 
contact with the computer would print it out on the screen. Then he went to the coffin, lay down, put the sleep helmet on his head, and 
waited for his brain to be recorded. The job was done. 

And then for no reason he could think of, Jason began to weep, softly, in his coffin. He was still weeping as the needle stabbed him and 
the somec scoured through his veins, and the agony of another thousand years of sleep began. 

* 

The ship lay waiting on the bottom. Sea creatures crawled along its surface, or made their homes in A tube, which lay open to the water. 
Every fifty years or so the ship would come to life, lights going on and off from one end of the ship to the other. The engines would fire, 
killing millions of infinitesimal plants and animals. Then the ship would go back to sleep again. 

Each time it happened, a message flashed on the computer screen for a full minute: 

"I am Jason Worthing. Think carefully before you waken me. If my work has failed, I don't want to know it. And if it has succeeded, but 
wasn't good for the people after all, I would rather sleep on. My dream of the future is too good for me to be eager to wreck it with 
reality." 

The bottomfish, with their self-made light to protect them from the darkness of the deep, scuttled in and out of the torn place in the 
starship's hull. To them it was just another rock that could shelter them, for a short time, from the death always waiting just around the 
corner in the night. 
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Fat Farm   
 
Art by Jin Han   |   Script by Aaron Johnston adapted from the short story by Orson Scott Card
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  I Screen the Body Eclectic 
  by Chris Bellamy 
This column, which appears each issue, is meant to analyze a particular body of work within the sci-fi and fantasy genres - i.e. directors, writers, designers, etc. 

October 2005 

Through The Looking Glass 
The Cinema of Terry Gilliam 

Those who like their sci-fi/fantasy with a touch of the absurd, a full helping of the bizarre and a heavy dose of social satire often look no 
further than cult filmmaker Terry Gilliam. 

It's not hard to see why. From his first post-Monty Python feature film, "Jabberwocky," to his masterpiece, "Brazil," and up to his recent 
"The Brothers Grimm," Gilliam has maintained one of the most consistently unique aesthetics in the film world. With the likes of 
Kubrick, Fellini and Orwell as his guides, Gilliam has created a cinematic worldview that is all his own, unparalleled in all of 
Hollywood. 

Of course, then again, "Hollywood" would be the wrong word to use. Gilliam 
has always been a Hollywood outsider, and that has proven to be both his 
blessing and his curse -- he's been the victim of the studio system more times 
than he can count. Universal Pictures tried to butcher "Brazil" in 1985 (you can 
see their absolutely awful 90-minute "Love Conquers All" version on the 
Criterion DVD); Columbia refused to give "The Adventures of Baron 
Munchausen" a wide release; more recently, MGM pulled its funding of "The 
Brothers Grimm" halfway through shooting, prompting delays so lengthy, 
Gilliam actually had time to go out and shoot another movie. Even after the 
Weinsteins came aboard and production resumed, they fired his 
cinematographer and reportedly forced him to use (really bad) CGI effects, 
rather than the more authentic models and miniatures that Gilliam preferred. 

But perhaps it's all been for the best; after all, he has spawned some of the 
most memorable cinematic fantasies of recent memory. 

THE QUINTESSENTIAL ANTI-HERO 

True to their creator, Gilliam's protagonists are almost invariably outsiders and outcasts, overlooked and misunderstood. More 
specifically, they often represent the only remaining sanity in a world gone mad. Take, for example, Sam Lowry (Jonathan Pryce), the 
lonely, daydreaming nebbish from "Brazil," living in a comically Orwellian society in which no action can be taken without first filling 
out the proper paperwork. The film's similarity and references to "1984" were so thick, in fact, that Gilliam's original title was "1984½," 
in co-reference to Orwell and Fellini, whose stylistic influences can be seen throughout Gilliam's work. 

We see the same type of lead character in he post-apocalyptic time-travel farce, "12 Monkeys," as our hero, James Cole (Bruce Willis) is 
sent back and forth between a future decimated by a deadly virus, and a decaying, postmodern "past" that has no reason to believe his 
warnings. (Of course, in typical Gilliam fashion, he pokes fun at authority, as the "scientists" in charge of the time portal constantly send 
Cole back to the wrong time and the wrong place.) 

I specifically mention "Brazil" and "12 Monkeys" because it seems that his thematic and stylistic proclivities came to the fullest fruition 
in these two films. 

In both movies -- which are arguably the two best of his career -- Gilliam focuses on dehumanization, a favorite topic of Stanley 
Kubrick. Visual and thematic references to films such as "Dr. Strangelove" can be seen throughout "Brazil" and "12 Monkeys." Notice 
the way both Sam Lowry and James Cole are held tied and bound, often in straightjackets, a la "A Clockwork Orange," as their captors 
examine them. Gilliam has always been a fan of oblique angles and distorted lenses, and he puts them to great use as both Dr. Lint in "12 
Monkeys" and the scientists in "Brazil" interrogate their respective subjects; the distorted camerawork expresses a strange discomfort 
and fear of authority. Throughout the futuristic scenes of "12 Monkeys," while Cole sits, tied and cuffed, as a giant ball made entirely of 
cameras and TV screens, hovers over him, circling him, peering at him from every angle. Yes, James Cole -- Big Brother is watching 
you. 

 
The duct-filled bureaucratic nightmare that is "Brazil." 
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But unlike many filmmakers, who use tactics like this just because they can, 
Gilliam uses them as part of the entire package. In the case of the 
aforementioned two films, that confusion, that fear of authority, goes a long 
way. 

Both "Brazil" and "12 Monkeys" conjure up many of the same messages and 
images wrought by the novel, "1984," and satirically attack bureaucracy, 
customer service and political correctness, among other things. "You got the 
wrong man," Sam Lowry says in "Brazil" to his friend, Jack Lint, who works 
at Information Retrieval. "Information Transit got the wrong man," Jack 
replies. "I got the right man. The wrong one was delivered to me as the right 
man, and I accepted him on good faith, as the right man. Was I wrong?" 

Gilliam creates a nightmarish Utopia, meticulously constructed to an absolute 
T, yet so vulnerable it spirals into chaos and is nearly brought down by . . . 
drumroll please . . . a typo. 

As a member of the Monty Python comedy troupe, it goes without saying that Gilliam has always had fun satirizing the status quo. In the 
Gilliam-directed big-business parody, "The Crimson Permanent Assurance" -- the 20-minute short film that comes before "Monty 
Python's The Meaning of Life" -- if you look closely at the stationery used by the evil corporate machine, it reads: The Very Big 
Corporation of America. Even as Gilliam moved on from his Python career, he brought many of those same satirical sensibilities into his 
later work. 

THEATRE OF THE ABSURD 

But while Terry Gilliam is well-known for his unique and nonconformist sense of humor, he is undoubtedly best known for his eclectic 
visual style. Like Federico Fellini, Gilliam has a penchant for bizarre, oft-carnivalesque visuals -- the fantasy sequences in "Brazil," 
where Lowry envisions himself as a winged superhero battling monstrous creatures made of bricks and rubble; the hallucinatory ghoulish 
beasts roaming the casino in "Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas"; or in "The Adventures of Baron Munchausen," Robin Williams' floating 
dismembered head barking orders at the Baron while his corresponding (and rather overdressed) headless body pines for the attention of 
the missus; and of course the freakishly over-surgically repaired socialite women from "Brazil," a prophetic precursor to the over-
Botoxed Hollywood vixens of today. 

The heroes and villains of his films, with almost no exceptions, are nothing if not 
eccentric. It's hard to forget the perfectly over-the-top performances of Brad Pitt as the 
completely insane Jeffrey Goines in "12 Monkeys," Johnny Depp as Hunter S. 
Thompson's alter ego, Raoul Duke, in "Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas" (an underrated 
gem, by the way), or Jim Broadbent as "Brazil's" plastic surgeon, Dr. Jaffe, diabolically 
stretching Mrs. Lowry's face to ridiculous lengths. Yet these types of performances are all 
too fitting for a Gilliam film; the characters always seem right at home. 

"There's a side of me that always fell for manic things, frenzied, cartoony performances," 
Gilliam once said in an interview. "I always liked sideshows, freakshows. Jerry Lewis 
was a freakshow . . . Absolutely grotesque, awful, tasteless. I like things to be tasteless." 

Gilliam often uses his visual style to help hammer down his satirical statements. In 
"Brazil" and "12 Monkeys" (we keep coming back to them, but they do seem to be the 
most complete representations of his work), his "futuristic" worlds don't look futuristic, 
but oddly old-fashioned. Things are dirty, rusty, industrial, crumbling with decay -- these 
worlds don't look like sci-fi at all. Instead, he uses such imagery -- like the huge, intrusive 
ducts that fill every building in "Brazil" (and set up some of the funniest sequences in the 
movie) -- to suggest an arrested development, as if our advanced, "enlightened" society 
has actually taken a step back. 

Enhancing these images is Gilliam's original brand of camerawork; he has often worked with cinematographer Roger Pratt, who 
specializes in the sort of disorienting angles and claustrophobic imagery that makes Gilliam's films what they are. 

THROUGH THE EYES OF A CHILD 

 
(from left): Jack Lint (Michael Palin) and Sam Lowry discuss the 
differences between Harry Buttle and Harry Tuttle in "Brazil." 

 
James Cole (Bruce Willis) is held in a bleak, futuristic 
prison in "12 Monkeys." 
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In the end, aside from the social statements, the winks and nods to Orwell, the 
bizarre images, one thing that stands out about the films of Terry Gilliam is the 
childlike wonder through which he seems to see it all. And isn't that where 
great sci-fi and fantasy so often comes from? Perhaps that's just the way he 
prefers to see the world. Perhaps that's why he had us see the phenomenal 
fantasy setpieces of "Time Bandits" through a child protagonist's eyes. He uses 
a much similar tactic in "The Adventures of Baron Munchausen," as a little 
girl, Sally (a young Sarah Polley) accompanies an aging Baron (John Neville), 
legendary for his fantastical heroics, on a journey to the moon and back. She 
breathes new life into the Baron and, in the end, helps save the day. (The Sally 
character conjures thoughts "Alice in Wonderland," a book and film that 
Gilliam constantly references.) 

Gilliam's films are often cynical, yet at the same time they seem to be the answer to run-of-the-mill Hollywood cynicism. 

"One of the things I enjoy about my films is that children really love them," Gilliam recently said. "They are open-minded. As we get 
older, we seem to close in. We limit the size of the world; we limit everything about it. We have to break that shell open sometimes." 

  

 
Little Red Riding Hood gets lost in Gilliam's woods in "Brothers 
Grimm." 
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