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God of Tarot by Piers AnthonyPiers Anthony
God of Tarot
Book |: The Mracle Planet D scovered

Dedi cated to the Holy Order of Vision

Aut hor' s Not e:

This quarter-mllion-word novel of Tarot is published in three segnents. This is
the opening portion of the Iarger work, establishing the situation and covering
the first major vision. It has its ow unity, so may be read alone, though it is
hoped the reader will be interested enough to peruse Books Il and IIl al so.

This novel relates to the author's Cluster series of adventures, with a nunber
of interconnections, but is of quite a different nature; the two projects should
not be confused.

An appendi x defines the Animation Tarot that is the basis of this novel. The
conplete table of contents reflects the thirty Triunphs of that deck, fromKey 0
(zero) through Key 28 (twenty-eight), which are included in the appendi x.

The conplex nature of this novel may lead to confusion in certain places, and
sone scenes may be offensive to certain readers. Yet there is a rationale: It is
difficult to appreciate the nmeaning of the heights without first experiencing

t he dept hs.
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0

Fol l'y

In 1170 A D., Peter Waldo, a wealthy nerchant of Lyons, France, suffered a
religi ous conversion, renounced his possessions, and wandered about the
countryside in voluntary poverty. This obvious folly attracted both persecutions
and followers, the latter called the "poor nen of Lyons." In 1183 Pope Lucius
I'l'l exconmuni cated the growi ng sect of "Wl denses,"” who appealed to the
Scriptures instead of to papal authority, repudi ated the taking of oaths, and
condemed capital punishnment. They never made the sign of the cross, as they
refused to venerate the torture device on which Christ hung, or the painful and
mocki ng crown of thorns. Neverthel ess, the Wal denses prospered in Christian

| ands; many thousands of themsettled in the Cottian Al ps on the French-Italian
border. Their dauntless missionaries covered southern France, southern Germany
and northern Italy. But the Inquisition followed them and they were savagely
repressed over the course of several centuries. Their ministers had to go about
in disguise, and it was hazardous for themto carry any of the literature of
their faith, lest it betray theminto torture and death. But it was hard to nake
the material clear wthout teaching aids, for many converts were illiterate and
ignorant. Qut of this inpasse was to arise one of the nost significant
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educational tools of the mllennium

The setting is Earth of the near future. The pressures of increasing popul ation
and dw ndling natural resources have brought the human schene to the brink of
ruin. There is not enough food and energy to support all the people.

But a phenomenal technol ogi cal breakthrough has occurred: matter transm ssion.
Peopl e can now be shipped instantly to habitable wilderness planets orbiting

di stant stars. This seens to offer relief fromthe dilemma of nmankind; now there
is somewhere for all those people to go.

This leads to the nost massive exodus in the history of the species; so many
peopl e are leaving that within a decade no one will be left on Earth.
Unfortunately, matter transm ssion requires a trenmendous anmount of energy. The
pl anet's sources of power are being ravished. This has the peculiar side effect
of reversing the technol ogi cal |evel of human culture; people are forced to
revert to nore primtive nechani sns. Kerosene | anps replace electric lights;
wood repl aces oil; horses replace cars; stone tools replace netal ones. The

i ndustrial base of the world is shrinking as the nost highly trained and
intelligent personnel emigrate to their dreamworlds. Yet the col onization
program proceeds pell-nell, as such progranms and novenents have al ways done,
heedl ess of any warni ngs of coll apse.

This is sheer folly. Mankind is |like the beautiful dreamer of Tarot's Key O—the
Fool —aal ki ng northwest with his gaze lifted in search of great experience while
his feet are about to carry himoff a precipice. He will have a great
experience, oh yes! Wat high expectations these new worlds represent! Wat a
marvel ous goal to reduce Earth's popul ation painlessly to an appropriate |evel
But what disaster is in the making, because no reasonabl e controls have been

pl aced on this adventure.

Yet there are redeem ng aspects. At |east the Fool has dreanms and nobl e
aspirations, and perhaps the capacity to recognize and choose between good and
evil. It may be better to step off the cliff, his way, than to stay at home

wi t hout ambition. The folly of future Earth is a conmplex matter, with many very
nobl e and frustrating elenents that may after all salvage its greatest

pot enti al

This is the story of just one of those elenents, a single thread of a nonstrous
tapestry: Brother Paul's quest for the God of Tarot.

1

Ski |l

252 A.D.: Enperor Decius was in power only a year, but in this tine he cruelly
persecut ed the bothersonme Christians. He seized one devout youth and coated his
whol e body with honey, then exposed himto the blazing sun and the stings of
flies and hornets. Another Christian youth was given the opposite extrene: he
was bound hand and foot by ropes entwined with flowers, naked upon a downy bed,
in a place filled with the murnuring of water, the touch of soft breezes, the
sight of sweet birds, and the aroma of flowers. Then a mmi den of exceptionally
fair formand feature approached him and bared her |ovely flesh, kissing and
caressing his body to arouse his manhood and enable her to envelop himin the
ultimate worldly enbrace. The youth had dedicated his love to God; to suffer
this rapture with a nortal wonman woul d have polluted him He had no weapon with
which to defend hinself, yet his skill and courage proved equal to the occasion
He bit off his own tongue and spat it in the harlot's face. By the pain of this
wound he conquered the tenptation of | ewdness, and won for hinself the crown of
spiritual victory. Paul, hinself sincerely Christian, w tnessed these tornents.
Terrified, he fled into the desert, where he renmined alone in the depths of a
cave for the rest of his life. He thus became the first Christian hermt, and
was known as Saint Paul the Hermt.

The great blades of the windnmill were turning, but the water was not punping.
Only a trickle enmerged fromthe pipe, and the cistern was al nost enpty. It was a
crisis, for this was the main source of pure water for the region

Brot her Paul contenplated the situation. "It's either a |l owering of the water

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%201%20-%20G0d%200f%20Tarot.txt (2 of 109) [1/19/03 8:29:25 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%201%20-%20G0d%200f%20T arot.txt

table or a defect in the punp," he said.

"The water table!" Brother Janmes exclained, horrified. "W haven't punped that
much!" Hi's concern was genui ne and deeply felt; the Brothers of the Holy O der
of Vision believed in conservation, and practiced it rigorously. Al had taken
vows of poverty, and abhorred the wasting of anything as val uable as water.

"But there has been a drought," Brother Paul said. |Indeed, the sun was bl azing
down at this nmoment, although it caused no distress to his brown skin. "W m ght
i nadvertently have overpunped, considering this special circunstance."

Brot her Janes was a thin, nervous nan who took things seriously. H's |long face
worked in the throes of inchoate emotion. "If it be God's will..."

Br ot her Paul noted his conpanion's obvious anxiety, and rel ented. "Neverthel ess,
we shall check the punp first."

The punp was a turning camthat transforned the rotary notion of the nmll's
shaft into piston notion in a rod. The rod plunged down into the well to operate
the buried cylinder that forced up the water. Brother Paul brought out plunber's
tools and carefully dismantl ed the nmechani sm di sconnecting the shaft fromthe
vanes and drawi ng the cylinder fromthe depths. His little silver cross, hanging
on a chain around his neck, got in his way as he | eaned forward. He tucked it
into his shirt pocket with a certain absentm nded reverence.

He sniffed. "I trust that is not hellfire | snmell," he renarked.

"What ?" Brother Janes was not nuch for hunor.

Brot her Paul pried open the nechanism Snoke puffed out. "There it is! Qur
wooden bearing has scorched and warped, decreasing the punp's efficiency."
"Scorched?" Brother Janes asked, surprised. He seened nuch relieved to verify
that the problem was nechanical, the result of neither the subsidence of the
water | evel nor the proxinmity of hellfire. "That's a water punp!"

Brother Paul snmiled tolerantly. The deepening creases of his face showed that
this was an expression in which he indul ged often—perhaps nore often than was
strictly politic for a man of his calling. Yet there was a conpl enentary network
of frown-lines that betrayed the serious side of his nature; sone of these even
hinted at considerable pain. "Not all of it is wet, Brother. This cylinder is
sealed. In a high wind, when the shaft is turning rapidl y—i nd power varies as
to the cube of wind velocity, as you know-the bearings can get so hot from
friction that they actually begin to char."

"W did have very good w nds yesterday," Brother James agreed. "Brother Peter
arranged to grind flour for a whole week's baking. But we never thought the mll
woul d—=

"No fault of yours, Brother," Brother Paul said quickly. "It is quite natura

and sensible to use the mll to best effect, and a strong wind makes all its
chores easy. This is just one of the problens of our declining technol ogy.

will replace the bearing—but we would be well advised to choke down on the mill
during the next gale winds. Sonetinmes it may be better to waste a little good
wind than to |l ose a bad bearing." He snmiled to hinself as he worked, considering
whet her he had discovered an original maximfor |ife, and whether such a nmaxim
m ght be worth integrating into his life's phil osophy.

He fetched a suitabl e replacenent bearing and proceeded to install it. H's dark
hands were strong and sure.

"You are a magician," Brother Janmes remarked. "I envy you your proficiency with
mechani cal things."

"I only wish the spiritual were as easy to attain," Brother Paul replied. Now he
was sweating with the pleasant effort. He was a thickset man of noderate height,
with short black hair. He was inclined to chubbiness, but his nuscles showed
formi dabl e delineation as he lifted the heavy unit into place.

"Wuldn't it be better to have the punp on the surface, so that it could be
serviced nore readily?" Brother Janes asked as Brother Paul struggled with the
wei ght of the descending cylinder. Brother Paul had drawn it up wthout trouble,
but was now occupied with easing it into its precise place.

"I't woul d—but we woul d have no water," Brother Paul explained. "Surface punps
enpl oy suction, which is actually the outside pressure of the atnobsphere pushing
up the fluid. That's about fifteen pounds per square inch, and that cannot draw
wat er up nore than about twenty-eight feet, what with friction and certain other
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inefficiencies of the system Qur water table is thirty feet down. So we enpl oy
a pressure punp set down near the water; that type of device has no such limt.
It is nore cunbersome—but necessary."

"Yes, | see that now. It is nore than harnessing the windmll to the punp; it
has to be done the right way."

"l suspect it is the sane with the power of God," Brother Paul said rnusingly.
"It is there, like the wind:" an i mense potential, often ignored or unperceived
by man. Yet it is real; we need only take the trouble to understand it. It is
our job to harness that potential, to apply it nore directly to the lives of
men. But though we seemto have all the elenents right, it will not work if they
are not correctly placed and adapted to our particular situation—er if part of
the nmechani smis broken, even though nothing nay show on the surface."

"I don't regard that as an anal ogy," Brother Janes said. "It is the litera
truth. The wind is God, and so is the water; we can not exist apart fromH m
Not for a noment, not in the smallest way."

Br ot her Paul paused in his labors to hold up his hands in a gesture of
surrender. "You are correct, of course. Yet there nust be a process of

conmuni cati on between the power above— he lifted his right hand to the sky—
"and the substance below." His |left hand pointed toward the buried cylinder

"I would call that process 'prayer'," Brother Janes said.

The reassenbl ed punp worked. A full, pure flow of water energed fromthe pipe,
cascading into the storage tank and cistern. Brother Janes was ecstatic.

Wthout further comment, Brother Paul wal ked back to his room washed his hands,
arns and face, and changed to his habit: the black robe with the reversed
collar, the cross worn outside. He had a class to conduct, and he was overdue.
When dealing with matters pertaining to the works of God on Earth, it was best
to be punctual

Suddenly he brightened. "Air, Earth, Water, Fire!" he exclainmed. "Beautiful
Thank you, God, for sending me this revelation." To himthere was no objection
to conversing with God directly; in this case, famliarity bred respect, not
contenpt. The Holy Order of Vision encouraged contact with God in any fashion
that seened nutually satisfactory

The students were there before him five young people froma nearby vill age.
These orientation sessions were held periodically, when sufficient interest
devel oped. As the nmssive energy and popul ati on depletion of Earth continued,
the need for technol ogi cal and social systens closer to nature intensified, so
these sessions had becone fairly regular. The Brothers and Sisters took turns
conducting them and this was Brother Paul's week.

"Sorry I'mlate," Brother Paul said, shaking hands all around. "I was del ayed,
if you will, by a superinposition of elenents.”

One of the girls perked up. She was a slight, bright-eyed nynph with a rather
pretty elfin face framed by | oose, dark blonde tresses. She seened to be about
fifteen, although inadequate nutrition stunted the growth of youngsters these
days, delaying maturity. A nonth of good feeding m ght do wonders for her,
physi cal |l y—and perhaps spiritually also. It was hard to be a devout individua
on an enpty stomach. At least it was hard for those not trained in this kind of
di scipline. "You nean sonething by that, don't you, sir?" she asked.

"Call nme Brother," Brother Paul said. "I am Brother Paul of the Holy Order of
Vision. Yes, | had an anecdote in mnd, and thank you for inquiring." It was

al ways best to begin on a personal basis; early theology could alienate young
m nds. He was not trying to convert, but nerely to explain; even then, it had to
be done appropriately. People were nore conplex than windnmlls, but there were
paral l el s.

"Big deal ," one of the boys nmuttered. He was a strapping | ad, nmassive across the
shoul ders, but surly. He had not been stunted by hunger! Evidently he had been
sent here, perhaps by parents who could not control himnuch |onger. The Order
Station was no reform school, but perhaps he would find enlightennent here. One
never could anticipate the mechani snms of God, who was as nuch nore conplex in
H s devices as man was in relation to a windmll.

"W have a windm |l that we use to punp water fromthe ground, anbng other
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chores," Brother Paul said. "But friction caused a bearing to burn out. Does

t hat suggest anything to any of you?"

They all | ooked bl ank—three boys, two girls.

"In our studies at the Order we place enphasis on the elenments," Brother Paul
continued. "Not the atomic elenents of latter-day sci ence—though we study those,
too—but the classical ones. Air, Earth, Water, Fire: we find these manifesting
again and again in new ways. They show up in personality types, in astrology, in
the Tarot deck—their symbolismis universal. Just now | —=

"The windmlI!" the blonde girl said. "Wnd is air! And it punps water!"
"Fromthe earth,"” one of the boys added.

"And it got burned," the surly one finished. "So what?"

"The four elenments—all together," the first girl said, pleased. She cl apped her
hands together in un-selfconscious joy. There was, Brother Paul noted, sonething
very attractive about a young girl exclaiming in pleasure; perhaps it was
nature's way of getting her nmarried before she becane a burden to her parents.

"I think it's neat. Like a puzzle."

"What good is it?" the hul king boy denanded.

"It is an exercise in thinking," Brother Paul said. "As we seek parallels,

coi nci dences, new aspects of things, we find neaning, and we grow. It is good to
exercise the mnd as well as the body. The ancient G eeks believed in that;
hence we have the Pythagorean Theorem and the A ynpic Ganes. W believe in it
too. This, in a very real sense, is what the Holy Order of Vision is all about.
"Holy' as in 'Wole," "Vision' as in the vision of Saint Paul on the road to
Damascus, that converted himto Christianity. He is not to be confused with
Saint Paul the Hermit. We are not a church, but rather a brotherhood. W wish to
bring together all people, and teach themthe Universal Law of Creation, to
prepare the Earth for the new age that is dawning. W try to provide for those
in need, whatever that need nay be, counseling themor offering material aid. W
pl ace great enphasis on practical applications—even windmlls, in this day of
retreating civilization."

"Hey, that's great!" the girl said. "Can anybody join?"

Bl ess her; she was doing his job for him "Anybody who wants to, after a student
apprenticeship. W do have | evels through which the novice progresses according
to his ability and faith, and nmuch of the |life is not easy. You really have to
understand the Order before you can know whet her you want to be a part of it"
"Why do you wear the robes and study the Bible and all that?" one of the other
boys asked. He was brown-skinned, |ike Brother Paul: that amal gam of races this
culture still chose to term"black." "Can't you just go out and do good wi t hout
all the trappings?"

"An excellent question," Brother Paul said. "You are really exploring the
interrelationship of idea and form A good idea is wasted wi thout the proper
formto enbody it. For example, an excellent notion for a book woul d be ruined
by clunmsy or obscure witing. O a fine idea for drawing power for the w nd
conmes to nothing if the design of the gearing is inadequate. Perhaps nan hinself
is an idea that exists in the mnd of the Creator—yet that idea nust achieve its
appropriate form So it is with us of the Holy Order of Vision; we feel that the
forns are inportant, in fact indistinguishable fromthe basic idea."

"That's McLuhanism" the third boy said. He was a white-skinned, black-haired,
clean-cut lad a little older than the others, and probably better educated. He
had used a word few were now familiar with, testing the know edge of the

t eacher.

"Not exactly," Brother Paul replied, glad to rise to the challenge. He |iked
chal | enges, perhaps nore than he shoul d. "The nedi um may be indi stinguishabl e
fromthe nmessage, but it is not the nessage. Perhaps other fornms of expression

woul d serve our purpose as well, but we have a systemthat we feel works, and we
shal |l adhere to it until it seens best to change." He closed his eyes
momentarily, giving a silent prayer of thanks that the session was proceeding so
wel|. Sometimes he seemed to nake no contact at all, but these were alert,

responsive mnds. "W feel that God has found no better tool than the Bible to
gui de us, but perhaps one day—
"Crap," the surly boy remarked. "God doesn't exist, and the Bible is irrel evant.
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It's all superstition.”

Now t he gauntl et had been thrown down. They all watched Brother Paul to see how
he woul d react.

They were di sappoi nted. "Perhaps you are right," he said, without rancor
"Skepticismis healthy. Speaking for nyself alone, however, | nust say that
though at tinmes | feel as you do, at other tines | amabsolutely certain that
God is real and relevant. It is a matter for each person to decide for

hi nsel f—and he is free to do so within the Order. We dictate no religion and we
eschew none; we only present the material."

There was a chuckle. Brother Paul noted it with dismay, for he had not been
trying to score debater's points, but only to clarify the position of the Oder
Sonehow he had erred, for now his audi ence was nore intrigued by his seem ng

cl everness than by his phil osophy.

Di sgruntled, the hul king boy pushed forward. "I think you're a fake. You don't
want to decide anything for yourself, you just want to follow the Order's |ine.
You're an automaton."

"Perhaps so," Brother Paul agreed, searching for a way to alleviate the lad's
ire without conprom sing the purpose of this session. How suddenly success had
flipped over into failure! Pride before fall? "You are referring to the concept
of predestination, and in that sense we are all automatons with only the
illusion of self-decision. If every event in the world is precisely determn ned
by existing forces and situations, then can we be said to have free will? Yet |
prefer to assume—

"You're a dammed jellyfish!" the boy exclained. "Anything | say, you just agree!
What' Il you do if | push you, like this?" And he shoved violently forward with
bot h hands.

Only Brother Paul wasn't there. He had stepped ninbly aside, |eaving one |eg
outstretched behind him The boy stunbl ed headl ong over that |eg. Brother Paul
caught himand eased himdown to the floor, retaining a hold on one of the boy's
arns. "Never tel egraph your intention," he said mldly. "Even a jellyfish or an
aut omat on can escape such a thrust, and you could be enbarrassed."”

The boy started to rise, his expression nurderous. He thought his fall had been
an accident. But Brother Paul put just a bit of pressure on the hand he held,
nmerely touching it with one finger, and the boy collapsed in sudden pain. He was
hel pl ess, though to the others it | ooked as though he were only fooling. A
one-finger pain hold? Ridicul ous!

"Alittle training in the forms can be advantageous," Brother Paul explained to
the others. "This happens to be a formfrom ai ki do, a Japanese nmartial art. As
you can see, ny belief init is stronger than this young man's disbelief. But
were he to practice this form he could readily reverse the situation, for he is
very strong." Never underestimate the power of a gratuitous conplinent! "The
idea, as | remarked before, is valuel ess without the form"

Now, to see whether he could sal vage the situation, he rel eased the boy, who
clinmbed quickly to his feet, his face red, but did not attack again. "Scientific
application of anything can be productive," Brother Paul continued, "whether it
is aikido or prayer." He faced the boy. "Now you try it on ne."

"What ?" The youth had been caught conpletely by surprise—again.

"Like this," Brother Paul said. "I shall cone at you like this— and he took an
aggressive step forward, his right fist raised. "But you turn away from ne and
pl ace your left foot back like this in the judo tai otoshi body drop— He gui ded
the boy around and got his feet placed. "Then catch ny shirt and project your
right foot before me like this, right across ny shins. See how your body drops
into position? That's why this throwis called the body drop." He nore or |ess
lifted the boy into position with a strength that was not evident to the others,
but that the boy felt with anazenent. "And because | am plunging forward, ny

feet trip over your leg while you haul ny shirt— It was not a shirt, but the
| oose front part of his habit, but the effect was the sane. "And | amconpletely
of f bal anced and take a bad fall." Brother Paul flipped expertly over the |l eg and

| anded crashingly on his back and side, his left hand snmacking into the straw
mat the Station used in lieu of a rug.
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The boy stood amazed, and the other four junped in alarm They did not know

Br ot her Paul was adept at taking such falls, or that the noise was nostly from
hi s hand slapping the mat to absorb nuch of the shock of |anding. The nuscul ar,
bony arns and hands are nuch better able to take bl ows than the torso. "And if
that doesn't do the job, you use hand pressure or an armtw st to keep ne
quiet." Brother Paul got up, and the boy noved to help him fearing that he had
been hurt. There was no | onger any aninosity.

"Did you study that here?" the brown boy asked, awed.

"Anong other things," Brother Paul said. "Sonetinmes it is necessary for nenbers
of the Order to subdue soneone who is tenporarily, ah, indisposed. W do not
approve the use of weapons, as they can hurt people severely, but the barehanded
met hods of sel f-defense or control — He shrugged, smiling toward the fornerly
surly youth. "As you can see, he brought me down without hurting nme."

They all returned his smle, and he knew it was all right again. God had gui ded
himcorrectly. "OfF course you do not have to join the Holy Order of Vision to
receive such instruction. Al of our courses in defense, reading, hygiene,

farm ng, nechanics, figuring, and weaving are avail able to anyone who has the
necessary interest and aptitude." He snmiled again. "W can even be persuaded to
teach a class or two in the appreciation of religion."

The blonde girl let out a titter of appreciation. "Do you teach that class,

Br ot her ?"

Brot her Paul | ooked down. "I regret |I lack the finesse or scholarship for that
particular class. | amwrking on it, though, and in a few years | hope to be
equi pped. " He | ooked up. "I thank you all for your attention to this
introductory lecture. Now | wll show you around the Station." He sniffed the
air. "I believe Brother Peter is conpleting his baking. Perhaps we can pass the
kitchen and sanple his wares. To ny nind there is nothing quite so good as bread
hot fromthe stone oven with a little hone-churned—

But anot her Brother appeared. "The Reverend wi shes to see you inmediately," he

murrmured. "1 will conduct the tour in your stead."
Ch-oh. Was he in trouble again? Thank you, Brother Saruel." Brother Paul started
out.

"What would you like to see first?" Brother Sanuel asked the group

As Brot her Paul passed out through the doorway, he heard one of them answer,
"The body drop." He smiled to hinself, for poor Brother Sanuel had a chronically
stiff back and no training at all in the martial arts. But the delicious odor
wafting fromthe bakery would rescue him for young peopl e were al ways hungry.
As he made his way to the Reverend' s office, his thoughts becane nore sober. Had
he done the right thing by this group, or had he nerely been clever, inpressing
nmore by his physical power and rhetorical hunor than by worthwhile informtion?
It was so hard to know

2

Menor y

705 A.D.: The daughter of an English missionary in Germany had such a genius for
| earni ng and seeming piety that she was el evated to the papal throne as John
VI1. Though in the guise of a male, she was—alas—fenmale, and therefore, a
vessel of iniquity. Yielding to her base femal e urges, she adnitted a nmember of
her household to her bed, and suffered that denmonic fulfillment of her kind. In
707, during the course of a solem Whitsun procession through the streets of
Rone in the company of her clergy, at a point between the Col osseum and St
Clement's church, she who woul d becone known as Pope Joan was delivered of a
bastard son. The Popess was thus exposed as a harlot disguised as a priest. The
story has, of course, been suppressed by the Church and | abel ed a nyth, but
there are those who remenber it yet. This is the nmessage of Key Two of the
Tarot, entitled "The Lady Pope." Is it not, after all, a true reflection of the
nature of the sex.

Br ot her Paul wal ked past the | uxurious vegetable gardens of the Station toward
the office of the Reverend. It was a fine sumer day. He hoped he had perforned
wel |, but he humed nervously as he noved.
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The sight of the Reverend' s countenance solidified the doubts hovering about

him Some very serious matter was afoot, and he feared he had erred again. Wile
discipline within the Order was subtle, Brother Paul had nade nany mni stakes and
done much internal penance

The Reverend rose as he entered, and cane forward to greet him "It is good to
see you, Paul. You have done well."

G ad words! So it was not one of his foul-ups, this time. "I try to do as the
Lord decrees, Mdther Mary," he said nodestly, concealing his relief.

"Unph," the Reverend Mdther agreed. She did not sit down, but paced nervously
around the office. "Paul, a crisis of decision is upon us, and | nust do a thing
I do not like. Forgive nme."

Somet hi ng serious was certainly afoot! He studied her before he answered, trying
to judge the appropriate response.

The Reverend Mdther Mary was actually a young wonman no ol der than hinsel f, whose
meticul ous Order habit could not conceal her femi nine attributes or render her
sexl ess. She wore her dark brown hair parted down the middle, cupped to concea
her ears on either side, and pinned firmy in back—yet it framed her face like a
mystical aura. Her reversed white collar clasped a very slender white neck, and
her cross hung squarely on her bosom Her robe was so long it touched the floor,
conceal ing her feet. Cccasionally it rippled and dragged behi nd her as she
turned. Her personality, he knew, was sweet and open; she was severe only in
dire necessity. It would have been all too easy to love her as a pretty girl,
had it not been essential to | ove her as a responsible wonan and a fell ow human
bei ng. And, of course, as the Reverend.

So it was best to allow her to unburden herself w thout concern for his
feelings, which in any case were not easily hurt. Obviously she believed that
what she had to say woul d cause himdistress, and perhaps it woul d—-but he was
sure he could bear it. "Please speak freely, Mther."

The Reverend stepped to her desk and seened al nbst to pounce on sonething there.
"Take these, if you will," she said, proffering a small box.

Brot her Paul accepted it. He had alnost to snatch it, because her hand was
shaki ng. Though her conpetence and position nmade her "Mther," at tinmes she was
more like a little girl, uncertain to the point of enbarrassnent. It had
occurred to himbefore that an ol der person mnight have been better suited to the
of fice of Reverend. But there were nany Stations, and age was not the prinmary
consi derati on.

He | ooked into the box. It contained a deck of Tarot cards, in its fashion the
synbolic wi sdomof all the ages.

She seated herself now, as though relieved of a burden. "Please shuffle them"
Brot her Paul renoved the deck fromthe box and spread several cards at the top
of the deck. They were in order, beginning with the Fool, or Key Zero, and
proceedi ng through the Mgician, the Hi gh Priestess (also called the Lady Pope),
the Enpress, the Enperor, and so on through the twenty-two Trunps or Major
Arcana and the fifty-six suit cards, or Mnor Arcana. The suits were Wands,

Cups, Swords, and Disks, corresponding to the conventional Cubs, Hearts, Spades
and Di anonds, or to the elements Fire, Water, Air and Earth. Each was a face
card, beautifully drawn and colored. He had, like all Brothers and Sisters of
the Order, studied the Tarot synbolism had high respect for it, and was

wel | -acquainted with the cards. One of the Oder's exercises was to take

bl ack-and-white originals and color them according to instructions. This was no
child' s gane; it was surprising how nuch revel ation was inherent in this act.

Col or, like nunmbers and inages, served a substantial synbolic purpose.

Wil e he pondered, his fingers riffled the cards with an expertise that belied
his ascetic calling. He had not always been a Brother, but |ike the Apostle Paul
to whom he owed his Order name, he had set his savage prior life behind him
Only as a necessary exercise of contrition did he reflect upon the nistakes of
hi s past. One day—when he was worthy—-he hoped to seal that Pandora's box

conpl etely.

He conpleted the shuffle and returned the deck to the Reverend.

"Was the question in your nmind the nature of ny concern with you?" the Reverend
i nqui red, holding the cards in her delicate fingers.
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Brother Paul inclined his head affirmatively. It was a snmall white lie, since
his thoughts had ranged in their unruly fashion all around the deck. O course
he had wondered why he was here; he had not been sumoned fromthe midst of his
class nerely for chitchat! Still, a white lie was a lie.

"Let us try a reading," she said.

How qui ckly he paid for his lie! Her intent had been obvi ous when she gave him
the deck; how could he have missed it? "I'mafraid | —=

"No, | amserious. The Tarot is a legitimte way to approach a

probl em-especially in this case. Let this define you."

She dealt the first card, careful to turn it over side-w se rather than
end-over-end, so as not to reverse it, while Brother Paul concealed his
agitation. He had nade a foolish m stake that was about to cause them both
enbarrassnent. He tried to think of sone reasonable pretext to break up this
reading, but all that cane into his nmind was a sacril egi ous anecdote about Pope
Joan, personification of the Wiore of Babylon, epithet for the Roman Catholic
Church. Such a thought was scandal ous in the presence of the Reverend Mot her
Mary, who was conpl etely chaste. Unless she had summoned hi m here t o—No,

i mpossi bl e! A conpletely unworthy concept for which he would have to inpose

sel f - penance

The card was the Ace of Wands, the inmage of a hand energing froma cloud,
bearing a sprouting wooden cl ub

"Amazing," the Reverend remarked. "This signifies the beginning of a great new
adventure. "

A great new adventure—with her? He tried hard to stifle the notion, fiendishly
tenpting as it was! In that nonment he w shed she were eighty years old, with a
huge, hairy wart on her nose. Then his thoughts woul d behave. "Well, | nust
expl ai n—

"Shall we try the second?" She dealt another card fromthe top of the deck. She
was feeling nore at ease now, the cards were hel ping her to express herself.
"Let this cross you," she said, placing the card sideways across the first.

May God have nercy! he thought fervently.

She | ooked at the second card, startled. "The Ace of Cups!"”

"You see, |—+— Brother Paul stanmered.

The Reverend frowned. She was one of those wonen who | ooked even sweeter in
dismay than in pleasure, if such a thing were possible. Silently she |aid down
the third card. It was the Ace of Swords. Then the fourth: the Ace of Corns. In
each case, a hand was pictured energing froma cloud, bearing the appropriate
devi ce.

Her gray-green eyes lifted to bear on himreproachfully.

"I did not realize what you intended," Brother Paul explained |lanely. "I—-old
habits—+ did not intend to enbarrass you." No doubt Dante's Inferno had a
special circle for the likes of him

Mot her Mary took a deep breath, then smiled—a burst of sunlight. "I had
forgotten that you were once a cardsharp." She gl anced down at the four aces and
made a noue. "Still are, it seens."

"Retired," Brother Paul said quickly. "Refornmed."

"l shoul d hope so." She gathered up the cards.

"I''"l'l shuffle themagain, the right way," he offered.

She made a minor gesture of negation. "The wong is the teacher of the right."
But the ice had been broken. "Paul, it does not matter how you shuffled, so |ong
as you fornul ated the correct question."”

And of course he had not formulated it; he had been full of idle notions about
the deck, Pope Joan, and such. His face was a nere shell, papering over the

di saster of his mnd.

"You are indeed about to enbark on a renarkabl e new adventure—f you so choose."
Suddenly he realized that his penance would be to go on this mission, no matter
how onerous it mght prove. Today's declining civilization provided a nunber of

nost unpl easant situations. "I go where directed," Brother Paul said.
"Not this time. | cannot send you on this particular round, and neither can the
Order. You nust volunteer for it. Knowing you as | do, | amsure you will
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vol unteer, and therefore | amresponsible." She | ooked up to the ceiling of
rough- hewn | ogs. She was, he knew, making a quick, silent prayer. "I fear for
you, Paul, and ny soul suffers.”

The eternal fem nine! A mission had found its way down through the O der

hi erarchy, and she was upset because he might accept it. This was no nere
rhetoric on her part; now one hand clutched the Tarot deck lightly, and now the
ot her touched her cross. He had never seen her so tense before. It was as if she
were the one with the guilty inmagination, not he! "W all go where needed," he
sai d.

"Yet some needs are stronger than others," the Reverend nurmnured, her eyes
lifting to neet his again, her face dead serious. Wiat could she nean by that?
"It is Hell 1 am sending you to, Brother."

Brot her Paul did not snile. He had never heard | anguage like this fromher! O
course she was not swearing; she would never do that. Wen she said Hell, the
capitalization was audible, as it was for the Tarot; she neant the abode of the
Devil. "Figurative, | trust?"

"Literal, Paul. And the returning will be harder than the going."

"I't would be. Especially if it is necessary to die first." Was he being cute,
implying that he nmight return to life, |ike Jesus? He had not meant to!

She did not smile. "No. Like Dante, you will be a living visitor. Perhaps you
will see Heaven too."

"I don't think I"'mready for that." This tine he was conpl etely serious. Heaven
awed himnore than Hell did. This had to be a really extraordinary thing she was
descri bi ng!

The Reverend shook her head nervously, so that for an instant the | obe of one

ear showed, like a bit of forbidden anatomy. "I am caught between the pillars of
right and wong, and | cannot tell themapart." She turned away fromhim he had
not realized that her chair could swivel. "Paul, | amrequired to present this
to you as a prospective nmission—but speaking as a Sister, as a friend, | nust

urge you to decline. It is not nerely that it would sadden ne never to see you
agai n—though | do fear this, for no tangible reason—+t is that this mssionis a
horror. A horror!"

"Now | amintrigued," Brother Paul said, his own apprehensions fading as hers
increased. "May | |earn nore?"

"As nmuch as we know," she said. "W have been asked to send our best qualified
representative to Planet Tarot to ascertain the validity of its deity. A strong
man, not too old, not too firmy comitted to a single ideology, with a good

m nd and a fine sense of objectivity. You would seemto be that nman."

Brot her Paul ignored the conpliment, knowing it was not intended as such.

"Pl anet Tarot ?"

"As you know, Earth has col onized sonmething |like a thousand habitable worlds in
the current matter transport program One of these is named Tarot, and there is
a problemthere.”

"Hel |, you said. | understood they did not send colonists to inclenent habitats.
If this planet is so hellish—=

"I did not say hellish, Paul. | said literal Hell. And the road to—=

"Ch, | see. It |ooked habitable, in the prelimnary survey."

"Their surveyors nust be overextended. How they nanaged to approve this
particul ar planet—" The Reverend Mt her nade a gesture of bafflement. "Its very
name—

"Yes, | am curious about that too. Mst of the names are publicity-n nded.

' Conquest,' ' Meadow and,' ' Zephyr'—-how did they hit upon a nanme |ike Tarot'?"
"It seens a nenber of the survey party had a Tarot deck al ong. And while he
waited at the base canp for his fellows to return, he dealt hinself a divination
hand. And— She paused.

"And sonet hi ng happened. "

"It certainly did. He—the card—the illustration on one of his cards took form

I n three-dinmensional aninmation."

Brother Paul's interest intensified. He had Had experience with both

sl ei ght - of -hand and hal | uci natory phenonena. "Had he been drinking an

i nt oxi cant ?"
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She shook her head. "They claimnot. No al cohol, no drugs, no nushroons or gl ue
or extract of lettuce. That was why he happened to be entertaining hinself wth
cards. And the other nmenbers of the party saw the ani mation."

"No hal |l uci nation, then. But possibly a practical joke?"

"No. No joke."

"Whi ch card was it?"

"The Ten of Swords."

Brot her Paul refrained fromwhistling, contenting hinself with a grave nod.
"Signifying ruinl Was it a literal inmage?"

"It was. Ten tall swords piercing a corpse. All quite solid."

"That shoul d have shaken up the party!"

"It certainly did. They pulled out the swords and turned over the body. It was a
man, but none they recognized. No one was missing fromtheir crew. They buried
him saved the swords, and wote up a report"”

"Tangi bl e evidence. That was smart."

"Not so snmart. Wien they arrived on Earth, the objects they claimed were swords
were nerely so many slivers of stone, like stalactites froma cave. A second
party, sent to verify the situation, dug up the body—and found only the carcass
of a native animal."

"Mass hal | uci nation?" Brother Paul suggested. "They killed an animal and thought
it was a man? Because of fatigue and guilt—er because its configuration
resenbl ed that particular card? Stalactites are a bit |ike swords."

"That was the official conclusion." She paused, then girded herself to conti nue.
"The second party brought Tarot cards and played many ganes, this time in the
line of business, but there was no duplication of the effect. Apparently the
first crew had been overworked and short on sleep, while the second was fresh
So they naned the planet Tarot and approved it for colonization."

"Just |ike that?" Brother Paul inquired, raising an eyebrow.

"Just like that," the Reverend Mother said wyly, forgetting herself so far as
to rai se her own eyebrow in response. "They had a quota of planets to survey,
and could not afford to waste tine, as they put it, '"wild ghost chasing.'"

"How nmuch is lost through haste!" Brother Paul remarked. But he felt a grow ng
excitenent and gratitude that this nystery had cone to pass. WIld ghosts? He
certainly would like to see one!

"Col oni zati on proceeded in nornal fashion," she continued. "One nillion human
bei ngs were shipped in the course of forty days, assigned to initial canpsites
with wilderness reduction equipnent, and left to fend for thenselves. Only the
mont hly coordi nation shuttl e naintained contact. Colonization is,"” she commented
with a disapproving frown, "sonmewhat of a sink-or-swimsituation.”

"Wt hout doubt,"” Brother Paul agreed. "Yet the great majority of em grants have
been happy to risk it—and nobst seemto be swi nmmng."

"Yes." She shrugged. "It is not the way | would have chosen—but the decision was
hardly mne to nake. At any rate, the colonists settled—and then the fun began."
"More Tarot ani mations?"

"No, not specifically. These ani mati ons were of Heaven—and of Hell. | nean the
storybook Pearly Gates, with angels flying by, and harpists sitting on clouds.
O the other extreme—fiery caves with red, fork-tailed devils with pitchforks."
"Evidently literal renditions of religious notions," Brother Paul said. "Mny
bel i evers have very material views of the imuaterial."

"They do. There seens to be an unusual concentration of schismatic religions in
this colony world. But these were rather substantial projections.” She pulled
out a drawer in her desk and brought forth several photographs. "Skeptics
arranged to take pictures—and we have them here." She spread them out.

He studied the pictures with amazenent. "There was no, ah, trick photography?
They certainly | ook authentic!"

"No trick photography. There is nore: the col onists organi zed a pl anetary
orchestra—+n any random sanpling of a mllion people, you'll find many

skill s—and they practiced many semni cl assi cal pieces. One day they were doing the
tone poem by Sai nt-Saéns, 'Danse nmcabre,' and—

"Ch, no! Not the dancing skel etons!"
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"The same. The entire orchestra panicked, and two nusicians died in the
stanpede. In fact, | believe the orchestra was di sbanded after that, and never
reorgani zed. But when cool er heads investigated, they found no trace of the
wal ki ng skel etons. "

"I begin to see," Brother Paul said, feeling an unholy anticipation of

chal  enge. "Planet Tarot is haunted."

"That is one way of putting it," she agreed. "W view it nore seriously." She
waited until his face assunmed the proper expression of seriousness. "Mst haunts
don't lend thenselves well to notion-picture photography." She brought a ree
fromthe drawer.

Brot her Paul did a double-take. "Mtion-picture filmof the skel etons?"

"That's right. It seens a colonist was filming the concert. He thought the

skel etons were part of the show—dntil the stanpede began."

"This | would like to see!"

"You shall." The Reverend set up a little projector, lit its |lensed |anp, and
cranked the handle. The picture flickered on the wall across from her desk

It was, indeed, the dance of death. At first there were only the nusicians,

pl aying their crude, locally fashioned violins; then the skel etons pranced
onstage, noving in time to the nusic. There was no sound, of course; a

| anp- and- hand- crank projector was not capable of that. But Brother Paul could
see the breathing of the players, the notions of their hands on the instrunents,
and the gestures of the conductor; the beat was clear.

One skel eton passed close to the canera, its gaunt, white ribcage nomentarily
blotting out the orchestra. Brother Paul peered closely, trying to ascertain
what manner of articulation those bones possessed; it was hardly credible that
they could nove without nmuscle, sinew, or wires. Yet they did.

Then the scranbl e began; the picture veered crazily and clicked off.

"l understood there was a one-kilogramlimt on personal possessions for

em grants,"” Brother Paul comrented. "How did a sophisticated device like a

nmoti on-pi cture canera get there?"

"They can nmake themvery snmall these days," the Reverend said. "Actually, two
em grants shared their mass allotnent in this case, and three others in the
famly coll aborated by taking fragnents of a matching projector that could be
run by hand. Like this one." She patted it. "They yielded to need rather than
phi | osophy; neverthel ess, they were ingenious. Now we know how fortunate that
was. No one on Earth woul d have believed their story otherwise. This filmis

evi dence that cannot be ignored; sonething is happening on Planet Tarot,
sonet hi ng extraordi nary. The authorities want to know what."

"But why should they come to us?" Brother Paul asked. "I should think they woul d
send scientists with sophisticated equipnent.”

She noved one hand in an unconscious "be patient" gesture. "They did. But the
effect seens to be internmittent."”

Interm ttency—the scourge of repairmen and psychic investigators! How was it
possi bl e to understand sonething that operated only in the absence of the

i nvestigator? "Meaning the experts found nothi ng?" he asked.

"Correct But they also interviewed the colonists and assenbl ed a cat al ogue of
epi sodes. They di scovered that the nanifestations were confined to certain tines
and certain places—dsually. And they occurred only in the presence of

bel i evers.™

"This has a famliar ring," Brother Paul said. "The believer experiences; the
nonbel i ever doesn't. It is the way with faith." He renmenbered his own discussion
with the boys and girls of the village class; his belief had been stronger than
their disbelief.

"Precisely. Except that the skeptics of the colony were able to witness a few of
t he phenonmena. Whereupon they becane believers."

As Saul of Tarsus had witnessed the grandeur of God on the road to Damascus, and
becone Christian. As the village youths had w tnessed the power of nmartial arts.
"Bel i evers in what?"

"I'n whatever they saw. There may have been skeptics when the "danse nacabre"
recital began, but there were none at the end, because the skel etons were
tangi bl e. But there were other nmanifestations. In one case it was God—er at
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| east a burning bush that spoke quite clearly, claimng to be God."

Pr esunpt uous bush! "Sounds like a case for the priests, rabbis, or holy nmen."
"They were the next to investigate. They proceeded directly to the haunted
regions." She stopped, and Brother Paul did not pronpt her with another
question. She stared at the desk for sone tine, as though probing every fissure
inits rough grain, and finally resuned. "It was a disaster. Two resigned from
their mnistries, two had to be incarcerated as nentally inconpetent, and two
died. It seens they experienced nore Hell than Heaven. That is how the job
filtered down to us."

"Those apparitions actually killed. Took hunman |ife? No stanpede or other

physi cal cause?"

"Those apparitions, or whatever it was those peopl e experienced, actually did
destroy mnds and take human life." She faced Brother Paul squarely, and her
concern for himnmade her al nbst radiant. He knew she would turn the sane
expression on a wounded rattl esnake or a torn manuscript; that was what nade her
so lovely. "Now you know what | fear. Are you ready to go to Hell?"

Ready? He was eager! "It sounds fascinating. But what exactly would be ny

m ssion there? To exorcise the Devil of Tarot?"

"No. | fear that would be beyond your powers, or mne, or any of our Order." She
smled very briefly. "The holy nen who failed were prom nent, devout nen,

t horough schol ars, whose faith in their religions was tested and true. | find it

strange that they should have suffered so greatly, while the large majority of
the col onists, who represent a random sanpling of Earth, have had few such

probl ens. "

Br ot her Paul nodded. "Perhaps not so strange. It may be that training and belief
are liabilities in that situation."

"Perhaps. It is true that those who feel nbst strongly about religion obtain the
strongest response from Pl anet Tarot. Those whose prinmary concern is to feed
their faces—do just that."

As |uck would have it, a strong waft of the aroma of Brother Peter's hot bread
passed t hrough the room naking Brother Paul's nouth water. "Are you suggesting
that ny concern is to feed ny face?" he asked with a smle. Now that the nature
of the m ssion had been clarified, his tension was gone.

"You know better than that, Paul! But you are not a divinity specialist. Your
background is broader, touching many aspects of the hunman state. Myre than the
experience of nobst people. You know the neani ng of prayer—and of pipefitting. O
di vi nati on—and ganbling."

"Those are apt parallels."

"Thank you. You are aware of things that are beyond ny inagination." Brother

Paul fervently hoped so; had she any inkling of the m shnmash of notions that
coursed through his brain, she would be shocked. He was rem nded of a chil dhood
ganme his friends had played, called Heaven or Hell. One boy and one girl were
sel ected by ot to enter a dark closet. For one mnute he had either to kiss her
(Heaven) or hit her (Hell). Once Brother Paul had dreaned of taking the Reverend
into such a closet, and he had awakened in a cold sweat, horrified. The very
menory was appalling, now. Until that nenory was gone, he would not be fit

mat eri al for advancenent within the Holy Order of Vision

But she was unaware of this chasmw thin himan innocence for which he sincerely

thanked God. "I feel you would not concentrate exclusively on the religious
inmplications of the problem" she continued blithely. "You would relate to the
concerns of the colonists as well. Perhaps you will be able to ascertain not

only what happened to the priests, but why it doesn't happen to the col onists,
and why faith seens to be such a liability. But nore inportant—

"I think | anticipate you," Brother Paul nurnured.

"W want to ascertain whether this phenonenon is ultimately material or
spiritual. W have observed only the fringes of it so far, but there appear to
be el ements of both. One explanation is that this is a test for man, of his

com ng-of -age: that God, if you will, has elected to manifest Hinself to man in
this chall enging fashion. W do not want to ignore that challenge, and certainly
we do not wish to risk crucifying Christ again! But we also cannot afford to
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enbarrass ourselves by treating too seriously a phenonenon that nay have

conpl etely nundane roots."

"God has conpletely mundane roots," Brother Paul pointed out, with no negative
i ntent.

"But He al so has conpletely divine branches. The one without the other—

"Yes, | appreciate the delicacy of the problem"
"If this nmanifestation should actually stemfrom God, we nust recogni ze and
answer the call," the Reverend Mother said. "If it is a purely material thing,

we woul d i ke to know exactly what it is, and how it works, and why religion is
vulnerable to it. That surely will not be easy to do!" She paused. "Wy am| so
excited, Paul, yet so afraid? | have urged you not to go, yet at the sanme tinme—
Brot her Paul sniled. "You are afraid | shall fail. O that | will actually find
CGod there. Either would be nost disconfiting—for of course the God of Tarot is
al so the God of Earth. The God of Man."

"Yes," she said uncertainly. "But after all our centuries of faith, can we
really face the reality? God may not conformto our expectations, yet how could
we reject Hin? W nmust know Him It frightens nme! In short—=

"In short," Brother Paul concluded, "you want me to go to Hell—+to see if CGod is
there. "

&#8734;

Unknown

Consci ousness has been conpared to a mirror in which the body contenplates its
own activities. It would perhaps be a closer approximation to conpare it to the
kind of Hall of Mrrors where one mirror reflects one's reflection in another
mrror, and so on. W cannot get away fromthe infinite. It stares us in the
face whether we | ook at atons or stars, or at the becauses behind the becauses,
stretching back through Eternity. Flat-Earth science has no nore use for it than
the flat-Earth theol ogicians had in the Dark Ages; but a true science of life
must let infinity in, and never |ose sight of it... Throughout the ages the
great innovators in the history of science had al ways been aware of the
transparency of phenonena towards a different order of reality, of the

ubi qui t ous presence of the ghost in the machi ne—even such a sinple nachine as a
magnetic conpass or a Leyden jar. Once a scientist |loses this sense of mystery,
he can be an excellent technician, but he ceases to be a savant.

Arthur Koestler: The Ghost in the Machine

The Station of the Holy Order of Vision was, Brother Paul was forcibly rem nded,
well out in the sticks. It had not always been that way. This had once been a
ghetto area. In the five years of the Matter Transm ssion program officially
and popul arly known as MI and Enpty respectively, several billion human bei ngs
had been exported to about a thousand col ony planets. This was a rate that would
soon depopul ate the worl d.

But it was not the policy of the Holy Order of Vision to interfere in |ay
matters. Brother Paul could think his private thoughts, but he nust never try to
force his political or economc opinions on others. O, for that matter, his
religious views.

So now he trekked through the veritable wilderness surrounding the Station, past
the standi ng steel bones of once-great buildings projecting into the sky |ike
remmants of dinosaurs. During winter's snows the effect was not so stark; the
bones were bl anketed. But this was summer. Hi s destination was the |ingering,
shrinking technol ogical civilization of the planet. The resurging brush and
shrubs grew thicker and taller as he covered the kiloneters, as though their
growt h kept pace with his progress, then gave way on occasion to clusters of
dwel lings like nmedieval villages. Each popul ation cluster centered around sone
surviving bastion of technology: electricity generated froma water wheel, a
wood- fuel ed kiln, or industrial-scale windmlls.

Village, he thought. Fromthe sane Latin root as villa, the manor of a feuda

|l ord. Inhabited by feudal serfs called villains, whose ignorant nature lent a
somewhat different neaning to that word in |ater centuries. Society was
fragnmenting into its original conponents, under the stress of deprivation of
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energy. Electronics was virtually a dead science in the hinterlands where there
was no electricity; autonotive technol ogy was passé where there was no gasoline.
Hor sepower and handi crafts had quickly resunmed their fornmer proninence, and
Brot her Paul was not prepared to call this evil. Pollution was a thing of the
past, except in mining areas, and children today did not know what the term
"inflation" meant, since barter was the order of the day. People lived harder
Iives now, but often healthier ones, despite the regression of nedica

technol ogy. The enhanced sense of comunity in any given village was a bl essing;
nei ghbor was nore apt to hel p nei ghbor, and the discontented had gone away.

Li ght-years away.

However, he approached each village carefully, for the villains could be brutish
with strangers. Brother Paul was basically a nan of peace, but neither a

weakl ing nor a fool. He donned his Order habit when near popul ation centers to
make hinself nore readily identifiable. He would defend hinmself with words and
smles and humility wherever he could, and with physical neasures when all el se
fail ed.

Though he was a Brother of an Order with religious connotations, he neither
expected nor received free benefits on that account. He rendered service for his
night's board and | odgi ng; there was al ways denand for a nan handy with
mechani cal things. He exchanged news with the |ord of each nmanor, obtaining
directions and advice about |ocal conditions. Everyone knew the way to MI. Each
ni ght he found a different residence. In sone areas of the country, actua
primtive tribes had taken over, calling themsel ves Saxons, Huns, G nmerians,
Celts, or Picts, and in many respects they did resenble their historic nodels.
The Saxons were Anericans of northern European descent; the Huns were Anericans
of m ddl e European admi xed with Oriental descent; the C nmerians seened to be
derived fromthe former fans of fantasy adventure novels. Elsewhere in the
wor |l d, he knew, the process was simlar; there were even Incas in Asia. He
encountered one strong tribe named Songhoy whose roots were in tenth-century

Bl ack Africa. Their location, with ironic appropriateness, was in the badl ands
of black craters formed by savagely rapid and deep strip mining for coal. Once
there had been enough coal in Arerica to power the world for centuries; no nore.
The Holy Order of Vision, always hospitable to peaceful travelers, had
entertai ned and assi sted Shamans and Druids and other priestly representatives,
never challenging their beliefs or religious authority. A Voodoo w tch-doctor
could not only find hospitality at the Station, he could converse with Brothers
of the Order who took himconpletely seriously and knew nore than a little about
his practice. Now this policy paid off for Brother Paul. The small silver cross
he wore becane a talisman of anmazi ng potency wherever religion dom nated—and
this was nore extensive every year. Political power reached only as far as the
arm of the local strong man, but clerical power extended as far as faith could
reach. The laity gave way increasingly to the clerical authorities, as in

medi eval tinmes. Thus Brother Paul was harvesting the fruit of the seeds sown by
his Order. In addition, he had rather persuasive insights into the culture of

Bl ack societies, whether of ancient Africa or nodern America. He fared very
wel | .

After many pl easant days of foot travel he entered the sonmewhat vaguely defined
denesnes of twentieth-century civilization. Here there was electricity froma
central source, and radi o and tel ephones and autonotive novenent. He obtained a
ride on a tramdrawn by a woodburni ng steam engi ne; no diesels or coal-fired
vehi cl es renai ned operative, of course. The electricity here was generated by
sunlight, not fossil fuel, for MI was as yet unable to preenpt the entire |ight
of the sun for the em gration program "Mybe tonorrow," the wy joke went.

The reason for the |ack of clear boundaries to the region was that the electric
power lines did not extend all the way to the periphery, and batteries were
reserved for enmergency use. But radi o comunication reached sone di stance
farther out, so that selected offices could be linked to the news of the world.
At this fringe, wood was the fuel of choice where it was avail abl e.

This was a pl easant enough ride, allowi ng Brother Paul to rest his weary feet.
He felt a bit guilty about using the Order credit card for this service, but in
one day he traversed nore territory than he had in a week of foot travel. He
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coul d not otherw se have arrived on tine.

He spent this night at the Station of the Coordinator for the Order in this
region: the R ght Reverend Father Crowder. Brother Paul was sonewhat awed by the
august presence of this pepper-nmaned el der, but the R ght Reverend quickly nmade
hi m even |l ess at ease. "How | envy you your youth and courage, Brother! |
daresay you run the cross-country kil oneter in under three mnutes."

"Uh, sometimes—

"Never cracked three-ten nyself. O the five-mnute mle. But once | nanaged

fifteen honest pullups in thirty seconds on a rafter in the chapel." He smled
ruefully. "The chapel master caught nme. He never said a word—but, oh, the | ook he
gave ne! | never had the nerve to try it again. But |'msure you would never

all ow such a mnor excuse to interfere with your exercise."

Qovi ously the man knew sonet hi ng about Brother Paul's background—especially the
cal i sthenics he had been sneaking in when he thought no one was watching. He
hoped he wasn't bl ushing.

"The m ssion you now face requires a good deal nore nerve than that sort of
thing," Ri ght Reverend Crowder continued. "You have nerve, presence of m nd,
great strength, and a certain refreshing objectivity. These were qualities we
were looking for. Yet it will not be easy. Not only nust you face God—you nust
pass judgnent on His validity. I do not envy you this charge." He turned and put
his strong, weathered hands on Brother Paul's shoul ders. "God bl ess you and give
you strength,"” he said sincerely.

God bl ess you... Brother Paul swayed, closing his eyes in nonentary pain.

"Easy, Brother," the R ght Reverend said, steadying him "I know you are tired
after your arduous journey. Go to your roomand |ie down; get a good night's
rest. W shall see you safely on the bus to the mattermission station in the
nor ni ng. "

The Ri ght Reverend was, of course, as good as his word. Well rested and wel |l
fed, Brother Paul was deposited on the bus for a four-hour journey into the very
depths of civilization. Thus, quite suddenly, he cane to the MI station
Twenty-First Century Anerica.

He was net as he stepped down fromthe coach by an MI official dressed in a

rat her garish blue uniform "Very good," the young man said crisply, sourly
eyeing Brother Paul's travel-soiled Order robe. "You are the representative of
the Visual Order—

"The Holy Order of Vision," Brother Paul corrected himtolerantly. A Druid never
woul d have nade such an error, but this was, after all, a lay official. "Holy as
in "whole,' for we try to enbrace the entire spirit of —=

"Yes, yes. Please conme this way, sir."

"Not 'sir.'" | ama Brother. Brother Paul. Al nen are brothers— But the

i mperious functionary was al ready novi ng ahead, forcing Brother Paul to hurry
after him

He did so. "Before | go to the colony world, I'll need a source of direct
current electricity to recharge ny calculator,"” he said. "I'mnot an apt

mat hemati ci an, and there may be conplexities that require—=

"There isn't time for that!" the man snapped. "The shiprment has been del ayed for
hours pending your arrival, interfering with our progranm ng. Now it has been
slotted for thirty mnutes hence. W barel y—=

He shoul d have remenbered: Time, in the formof schedul es, was one of the chi ef
Gods of MI, second only to Power. Brother Paul had becone too used to a day
governed by the position of the sun. He had been |l ent a good watch along with
the calculator for this mssion, but had not yet gotten into the habit of

| ooking at it. "I certainly would not want to profane your schedule, but if | am
to do ny job properly—=

Wth a grimce of exasperation the man drew himinto a building. Inside was a
tel ephone. "Place an order for new batteries," he rapped out, handing the
transceiver to Brother Paul

Such efficiency! Brother Paul had lost famliarity with tel ephones in the past
few years. Into which portion of the device was he supposed to speak? He
conprom sed by speaking | oudly enough to catch both ends of it, describing the
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batteries. "Authorization granted," the upper part of the phone replied after a
click. "Pick themup at Supply."

"Suppl y?" But the phone had clicked off. That seemed to be the manner, here in
civilization.

"Conme on," the functionary said. "W'Ill catch it in passing." And they did; a
qui ck stop at anot her building produced the required cells. These people were
not very sociable, but they got the job done!

"And this," the man at the supply desk said, holding out a heavy netal bracelet.
"Ch, Brothers don't wear jewelry, only the Cross," Brother Paul protested. "W
have taken vows of poverty—=

"Jewelry, hell,"” the man snorted. "This is a nolecular recorder. There'll be a
conpl ete playback when you return: everything you have seen or heard and sone
things you haven't. This unit is sensitive to quite a few forns of radiation and
chemi cal conbinations. Just keep it on your left wist and forget it. But don't
cover it up."

Br ot her Paul was taken aback. "I had understood that this was to be a persona
investigation and report. After all, a machine can't be expected to fathom God."
"Ha ha," the supply man said without hunor. "Just put it on."

Rel uctantly Brother Paul held up his left arm The man cl asped the bracel et on
it, snapping it in place. He should have realized that the secul ar powers who
controll ed matterni ssion woul d not cooperate unless they had their secul ar
assurances. They did not care whether God had mani fested on Planet Tarot; their
God was the Machi ne. The Machi ne enbraced both Tinme and Power, ruling all. Yet
perhaps it was only fair; who could say in advance that the God of Tarot was not
a machine deity? Therefore it was proper that the Machine send its
representative, too

"And this," the supply man said, holding out a set of small rods, "is a
short-range transceiver. Hold it up, speak, this other unit receives. And vice
versa. Required equipnent for all our operatives."

"I am not your operative," Brother Paul said as gently as he could. He was, he
rem nded hinsel f, supposed to be a peaceful nan.

"Who' s paying your fare, round trip?" the man asked.

Br ot her Paul sighed. He who paid the piper, called the tune. Render unto Caesar,
et cetera. He took the transceivers and tucked theminto a pocket. He could
carry them he didn't have to use them

"Mnd," the supply man said, his brows furrow ng, "we expect this equipnment back
in good order."

"You can have it back now," Brother Paul said.

No one answered him He was whi sked into another building and subjected to
assorted indignities of exam nation and preparation. In their savage velocity
and cal | ousness, these procedures reni nded hi mvaguely of the strip nining he
had seen. Then he was hurried into the thernos bottle-like capsule and seal ed
in. All he had to do now was wait.

He exami ned the chanber. It was fairly |arge, but packed with unboxed equi pnent.
Crates woul d have been wasteful, of course; every gramcounted. Mst of it was
readily identifiable: hand-powered addi ng nmachi nes, spinning wheels, |oons,
treadl e- power ed sewi ng machi nes, nechanical typewiters, axes, handsaws, wood
stoves, and the like. A sensible shiprment for a colony that might be as backward
as the hinterlands of Earth itself.

Those addi ng nmachi nes bot hered him How could he justify his fuss about the

el ectronic calculator? He was out of tune with the technol ogy of his mission

Per haps he had been shortsighted. Was it rationalization to suggest that the
addi ng machi nes could not readily multiply or divide nunbers, do specialized
conversions, or figure the cube root of pi? A slide rule could do those things,
and it had no battery to run down. Wy hadn't he brought along a slide rule?
That woul d have been far nore in keeping with the phil osophy of the Holy Order
of Vision. The lay powers of Earth were using cal cul ators whose useful ness would
cease when their power sources expired. He, as a Brother, should be showi ng his
fellow man how to use slide rules that would function as |long as mnd and hands
remai ned.

"I ama hypocrite," he murrmured al oud. "May God correct and forgive ne."
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He | ooked at his watch—he was finally getting into that habit!—-and set the

el apsed-tinme counter. O course matterni ssion was supposed to be instantaneous,
the Theory of Relativity to the contrary, but there was this waiting tine, and
he m ght as well neasure that. He liked to count things anyway. It was better
than admtting that he was nervous.

Hi s eye caught the silver-colored band on his wist. It had an el aborate
decoration, like a nodernistic painting done in relief. No doubt that was to
conceal the lenses and nechanisns within it. Wien it was necessary to hide
sonething, fit it into a conplex container. As the crown-nmaker had done to
conceal the anount of base netal diluting the value of the supposedly pure gold
crown of Hieron, ruler of the ancient city of Syracuse. Except that Archinedes
had cried "Eureka!" and found it, utilizing the principle of water displacenent.
Probably the band was recording things now How fortunate it could not record
hi s thoughts! But what woul d happen when he wi shed to performa natura
function? Maybe he could hold that wist up over his head so the device couldn't
see anything. Yet suppose he did so, and suddenly heard it cry "Eureka!"?

He smiled at hinself. R diculous nortal vanity! Wiat did it nmatter what portion
of his anatony this device m ght perceive? Wen the |lay experts played back the
nmol ecul es, they would quickly be bored by the m nutiae of human water

di spl acenments. Let the mamchine capture and contain all the information it could
hold, until its cup brimrethed over

Abruptly it struck him a cup! This bracelet was |like the Cup of the Tarot,
containing not fluid but information. And the little transceivers—they were
Wands. His watch was the enblemof a third suit, Disks, for it was essentially a
di sk with markings, and hands pointing to the tine of day that in Nature was
shown by the original golden disk of the sun. Three suits. Wat mght be the
fourth, that of Swords?

That stymied himfor a nonent. Swords were representative of trouble, violence;
he had no such weapon on him Swords were also the suit of air, and while he had
air about him this didn't seemto apply. The sword was al so a scal pel,
signifying surgery or nedicine, and of course there was the cutting edge of

t hought —That was it! The sharpest, npst tangi ble thought was the synbolism of
nunbers, of mathematics. The cal culator! Thus he had a full roster of Tarot
synbolism Too bad he hadn't brought along a Tarot deck; that could have

di stracted himvery nicely.

Brot her Paul sat on a stove, waiting for the shipnent to ship. After all that
rush, they might at |east have gotten on with it pronptly once he was inside the
capsul e! But perhaps there were technical things to do, |ike sw tching coaches
onto other sidings or whatever, lining everything up for the big junp. It was
difficult to inmagine how, in this nineteenth-century setting, he could be jolted
to a world perhaps fifty light-years distant. He should have thought to inquire
exactly where Planet Tarot was; that seened nuch nore inportant now that he was
on the verge of junping there. Was a junp of seventy |ight-years nore hazardous
than a junp of twenty light-years? The concept of instantaneous travel bothered
himin a vague way, |like the disconfort of an incipient stomach disorder that

m ght or might not lead to retching. He would never understand how nattermn ssion
worked. Didn't old Albert Einstein know his math? Yet obviously it did exist—er
didit?

H s watch clained that only another m nute had passed since his last |ook, or a
total of two and a half minutes since he had set the counter. That didn't help;
subj ectively he had aged far nore than that!

There were chroni c whi spers about that objection of Relativity, runors al ways
deni ed by MI, yet persistent. Twentieth-century science had acconplished many

t hi ngs supposed to have been inpossible in the nineteenth century; why shoul dn't
twenty-first century science supersede the beliefs of the twentieth? Yet he
found that he now had the sane difficulty disbelieving in Relativity as he had
initially had believing in it. Suddenly, in the close confines of this capsule,
those whi spers were easy to believe. There was no doubt that Earth was being
depopul ated, and that such trenendous anounts of energy were being consunmed that
the whol e society was regressing, the victimof energy starvation. But there was
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al so no question that the em gration nechanism MI, had been deened inpossible
by the best human mi nds of the past. The obvious reconciliation: people were
departing Earth—but they weren't arriving at other planets. The whol e vast M
program coul d be a ruse to—

Suddenly his queasi ness gave way to acute cl austrophobia. He | ooked about
nervously for nozzles that might admit poisonous gas. The Jews in Nazi Gernmany,
hal f a century or so ago: they had been pronised relief—

No, that didn't nake sense! Why go to the trouble of sunmoning a single novice
of a semreligious Order to this el aborate setup? Anyone who wanted hi m out of
the way could find nuch | ess cunbersone neans to elinmnate hinm And the Order
woul d not suffer itself to be deceived like this. The Ri ght Reverend Father
Crowder woul d never countenance such a thing; of this Brother Paul was
absolutely sure. And the Reverend Mther Mary, angelic in her concern for the
good of all nen...

The Reverend Mdther Mary. Wiy fool hinself? He had agreed to undertake this

m ssion because she had asked himto. Ch, she had pl eaded the opposite, nost
charmingly. But he would have been diminished in her eyes if he had heeded that
pl ea.

This was no nore profitable a Iine of thought than the other had been. He was
here neither for death nor for |ove. He was supposed to ascertain the validity
of the God of Tarot, and the project fascinated him Wy distract hinself with
superficially unreasonabl e or inpossible things, when his actual assignnent
surpassed the unreason or inpossibility of either? How could a nmere man pass

j udgrment on God?

Brot her Paul drew out his calculator, his synbol for thought, his figurative
Sword of Tarot. It was an early nodel, perhaps twenty-five years old. An
antique, but it still operated. The Holy Order of Vision took good care of those
devices it preserved, perhaps fearing that one year there would be no reservoir
of technology but this. The cal cul ator had a nunmber of square white buttons, and
a nunber of square bl ack ones. By depressing these buttons in the proper order
he coul d set up any sinple mathenmatical problem and obtain an i medi ate
solution. Instantaneous—ike the travel between worlds! This was travel between
the worlds of concepts, not of space.

Idly he turned it on, watching the green zero appear in the readout w ndow.
"Two, " he murnrured, touching the appropriate button, and the zero was
transforned miraculously into 2. "Plus three—equals five." And the green 5 was
there ahead of him

Brot her Paul sniled. He liked this little machine; it nmight not rival the Col ony
conmputer, but it didits limted job well. "Let's renmenber that," he said,
punchi ng the MEMORY button, then the PLUS button. That should file the nunber in
the menory as a positive integer. Now he touched the CLEAR ENTRY button, and the
cheerful zero reappeared, as green as ever. He punched MEMORY and RECALL and the
5 returned. Good; the nenory was functioning properly.

"Let's convert it fromkilograns to pounds," he continued, for this was an old
conversions cal cul ator conplete with the archaic neasurenents, as befitted the
date of its origin. He touched the CONVERSI ONS button, then the M NUS button,

whi ch was now understood to represent kilograns. Then the D VIDE button, which
was now pounds. These doubl e designhations were initially confusing, but
necessary to make twenty buttons do the work of fifty. The answer: 11.023113.
"File that useless information in Menory Two," he said, punching MEMORY agai n
followed by 2, followed by PLUS, followed by CLEAR ENTRY. The readout returned
to zero. Oh, he had forgotten what fun this was! "Now the nunber 99999999

mul tiplied by the nunber in Menory One." He punched a row of eight nines, then
TI MES, then MEMORY, 1, RECALL, then EQUALS. He frowned.

A red dot had appeared in the | eft-hand corner of the readout. "Overload," he
said. "No roomfor a nine-digit nunber! Cear it out." He struck the CLEAR
button several tines, then turned off the calculator so as not to waste battery
power while he thought.

"Very well, he said after a nmonent. "Let's keep it within bounds. Miltiply
Menory One by Menory Two." He turned it on again and punched the necessary
sequence rapidly. Al he got were zeroes. "Ch, | forgot! Turning it off erases
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the menory! 1'Il have to start over." He punched in a new 5, put it in Menory
One, converted it fromkilos to pounds, put that into Menory Two, cleared the
readout, forgot what he was doing, and punched for Menory Two Recal|l. The result
was zero.

"Sonmething's wong," he said. He went through the sequence again, watching his
fingers nove fleetingly over the keys—and saw his error. He had m ssed the 2
button for Menory Two and hit the TIMES button instead. "Can't put it in TIMES
MEMORY! " he said. "That would nean |'d have to punch MEMORY Tl MES RECALL to get
it out, and the poor nmachine would think I1'd gone crazy and have to flash
overload lights at ne to jog nme out of it." As he spoke, he punched the foolish
sequence he had naned. The readout showed 11.023113.

Brot her Paul stared at that. Then he erased the sequence and went through it all
again, carefully punching the erroneous TIMES MEMORY, which was not supposed to
exi st. The sane thing happened: he got the nunber back. "But that neans this
thing has a third nenory—and it's only built for two," he said.

So he tested it nethodically, for there was nothing so intriguing to himas a
good nystery or paradox. He punched the nunmber 111 into Menory One, 222 into
Menory Two, and 333 into MEMORY TIMES. Then he punched out each in turn. Up they
came, |like the chosen cards of a sleight-of-hand magician: 111—222-0.

"Zero!" he exclained. "So it isn't true!" But just to be certain, he repeated
the process, this tinme checking TI MES MEMORY first—and the 333 appeared. He
checked for the 222 and found it, and then the 111-and it was there too. No
doubt about it; he now had three nmenories. But the third one was intermttent,
followi ng sone law of its own, as though it were half wld.

"Half wild..." he repeated al oud, thinking of sonething else. But if he got off
on that, he would not solve the present nystery. He glanced at his watch. He had
really gobbled up tine with his calculations! Ten mnutes, forty-two seconds,
give or take a second, since he had set the counter. How | ong woul d they dawdl e
about mattermtting this capsul e?

He cl eared the readout and punched MEMORY Tl MES again. The 333 reappeared. "A
ghost in the machine," he said. "A secret nenory, unknown to—

"So you found ne," a voice responded. "Yet | was al ways here, to be evoked."
Brother Paul's eyes flicked fromthe calculator to his watch—ten nm nutes,
forty-nine seconds—then lifted slowy. A man stood before him on the far side
of the sewi ng machi ne. He was young, but with receding hair and chin, as though
he had been subjected to early stress. No, that was a fal se characterization;
physi cal appearance had little to do with personality. "Sorry. | did not see you
arrive," Brother Paul said. "Are you traveling to Planet Tarot too?"

The man snmiled, but there was sonething strange about the way his nouth noved.
"Per haps—+f you so choose."

"I am Brother Paul of the Holy Order of Vision." He put forth his hand.

"I am Antares," the man said, but made no notion to accept the hand.

"Well, M. Antares—er is it Brother Antares? Are you another investigator?"

"It is only Antares. Sexual designations have little neaning to ny kind, and you
woul d not understand ny personal designation. Do you not know nme?"

Brot her Paul |ooked at himagain, nore carefully this tinme. This was just an

ordinary nan, wearing a dark tunic. "I regret that the only Antares | know of is
a bright red star."
"Exactly."

"You associate with the star Antares?" Brother Paul asked, perplexed.

"I amthe em ssary from Sphere Antares, yes," the man affirmed

"l was not aware that our col onies extended so far. Isn't Antares nmany hundreds
of light-years distant from Sol ?"

"About five hundred of your light-years, yes, in your constellation Scorpio. W
are not a colony, but a separate Sphere. There are nmany sapient Spheres in the
gal axy, and in other gal axies, each highly advanced in the center and fading in
technol ogy and conpetence at the fringe, owing to the phenonenon of spherica
regression. Thus each enpire has certain natural limts, depending on—
"Scorpio," Brother Paul said nusingly, grasping that portion of the alien's

di scussion to which he could relate. "The constellation."
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"The scorpion that slew Orion, in your nythol ogy," the man said agreeably. "Of
course, in real history, the constellation you call Oion's Belt is the center
of Sphere M ntaka, perhaps the largest and nost influential Sphere in this
sector of galactic space, with the possible exception of Sphere Sador. A giant,
certainly, but never slain by anything in our rather nore nodest Sphere!
Actual |y, war between the Spheres is virtually unknown, because of the problens
of comuni cation and transport."

Brother Paul was still belatedly assimlating the inplications. "Perhaps

m sunderstand. It al nbst seens that you inply you are a nan from a-a regine
centered in the region of the space known as—

"Not a man, Solarian Brother Paul. | am an Antarean, a sapient creature quite
alien to your type, except in intellect.”

"An alien creature!" Was this a joke? Brother Paul |ooked at his watch. The
counter indicated ten mnutes, forty-nine seconds. Wll, he would test Antares
statenment. "I regret that | have not encountered many alien creatures. Your form
appears human—er is that a mrage?"

"This is nmy Solarian host. My aura was transferred to this host so that | could
present to your species the technol ogy of matter transm ssion. |In exchange you
gave us controlled hydrogen fusion."

Matter transm ssion! "You brought us that breakthrough technol ogy?"

"True. It would otherwi se have been sone tine before your Sphere developed it.
The principles are foreign to the main thrust of your technol ogy, just as the
principles of hydrofusion are foreign to ours. In fact, historically, our
experts believed it was theoretically inpossible to acconplish such a process
artificially. Qur Theory of Absolutivity—=

This was a strange joke! "Antares, | would like to see you in your alien form
Wuld you mind materializing in that?" If this were a prank, that woul d expose
it!

The person before himfaded. In his place appeared a | arge anoebal i ke mass. On
its top, it erected a pattern of spongy knobs that flexed up and down |ike the
keys of a player piano. Then it flung out a pseudopod, a gl ob of gel atinous
substance that | anded a neter to the side connected to the main nmass by a
dwindling tendril. Fluid pulsed along this tendril, distending it, collecting at
the end, swelling the glob until it approached the size of the nmain body. The
process continued, making the glob even larger until at last it was the origina
body that was a glob, while the glob had expanded to the size of the origina
mass. Then the trailing tendril was sucked in. The creature now stood one neter
to the side of where it had stood before. It had taken one step

It faded, and the nman reappeared. "W Antareans nmay be slow, but there are few

pl aces we cannot go," he said. "I have returned to the formof ny human host so
that | may converse with you; | doubt that you are facile in ny native
| anguage. "

"Uh, thank you," Brother Paul said. "That was an inpressive denonstration. My |
touch you?"

"I regret you cannot," the alien said. "Both ny forns are insubstantial. You
perceive only an ani mation shaped by nmy aura, and this is possible only while we
endure in the process of transnission. You nay pass your appendage through the

i mge, but you will feel nothing."

"So you are a ghost," Brother Paul said. "An apparition w thout substance.

Nevertheless, | aminclined to make the attenpt." He reached forward slowy,
over the sew ng machi ne.

Antares did not retreat the way a joker mght. He stood still, waiting for the
t ouch.

There was no touch. Brother Paul felt a slight tingling, as of an electrica
charge that gave himan odd thrill but no physical contact. This was, indeed, a
ghost .

"Your aura! Amazing!" Antares exclainmed. "Never have | felt the Iike!"

This was strange, and far beyond the parameters of a practical joke. "My aura?"
"Sol arian Brother Paul, now | know | have never touched you before, for there
can be no other aura in your Sphere like yours. O in my own Sphere. Perhaps not
in the Spheres of Spica, Canopus, Polaris. or even huge Sador. | suspect there
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is none of greater intensity in all the galaxy, for only once in a thousand of
your years is there a statistical probability of -why did you not cone to ne
sooner ?"

Brot her Paul withdrew his hand, perplexed. "I do not know what you nean by
"aura.' | have never net you before—er any ot her ghost—and had no notion that
you were to acconpany nme on this mssion. Are you really a creature from anot her
regi on of space?"

"I really am" Antares said. "Mrre correctly, was. | faded out sone tine ago,
and remain only as the captive aura of this process. As you so aptly put it, the
ghost in the nmachine."

"l was speaking of the ghostly third nenory in this little calculator,"” Brother
Paul said. "It was designed to have only two nenories, yet—

"Allow me to exanine it," Antares said

Brother Paul held it out, and the alien passed his inmaterial hand through it
"Ah, yes. That is a nmenory, but not precisely of the other type. It is what you
call the constant: the figure retained for nultiple operations. Because every

el ement of this keyboard is dual-function, in certain cases that duality permts
a direct readout of the nornally hidden constant."

"The constant!" Brother Paul exclainmed. "O course! No ghost at all, nerely a

m sunder stood function. Like an autonom ¢ function of the body, not ordinarily
evoked consciously."

"Such conprehensi on cones naturally to our species," Antares said nodestly.

That rem nded Brother Paul. "You say your, er, Sphere traded with ours?
Matt erm ssion for hydrofusion?"

"The expense in energy of physical transport over interstellar distances nakes
mat eri al commerce unfeasible,” Antares said. "Therefore trade is largely
confined to information. Since you possess technol ogy we | acked—

"But if you are so advanced, why couldn't you devel op controll ed hydrogen fusion
your sel ves?"

"For nmuch the sanme reason you could not devel op instantaneous transm ssion of
matter. Qur node of thinking was incapable of fornulating the necessary
concepts. In our framework, artificial hydrofusion is—er was—nconceivable. W
are a protean, flexible species. W do not think in ternms of either magnetics or
| asers. We are adept at flexible circuitry, at the sciences of flow ng

i npedences. Thus, for us, matter-m ssion technology is a natural, if conpl ex,
node. You Sol arians are a thrust culture; you poke with' sticks, thrust with
swords, and burn with fierce, tight |asers. For you, laser-controlled atomc
fusion is natural."

That seened to nmake sense, although it seened to Brother Paul that the
Antarean's ready assimlation of the calcul ator operation indicated a certain
conpetence with magnetic circuitry. Probably the term "magnetic" had a different
meaning for the alien, though. Man had been incapabl e of conceptualizing any
physical velocity faster than that of the speed of light in a vacuum Mn's node
of thought sinply could not adnmit the alien possibility of instantaneous travel;
therefore that science had been out of the question. Thought, not physics, had
been the limting factor

And what of God? Was nman i ncapabl e of conceptualizing His true nature? If so,
Brot her Paul's present m ssion was dooned.

"So you traded with us," Brother Paul said, returning to a sinpler |evel of
thought. "You needed fusion for power, and we needed natter transm ssion for
transport. Qur own hydrofusion generators are now nonopolized for the trenmendous
power needed for the MI program"”

"So it would seem This is a very foolish course you are pursuing, but it seens
as though all emerging cultures nust pass through it. If rationality does not
abate it, the exhaustion of resources does. Only through Transfer is

i nter-Spherical enpire possible. Spherical regression otherw se presents a
virtually absolute Iimt to the extent of any culture—as you wll discover."
Agai n, Brother Paul clung to what he could. "Transfer?"

"Wth your aura, you do not know of Transfer?"

"l know neither aura nor Transfer. In fact | know nothing of your society."
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"Your administrators did not informthe popul ace?"

"Apparently not. 1'd like to know about you personally, too."

"Then | shall gladly explain. It has been long since any creature expressed
personal interest in nme." Antares paused, and for an instant Brother Paul saw
the outline of the alien protoplasm shimrering |ike a hovering soul. "Every
living thing we know of has an aura, a field of life-force perneating it.
Solarians termit the Kirlian aura—

"Ah, that | have heard of!" Brother Paul said. "I believe it is the sane as the
aura described by Dr. Kilner, and |ater photographed by the Russian scientist
Kirlian. But | understood it was nerely an effect of water vapor in the vicinity
of living bodies."

"Perhaps the water vapor is associated with the photographic or visual effects,"”
Antares said. "But the aura itself is nore than this. It cannot be detected by
ordi nary means, although certain machi nes can neasure its inprint, and entities
of intense auras can perceive other intense auras. | was a high-aura creature,
and you are the highest-aura creature inagi nable. Therefore our auras interact,
and we perceive each other. You have no doubt perceived auras of others
simlarly, and supposed these to be flukes of your inmagination."

"Maybe | have," Brother Paul agreed. There had been sonme strange phenonena in
his past, now that he considered the matter in this light. Yet he was not
satisfied. "Wiy shoul dn't we perceive each other now, without the interaction of
auras?"

"Because | am dead," Antares said.

Brot her Paul had al ready becone aware of the strangeness of this entity, so he
took this statenment in stride. He glanced at his watch again, noting that ten

m nutes and forty-ni ne seconds had el apsed since the setting of the counter. It
had seenmed |longer. He fixed on a single facet, again. "You are really a ghost?"
"The ghost in the nachine."

Brother Paul tried to organize his reactions, get his tongue in gear. "Actually,
the human brain, with its nysterious separation of powers in its two

hem spheres, has qualities that are obscure to our understanding. Nature had to
have had good reason for that seem ng duplication. W know that the left

hem sphere relates to the right side of the body, and handl es abstract

anal ytical thought and | anguage functions, while the right heni sphere handl es
space patterns, inagery, nusic and artistic functions. Just as two eyes provide
the basis for triangulation, hence depth perception, perhaps two brains multiply
the human quality as well as quantity of thought." He shook his head. "But | am
babbling. My point is that the henispheric union is as yet inperfect.
Crazy-seening things spring fromit, visions and hallucinations occur at tines.
So while it is possible that you are what you claimto be, the ghost of an alien
creature, it is rather nore likely that | amsuffering a sinilar derangenment—
"Sol arian Brother!" Antares protested. "Your aura is so strong, it enables

mani f estati ons that could not otherw se occur. Your divided brain is inperfect,
vastly conplicating your thinking processes, but | amnot a phantasm of your

i magi nation. | aman aura trapped in the mechanismof the matterm ssion unit. W
did not know the units had this property, but of course no one has ever fathoned
conpletely the technol ogy of the Ancients from which both matterni ssion and
Transfer derive."

What difference did it nmake, really, whether this creature was real or

i magi nary? He was certainly entertaining! "You said you were dead."

"My Sphere, seeking trade, Transferred the auras of its npbst suitable nenbers to
the bodi es of sapient aliens of other Spheres, aninmating them" Antares

expl ained. "I was lucky enough to find this host: a Solarian who had |ost his
own aura and becone a nenber of the living dead, a soulless creature. | |ocated
the Solarian authorities after sone difficulty and convinced them of ny
authenticity, but precious time had been lost. You see, the aura of a Transferee
in an alien host fades at the rate of about one intensity a day, for reasons we
do not yet understand, and when it drops to the sapient norm—-

"The alien soul becomes subnerged by the host," Brother Paul finished with
sudden insight. Al of this was incredible, yet it had its ow logic, |ike that
of non-Euclidean geonetry. In this day of non-relativistic physics, why not?
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"True. My natural aura was ninety tinmes the ordinary intensity, as nmeasured by
our calibration. That is very high. Not half as high as yours, however. So | had
only three of your nonths to act, and nore than half that period was exhausted
by the tine | made contact. Because your scientists needed tinme to construct the
first matterm ssion unit, after they had been persuaded that it was even
theoretically possible—

"You faded away to nothing before you could return to Star Antares." Brother

Paul said. What singular courage this alien had had, to undertake such a

m ssion! Traveling in spirit to an alien body, to convince people of a truth
they knew was i npossi ble—and giving his own life in the process. This creature
must have had a good deal nore than aura going for him he had to have had
intelligence, determ nation, and nerve. Brother Paul had thought his own m ssion
special; now he saw that it was ordinary in conparison to that of Antares

"l faded down to sapient norm" Antares agreed. "There is no fading bel ow that,
except in illness or physical death. But nmy native identity was gone then, as
the host-body dom nated. Once the first mattermission unit was ready, the

Sol ari ans shipped nmy Sol ari an host to ny hone Sphere, together with a nucl ear
fusion expert, honoring the bargain | had nmade. But | was dead."

"Except that you aren't dead!"

"My aura was enhanced by the matterm ssion nachine, and that returned ny
identity to ne," Antares agreed. "But ny host was gone; | could not exist
outside this unit. The machine is now ny host, and | amnow its constant, as in
your calculator. | cannot manifest at all unless evoked by soneone like you with
the interest and aura to nake it possible. Wen you arrive at your destinati on—
Brot her Paul |ooked at his watch again. Still ten m nutes, forty-nine seconds.
He was certain now, no tinme at all had passed since Antares had appeared. He was
in the process of suffering a potent hallucination. Maybe. "But if | can see you
and hear you, others can too; we can open the capsule before it mattermts—

"W are in matternission now. Did you not conprehend?"

"Now? But | thought the process was instantaneous!"”

"That it is, Solarian Brother."

Brot her Paul nulled that over. An extended dialogue in zero tine? Well, why not
one nore inpossibility! "Who are these 'Ancients' you nentioned? Wiy don't they
get you out of this fix?"

"They are extinct, as far as we know. They perished three mllion Solarian years
ago, leaving only their phenonenal ruins."

"Rui ns? But you said the mattern ssion equi pnent derived from-=

"Sonme few of their ruins have functioning conponents. Mst of the advanced
technol ogy has been reconstituted fromthe far nore advanced sci ence of the

Anci ents by those contenporary species capable of recogni zing the potential of
what they discovered. There may be Ancient ruins in your own Sphere, but if your
i ndividuals did not recogni ze them for what they were, they may have been
destroyed. Chief anong these technol ogical reconstitutions in other Spheres is
Transfer—the nmeans by which | cane to Sphere Sol. That secret we will not share
with you, for its value is neasurel ess, and your speci es—pl ease do not take

unbr age—Amy not be mature enough to handl e this know edge safely."

Brot her Paul suddenly realized that he liked this alien ghost, even if Antares
were nerely a fignment of his own inmagination. "I take no unbrage; | regard ny
own species with simlar msgivings, at tinmes. | suppose you nay be considered a
fignment of ny mnd, or as you put it, of nmy aura. Yet you have provided ne
confort and interest during a nervous period."

"Do not underestinate the capacities of aura, friend Solarian,"” Antares replied
equably. "In ny brief tenure in Solarian form| cane to know sone of the nature
of your kind, alien as it is to ny prior experience. Many of your nysteries are
explicable in terns of aura, as you will know when you achi eve aural science.
Your water-divining nerely reflects the aural interaction with hidden water or
metals. Your 'faith healing' constitutes a |imted exchange of auras, the well
one augnenting the failing one. What you call telepathy is another aura
phenomenon: the nomentary overl appi ng of aural currents such as we experience at
this nmonent. When an entity dies, his aura may dissipate explosively, like a
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supernova, flooding the environnment for an instant, forcing sudden awareness
upon those who are naturally attuned. C ose friends, or entities with very
simlar aural types. Thus a sl eeping person may suffer a vision at the instant
of his friend' s dem se.™

Ant ares vani shed. Brother Paul junped up, alarnmed. "Antares!" he cried. But
there was nothing except the treadl e sewi ng machi ne.

Then he realized that the matter transm ssion was over. He had arrived. The
alien aura could manifest only while the Ancient reconstituted equipnment was in
operation. Wen the machi ne was turned off, the constant was lost—as in his

cal cul ator.

He | ooked at his watch. Eleven minutes, fifteen seconds. Tinme was noving again;
the infinite expansion of instantaneity had ceased. He was back in the rea
world, such as it was. Wichever world it was.

Brother Paul felt a poignant loss. "If ny aura is as potent as you say, brother
alien, I will summon you again," he prom sed aloud. "Antares, you have been a
good conpani on, and we have nuch nore to discuss. Maybe on ny return hop..."
But whom was he fooling? He had suffered a hallucination in transit, as he
under st ood sonme people did, in this manner soothing his extreme nervousness
about the matterm ssion. Better to shut up about it.

"Farewel |, alien friend," he murnured.

3
Action
The Statenment Bel ow is TRUE

The Statenent Above is FALSE

Brot her Paul blinked in bright sunlight. He stood at the edge of a field of
grain of an unfamiliar type. It could be a variety of wheat; Earth exported
hybrid breeds of the basic cereals as fast as they could be devel oped, searching
for the ideal match with alien conditions. There were so nmany variabl es of |ight
and gravity and soil and climate that the only certain verification of a given
type's viability was the actual harvest. This field | ooked healthy; the stalks
were tall and green, reflecting golden at the tops, rippling attractively with
the vagaries of breeze: a likely success. O course nere appearance coul d be
deceptive; the grains might turn out woody or bitter or even poi sonous, or |oca
fauna might infiltrate the field and consume the harvest in advance. In any
event, it would be quite a job threshing by hand what wheat there was.

Not far distant rose a fair-sized nound. He was intrigued by the bright colors
on one side of it. He wal ked out to inspect this curiosity. It turned out to be
a conpost pile formed fromthe refuse of the field: stalks and | eaves shaped
into a cup-shaped pile to catch and hold the rain, since water was necessary to
pronot e deconposition.

Brot her Paul snmiled. He saw this mound as a |iving process of nature, returning
to the soil the organic nmaterial that was no | onger needed el sewhere, one of the
great rejuvenating phenonena of existence. Wat better synmbol could there be of
true civilization in harmony with nature than a functioning conpost pile? In a
fundanmental respect the conpost did for Iife what the Holy Order of Vision was
trying to do for mankind: restore it to its ideal state, formng fertile new
soil for future generations. There could be no higher task for a nman or a

soci ety than this!

The bright colors turned out to be small balloons nestling in the Iinmted shade
the mound provided. There were red, green, yellow, and blue ones, and shades

bet ween. Had sone child left themhere as an offering to the soil? This seened
unl i kely, since the technol ogy for naking plastic balloons would hardly have
been exported to this colony world in |ieu of nore vital processes. Had a child
brought balloons fromEarth, that child would hardly have |l eft them carel essly
ina field. Brother Paul put forth his hand to pick one up. It popped at his
touch. It was nothing but a tenuous nenbrane, hardly nore substantial than a
soap bubble. No wonder these were in shade; nmere sunlight would w pe them out!
Maybe they were an alien exudation fromthe conpost, the gas inflating a col ored
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film Pretty, but of limted duration. One had to expect new things on new
worlds, little things as well as inportant ones.

Ti me was passing. No wel coming party? He saw no one here. Didn't they care about
the shipnent? Did they know about it? Apparently these transm ssions were
sonewhat random at the convenience of the crowded schedule of M. Wth a

t housand col ony pl anets and perhaps five nmajor settlenents per world to keep
track of —ell, that was about five billion people, over half of Earth's

pre- exodus popul ati on. Planet Tarot was |ucky to get any followup at all! So
this shipment had probably caught the colonists by surprise. The inpact of
arrival would have alerted them however, and they would hustle over to unl oad
the capsul e before it shuttled back to Earth.

Shoul d he give thema head start by carrying out sone of the equipnent hinself?
The fact that he was here on a specialized mssion did not prevent himfrom
maki ng hi nsel f useful, and he coul d use the exercise.

He turned—and spi ed sonet hing beyond the capsul e receiver building. There was a
stone, a block—no, a throne, there anid the wheat! A girl was seated upon it, a
|l ovely, fair-haired creature, a veritable princess. Wat was she doing here?

He started toward her. But as he did, the lady rose and fled through the field,
her queenly robe flowi ng behind her. "Wait!" he called. "I'"'mfromEarth!" But
she continued to run, and she was surprisingly fleet. Coviously a healthy girl.
Brot her Paul gave up the chase. She was frightened, and he woul d gain nothing by
pursui ng her, though he could surely catch her if he tried. This whole situation
seenmed even nore peculiar, followi ng his experience with the alien ghost.

He stopped short. "Key Three!" he exclainmed. The lady on the throne in the field
of wheat—the card nunbered the third Major Arcanumin the Tarot deck, titled the
Enpr ess.

This was Pl anet Tarot, where real cards had been ani mated. But he had not
anticipated anything this soon, this literal

Was this another ghostly manifestation? Had it all been in his mnd? If so, his
judgrment on this mssion was al ready suspect What woul d the recorder's playback
show? He wi shed he coul d peek, but of course he had no projector, and did not
understand his bracelet's operation anyway. Regardl ess, the lady had certainly
seened genui ne, and nost attractive despite (because of?) her tinmdity.

A pl anet where Tarot inmages becane literal. Brother Paul paused, thinking about
that, stimulated by this sudden evidence of the fact. He had sawed pi ne wood, as
part of his chores for the Order, and during the sonetines tedious hand | abor
his mnd, as was its wont, had conjured a parallel between pine and the Tarot.
The wood was |ight and white outside, easy to saw and handl e, easy to burn, but
not of too much substance. The heart of pine, in contrast, was rock-hard and
dense, saturated with orange-colored sap. It would | ast for decades without
decoying, and the termtes, whose favorite food was soft pine, would not touch
the heartwood. It burned so fiercely that it soon destroyed netal grates and
brick fireplaces. The queen of firewbods! The Tarot seened |ike that:
superficially interesting, the pictures |ending thenselves readily to
interpretation by amateurs. But if one del ved deeply enough, one encountered the
heart - of - Tarot —and t hat was deep and dense and difficult, stretching the mnd
through the fourth and fifth di nensi ons of thought and tinme. Few people could
handle it, but for those who persevered, the rewards were profound and | asting.
Br ot her Paul regarded hinself as on the verge between white wood and orange
wood, a novice trembling at the portal of True Meaning, hardly know ng what he
woul d di scover ahead. Wbul d he make progress, here on Pl anet Tarot?

Well, the throne of the Enpress remained. He could check this out very quickly.
He wal ked up to it, glancing around at the | andscape as he did. This was a
beautiful place, with what appeared to be a vol canic nountain rising just beyond
the field, and near it a ridge of brightly colored rock. The air was warm and
the gravity so close to that of Earth that he felt no disconfort at all. He
woul d never have taken this for a haunted pl anet!

There was no doubt about it. This was a genui ne Tarot Enpress throne. O
sonething close to it. It was fashioned of dense, polished wood rather than
stone; he was aware that there might not be suitable stone here. One side of it
was carved with the design of a six-sided shield bearing a carving of a
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t wo- headed eagle. He could not safely assune such synbolismto be coincidence,
but neither could he be sure it was not. So there was doubt after all. There

al ways was.

Sturdy wooden pillars supported a pavilion roof shading the throne. A necessary
precaution; even the fairest enpress would suffer if she sat all day in the
direct glare of the sun. Still..

A horrendous growl startled him He junped, orienting on the sound, and saw a
huge, sinuous, catlike creature charging at him The thing seened to have five
| egs. Maybe its tail was prehensile.

Fromthe lady to the tiger! Brother Paul dodged around the throne. The creature
maneuvered to follow him Catlike, but no feline; the articulation of its linbs
was alien in sonme obscure but inpressive manner. It was not that they bent
backward at the joints; that did not appear to be the case. But the bending had
a different aspect—

No tine to cogitate on that now This thing nust mass 150 kil ograns—twi ce

Brot her Paul's own weight—and there was little doubt of its intent. It regarded
hi meither as an eneny or as prey!

It woul d have helped if the authorities had advised himof such details of the
pl anetary ecol ogy. But probably they hadn't known. He shoul d have renmi ned
inside the capsule until a colonist-guide cane for him he had only hinself to
blame for this difficulty.

Br ot her Paul dodged around the throne again, but the tiger-thing had anticipated
him It bounded around the other way, reversing course with eerie ease, and
abruptly confronted him its forel egs outstretched.

Brot her Paul suffered one of those flashes that are supposed to conme to people
faci ng sudden death. The creature's extremties were not claws or hoofs;
instead, they resenbled | eather gloves or nmttens. They were forked, with the

| arger part hooking around in a senmicircle like a half-closed hand, but without
fingers; the smaller part was |ike an opposable thunb. The dexterity of this
"hand" could in no way approach that of the human appendage, and the call oused
pads on the outside edges showed that this was prinmarily a running foot rather
than a mani pul ati ve hand. Yet a hoof or paw woul d have been nuch better for
runni ng! What was the purpose in this wenchlike structure?

The tiger pounced at him its strange feet extended as though to box him except
that it was not his torso that was the target. He junped, high and to the side,
so that the creature mssed him The aninmal's forefeet jerked back, while the
clublike hind feet struck forward. It actually landed on its hind feet, flipping
over backward

Had he renmmined in place, Brother Paul realized, those forefeet would have
hooked his ankles, and those hind feet would have hit himw th sufficient force
to break his legs. Crippled, he woul d have been easy prey. This was not a type
of attack known on Earth, but it was surely as brutally effective as teeth or
tusks or cl aws.

The tiger wheel ed about, recovering its posture with the help of its prehensile
tail, and sprang again. This tinme it | eaped higher, learning with di smaying
rapidity. But Brother Paul did not junp again. He spun to face away fromit,
droppi ng simultaneously to his knees, and caught its right foreleg in the crook
of his right arm Then he rolled forward, hauling on that captive |leg. This was
i ppon seoi nage, the one-arm shoul der throwthe first judo techni que he had ever
tried on an animal, terrestrial or alien. And with luck, the |ast!

The tiger's hind feet cane forward in its bone-breaking reflex. They gl anced
jarringly off Brother Paul's back and right shoul der, and one clipped his head.
Those hind feet were |ike sl edgehamers; he saw a bright flash of |ight as the
optic region of his brain took the shock

He had tried the wong technique. Since the tiger nornmally caught hold of its
prey's |inbs and broke them he had nerely set hinself up for the strike by

hol ding the creature. A man woul d have been thrown over Brother Paul's back, but
the tiger's balance and torque were different. He was lucky it had not knocked
himout; if he nmade another m stake, that luck was unlikely to hold.

Still, he retained a hold on its foreleg. He hauled on it and tried to rol
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again. This tine the creature rolled with him for its monentumwas spent and it
had not been able to get back to its feet. It flipped onto its back, and Brother
Paul started to apply a hol d-down—but realized he woul d then be at the nmercy of
those battering hind | egs.

I nstead, he flipped about and caught hold of the nearest hind | eg. Then he

| eaned back, extended both of his own feet, and cl anped his knees around that
limb. This was a | eglock that would have been illicit in judo, but what were
human legality in a life-and-death struggle with an alien creature? This was not
at all the type of situation he had antici pated when he had joined the O der!

Br ot her Paul arched his back, bucked his hips forward, and drew on the captive

| eg, putting pressure on the joint. He had no idea whether this techni que woul d
work on such a creature, but felt it was worth a try. A man woul d have screaned
in agony at about this tine...

The tiger screamed in agony. Startled by this unexpected success, Brother Paul

|l et go, just as he would for a hunan opponent who tapped out, admtting defeat.
Too late, he remenbered that this was no hunan sportsnan, but a creature out to
break his bones. Now he was in for it!

But the tiger had had enough. It rolled to its feet, steadied itself with its
tail, and | eaped away as rapidly as it had cone. Brother Paul stood and watched
it bound across the rippling sea of wheat, relieved. He hadn't wanted to hurt
it, but had thought he would have no other choice. He was bruised, disheveled,
and a bit |ightheaded, but basically intact. It could have been worse—nuch

wor se!

Motion attracted his eye. People were approaching: half a dozen nen. They were
arnmed, carrying |long spears—no, these were tridents, |ike el aborate pitchforks,
excel lent for stabbing an animal while holding it at bay. Effective against a
man, too.

Sonewhat nervously, Brother Paul awaited the party's approach. This, too, was
not precisely the wel cone he had anti ci pat ed.

As they canme closer he saw that these nmen were being careful rather than
aggressive. They | ooked all about, weapons ever at the ready, as though afraid
sonet hi ng hazardous to bones m ght conme boundi ng in.

"Hello," Brother Paul called. "I'"'mfromEarth, on a special mnission."

The nen gl anced at each other neaningfully. "Wat is your faith?" one asked.

"I am Brother Paul of the Holy Order of Vision. However, |I'mnot here to join
your society. | am supposed to— But he broke off, uncertain of their reaction
Agai n, the exchange of gl ances. "Vision," the spokesman said approvingly. He was
a heavyset, black-haired nman with fairly deep frown-1ines about his nouth that
showed even when he was trying to smle, as now. "A good selection. But | did
not know it was a warrior cult."

Warrior cult? "The Holy Order of Vision is a pacifistic denom nation, seeking

al ways the route of |east—=

"Yet you fought the Breaker."

The Breaker. A fitting description! "Self-preservation conpelled ne. | don't
believe | danaged the creature."

A third exchange of glances. "The question is, howis it that the Breaker did
not darmage you! We nust always travel in armed parties to fend off its savagery,
during that part of the day when it is present."

Evidently they knew the routine of the Breaker, and this was its office hour.
That woul d expl ain why they had not rushed up to greet himinstantly; they had

had to organize their troop and proceed with due caution. "l suspect | was
pretty lucky," Brother Paul said. "I managed to frighten it away just when
thought I'd | ost”

"Even so," the spokesman said dubi ousl y—his face was very good at dour

expressi ons—your God surely watches over you well."

"My God is the sane as your God," Brother Paul said nodestly—and was amazed at
the reaction this brought. Evidently he had cormitted a faux pas.

"W shall introduce ourselves," the man said, gruffly easing the awkwardness. "I
amthe Reverend Siltz of the Second Church Comruni st, spokesman for this party
by consent of the participants.”

Brot her Paul's face never even twitched. After Antares the gelatinous alien, a
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living Tarot Enpress, and the Breaker, what was a little anomaly like a
Conmuni st Church? "d ad to make your acquai ntance, Reverend Siltz," he said. The
man did not offer to shake hands, so Brother Paul nerely nodded affirmatively as
he spoke.

The man to the Reverend's right spoke: "Janson, Adventist." And, in turn, the
others: "Bonly, Mason." "Appernet, Yoga." "Smth, Swedenborgian." "MI|Iler, Vegan
Vegetari an. "

"W were expecting you," Reverend Siltz said gruffly. "W were not inforned of
your precise time of arrival, but the matter is of sone concern to us." Here one
of the others stifled a snort, rem nding Brother Paul again of the intricate
currents that fl owed beneath this troubled surface. Wiat had he gotten into?
Reverend Siltz scow ed, but continued, "Church Comruni st was selected by lot in
accordance with the Covenant to encounter you initially and proffer hospitality
for the duration of your mission. This denotes no coment on the validity of
your m ssion, or our opinion of sane. You are of course free to choose an

al ternate accommbdati on, as you pl ease. The Order of Vision has no station
here. "

Currents indeed! Had the | ot chosen an eneny to host him or was this nerely
excessive formality? He woul d have to navigate his shallow craft carefully,

until he knew nore of this peculiar situation. "I am pleased to accept your

of fer, Reverend, hoping ny presence will not inconvenience you or cause you
enbarrassnent . "

Now Siltz nmade an honest snile. "W know of your Order. Hosting you will be a
privilege."

So acceptance had been the right decision. Maybe the man's gruffness had been in
anticipation of denurral, so that he would not |ose face when Brother Paul did
the expected. But it could al so have stemmed from sone other factor, such as
this evident individuality of gods, as though each religion had its own separate
deity. Brother Paul made a silent prayer that he would not nake too many w ong
deci sions here. How fortunate that the reputation of his Order extended even to
di stant planets! O course this colony, like all the others in the human sphere,
could not be nore than four years old, five at the nbst, so the colonists would
have carried their know edge of religious sects with themfromEarth. So this
was really no mracle.

Reverend Siltz swung about to orient on the capsule receiver building, his

nmoti on and nmanner rem nding Brother Paul not too subtly of the Breaker. "Now we
must unl oad, before it mattermts out. Is it a good shipnent?"

"Sewi ng machi nes, spinning wheels, stoves," Brother Paul said as they wal ked
toward it. "Carding tools, axes—

"Good, good!" Reverend Siltz said. "They have dowered you well." There was a

mur mur of agreenent, surprising Brother Paul. He suffered a two-1evel thought:
first, the confirmation that he was not conpletely wel cone here, so had been
"dowered," as though he were an unpretty bride requiring a nonetary inducenent
to make himand his mission pal atable; and second, the reaction to the shipnent.
O course such artifacts were useful, but did these colonists have no yearnings
for the nore advanced products of civilization?

The next two hours were spent unloading. It was heavy work, but no one stinted;
all the men were husky, and Reverend Siltz applied hinself as vigorously as any
of them Yet throughout, Brother Paul was aware of a certain diffidence,
directed not at himbut occurring anong the col onists thensel ves, as though not
one of themtrusted the others conpletely. Wat was the problem here?

At last the job was done. "Good, good!" Reverend Siltz said with satisfaction as
he viewed the equi pnment piled somewhat haphazardly at the edge of the
wheat-field. "Tonorrow the wagon conmes." They covered each itemw th one of the
light plastic tarpaulins provided by the shipper, and organi zed the return

mar ch.

As they passed the throne, Brother Paul wanted to inquire about the girl he had
seen there, but hesitated; it could be that femal e colonists were not pernitted
direct contact with strange nmen. That woul d explain why she had fled, and nake
any question about her presence inappropriate. In a society as cult-ridden as
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this one seened to be, the status of wonen was open to question

Behind the ridge was a village, not nuch nore than two kilometers fromthe
capsul e receiver. Brother Paul could have run it in six nminutes or so, had he
known where to go, but he doubted that the girl could have had tinme to arrive
here, alert the village, and send this party back before he finished with the
Breaker. Reverend Siltz must have been on the way the nonment the capsul e had
arrived. Planet Tarot evidently had no el ectronic comunications or notorized
transportation, so foot power and observation were inportant here, just as they
were on the better part of Earth, now.

A sturdy stockade of wooden posts surrounded the village, each post polished and
handsonme. Brother Paul had | earned sonethi ng about the various kinds of wood
during his Order tenure, but had never seen wood like this. "The heart of
heart - of - pi ne," he murnured.

The houses inside were of the sanme kind of wood, constructed of notched | ogs
cal ked with nud. Their roofs were sod, in nost cases, with thick grass grow ng
on them and even snall flowers. Prinmitive but tight, he was sure. Here and
there, in the shade, were nore clusters of the col ored bubbles he had noted by
the conpost pile. So they could not be purely a product of organic

deconposi tion.

"What are these?" Brother Paul asked, stooping to touch one. It did not pop, so
he picked it up carefully—-and then it popped. Evidently sonme of the bubbles were
stronger than others.

"Tarot Bubbles," Reverend Siltz responded. "They grow everywhere, especially at
night. They are of no value, like mildew or weeds. C ever children can nake
castles of themon cloudy days. W keep them out of our houses so they will not
contami nate our food."

How qui ckly a pretty novelty becane a nui sance! But Brother Paul could
appreciate the colonists' desire to keep proliferating growths away fromtheir
food; the residues night be harm ess, but why ganbl e? Mdst germs on Earth were
harm ess too, but those that were not were often devastating.

In the center of the village was a pile of wood. Al around it people were
wor ki ng. Men were saw ng pl anks, or rather scraping them form ng nounds of
curly shavings. Children gathered these shavings by arnfuls, depositing themin
patterns near seated | wonmen. The wonen seened to be carding the shavings,
stretching out the fibers of the wood so that they resenbled cotton. This was
sone wood

Reverend Siltz halted, and the other menbers of the party stopped with him
bowi ng their heads in silent respect. "Tree of Life, God of Tarot, we thank
thee," Siltz said formally, and nade a genuflection to the pile of wood.

Tree of Life? God of Tarot. Brother Paul knew the Tree of Life as the di agram of
meani ngs associ ated with the Cabal a, the anci ent Hebrew system of
nunber -al cheny. And the God of Tarot was what he had come to seek, but he had
not expected it to be a pile of wood. What did this nean?

Reverend Siltz turned to himas the other nmen departed. "W are of nmany faiths,
here at Colony Tarot. But on one thing we agree: the Tree is the source of our
wel | -being. W do not feel that our own gods object to the respect we pay to the
Tree."

"Does this resenble the Great Wrld Tree of Norse | egend, called Yggdrasil?"
Brother Paul inquired. "Its roots extended into three real ns—=

"There are Norse sects here that nake that analogy," Siltz agreed. "But the
majority of us regard it as a purely planetary expression and gift of God.

I ndeed, we seek to ascertain which God is the Tree."

"You see God as—as a physical object? A tree? Wod?"

"Not precisely. W nust cooperate for survival, and only through the Tree can we
acconplish this. Thus the Tree of Life is the God of Tarot." He formed a rare
smle. "I perceive you are confused. Cone, eat, rest at ny abode, and | shal
explain as well as | ampernmtted by the Covenant."

Br ot her Paul nodded, not trusting hinself to speak |lest he commit sone

addi tional faux pas in his ignorance. This nascent planetary culture was far
stranger than he had anti ci pat ed.
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4
Power

Bef ore the begi nning of years

There cane to the naking of man

Time with a gift of tears;

Gief with a glass that ran;

Pl easure, with pain for |eaven

Sumer, with flowers that fell;
Remenbrance fallen from heaven

And madness risen fromhell;...
...wrought with weeping and | aughter,
And fashioned with | oathing and | ove,
Wth life before and after

And death beneath and above,

Hi s speech is a burning fire;

Wth his |ips he travaileth;

In his heart is a blind desire,

In his eyes foreknow edge of death;

He weaves, and is clothed with derision;
Sows, and he shall not reap;

Hs lifeis a watch or a vision

Bet ween a sleep and a sl eep

Al geron Charles Swi nburne: Atalanta In Cal ydon

The Reverend Siltz's hut was exactly like the others, distinguished only by the
hamrer - and-sickle on its hewn-tinber door. It was small, but cozy and

wel | -ordered inside. The walls and ceiling were panel ed with rough-sawn wood
whose grain was nevertheless quite striking: the wood of the I ocal Tree of Life,
again. A wooden | adder led up the back wall to the attic. There were no w ndows,
only air vents, slanted to exclude rain or flowing water. In the center of the
room dominating it, was the stove.

"Ah, an airtight side-drafter,"” Brother Paul comented appreciatively. "Wth
cooki ng surfaces and attached oven. A nost conpact and efficient design."”

"You know stoves?" Reverend Siltz inquired, suddenly nore friendly.

"I get along well with mechanical things," Brother Paul said. "I would not deem
mysel f an expert, but we do use wood at our Vision Station, and it was my task
to gather the fuel fromthe forest | admre a good design, if only because
deemit a shame to waste what God has grown." Yet here were these peopl e,
burning the wood of the tree they worshi pped. Ch, he was getting curious about
the ramfications of that!

A woman stepped forward, m ddl e-aged and pl easant. He had not noticed her
because the stove had caught his attenti on—which could be taken as a sign of his
present confused state. Her hair was dark brown and plaited in such a way as to
resenmble the bark of a tree. Now Brother Paul realized that he had seen sinilar
hai rdos on several of the other wonen working outside. An odd effect, but not
unattractive. Another salute to the Tree of Life?

"My wife," Reverend Siltz said, and she nodded. Brother Paul had not yet seen
any firmindication that the woman had equal status with the nen on this planet,
but knew better than to make any assunptions at this early stage. "My son is at
work; we may see himthis evening." There was another curious inflection; either
the Reverend had a nunber of peculiar concerns, or Brother Paul was exaggerating
the meani ngs of inconsequential nuances of expression

"Your house is small by Earth standards,"” Brother Paul said carefully. "I fear
my presence will crowd you."

The Reverend unfol ded a bench fromthe wall. "W shall make do. | regret we have
no better facilities. W are as yet a frontier colony."

"I was not criticizing your facilities," Brother Paul said quickly. "I did not

come here for confort, but | would hardly call this privation. You have an
adm rably conpact house."

The wife clinbed the | adder and di sappeared into the loft. "It is her

sl eep-shift," Siltz explained. "She must help guard the wood by night, so she

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%201%20-%20G0od%200f%20Tarot.txt (31 of 109) [1/19/03 8:29:26 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%201%20-%20G0d%200f%20T arot.txt

must prepare herself now This is the reason we have space for you to stay."
"CGuard the wood?" Brother Paul asked, perplexed.

Reverend Siltz brought out sone |ong, linber strips of wood and set about
weaving theminto something like a blanket. "Brother Paul, wood is paranount.

Qur houses are nade fromit and insulated throughout by it; it provides our
furniture, our weapons, our heat. In our fashion we worship wood, because our
need for it is so pressing. We nust obtain it fromthe forest far away, and haul
it by hand with guards agai nst the predators of the range. W dare not pitch our
villages closer to the forest because of the Animations; they perneate that
region in season, but are rare here. The other villages of this planet are
simlarly situated, so as to be renoved fromthe threat. W have little commerce
with the other settlenents. In winter the snows come eight neters deep."

"Ei ght meters deep!" Brother Paul repeated, incredul ous.

"Insulating us fromthe surface tenperature of minus fifty degrees Cel sius.
Those who exhaust their supply of fuel wood before the winter abates nust burn
their furniture and supporting struts or perish, and if they burn so much that
the wei ght of the snow coll apses their houses, they perish."

"Can't they tunnel through the snow to reach the next house, so as to share with
t heir nei ghbors?"

"Yes, if their neighbors happen to be of the same faith." The nan frowned, and
Br ot her Paul suspected another conplication of this society. Famlies of
differing faiths would not share their resources, even to save lives? "Those who
take nore than their appointed share of wood inperil the lives of others. There
is no execution on this planet except for the theft or wasting of wood. The Tree
of Life may not be abused!" The Reverend's face was beconing red; he caught

hi nsel f and noderated his tone. "W have a difficult situation here; this is a
good world, but a harsh one. W are of fragnented faiths and can hardly trust
each other, let alone conprehend each other's |udicrous nodes of worship. This
is the reason your own nission is significant. You shall decide which God is the
true God of Tarot."

Br ot her Paul was beginning to accept the tie-in between God and wood. Wt hout
wood, these people would perish, and they knewit. Yet this need did not seemto
account for their evident fetishism On Earth, people needed water to survive,
and fresh water was scarce, but they did not worship it. "That is ny nission,
presunptuous as it may be. | gather you do not approve of it."

Siltz glanced up fromhis weaving, alarned. "Did | say that?"

"No, it is nerely an inpression | have. You do not need to discuss the matter if
you do not wish to."

"I would like very much to discuss it," Siltz said. "But the Covenant forbids
it. If ny attitude conveys itself to you, then | amnot being a proper host, and
must arrange ot her |odging for you."

Whi ch surely would not be politic! "Probably | amjunping to concl usions;
apol ogi ze," Brother Paul said.

"No, you are an intelligent and sensitive man. | shall endeavor to resolve the
question without violating the Covenant. | do oppose your presence here, but
this does not in any way reflect on your person or integrity. | merely believe

this is a question that cannot be answered in this manner. You will necessarily
di scover a God that confornms to your personal precepts, but whose confornance to
the actual God may be coincidental. | would rather have the issue remain in
doubt, than have it decided erroneously. But | ama nmenber of the minority. You
were sumoned, and the lot, in its wisdom has brought you to ny house, and
shall facilitate your mission exactly as though | supported it. This ny God
requires of ne."

"I do not think our concepts of God can be very far apart," Brother Paul said.
"I find your attitude conpletely commendable. But let ne qualify one aspect: it
is Earth that sent nme here, not Colony Tarot. W of Earth are concerned as to
whet her the God of Tarot is genuine, or nerely sonmeone's fancy. We too are wary
| est a person committed to a single view be blind to the truth, whatever that

may be. | doubt that | amworthy of this mssion, but it is nmy intent to
elimnate nmy personal bias as nuch as possible and ascertain that truth, though
I may not like it. | don't see that you colonists need to accept any part of ny
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report, or let it affect your way of life. In fact I amuncertain about your
references to a nunber of gods. Surely there is only one God."

Reverend Siltz smled ruefully. "In reassuring ne, you place ne at the verge of
conpromising nmy integrity. | nmust acquaint you in nore detail with our religious
situation here, asking you to nake allowance for any |ack of objectivity you may
perceive. W are a colony of schisns, of splinter sects. Many of us were aware
of the special effects of Planet Tarot before we emigrated fromEarth, and each
of us saw in these effects the potential realization of God—eur particul ar,
speci al i zed concepts of God, if you will. This appeal seens to have been
strongest to the weakest sects, or at any rate, the smallest nunerically. Thus
we have few Roman Cat holics, Mhamedans, Buddhi sts, or Confucians, but many
Rosi cruci ans, Spiritualists, Monies, Giostics, Flamng Sworders—

"Flami ng Sworders? Is that a Tarot inage—+ nean the card type of Tarot?"

"Not so. | apologize for using unseemy vernacular. It is ny prejudice against
these faiths, which you nust discount. The Flanming Sword is the publication of
the Christian Apostolic Church in Zion, whose guiding precept is that the Earth
is flat, not spherical."

"But how, then, could they em grate to another planet? They woul d not believe
ot her planets existed!"

"You nust ask a nmenber of that cult; perhaps he can provide you with a
verisimlitudinous rationale. | fear ny own mind is closed, but | amforbidden
by the Covenant to criticize the faiths of others in your presence. Let us
simply say that with faith, all things are possible. |'msure you appreciate ny
position."

"l do," Brother Paul agreed. For all his gruffness, the Reverend was a sincere,
conpr ehensi bl e man, and a good host. "I once heard a child's definition: '"faith
is believing what you know ain't so.' That now seens apropos." He paused. "Um
no of fense intended, but | had not expected to encounter your own Church,
either. What are its precepts?"

"I regret | can answer you only vaguely. | have vowed by the Tree of Life to
make no effort to prejudice your mnd by contam nation with my own particul ar
faith."

The man's attitude was conming through fairly clearly, however! "Because of the
Covenant ?"

"Precisely. I will not claimto agree with the Covenant, but | am bound by it.
The majority feel that your continuing objectivity is crucial. | will only say
that the guiding principles of Church Second Conm are essentially humanist, and
that we maintain only synbolic connection to the atheistic Conmmuni sts of Earth.
W are thei st Comunists."

"Ah, yes," Brother Paul said, disconcerted. Godfearing Conmunists—and the
Reverend was obviously sincere. Yet this was no nore anonal ous in theory than
God-fearing Capitalists. "I had the inpression that Planet Tarot was an

Engl i sh-1 anguage col ony; are the religions represented here prinmarily Wstern?"
"They are. About eighty per cent derive from Cccidental Christian origins; the
rest are scattered. In that sense, nost believe in some formof the Christ, as
you do; that is why | said your Order is a good one for our purpose, though |
question that purpose. You will likely find a Christian God, but you have no

| ocal Church to cater to, so you are relatively objective. The reputation of
your Order has preceded you; Visionists are known not to interfere with other

faiths, while yet remaining true to their own faith. | believe you will be
approved. "
"I had not realized that ny m ssion here was subject to |ocal approval," Brother

Paul said, a bit dryly. "What will they do if they don't |ike nme? Ship ne back
to Earth?" There was, of course, no way for the colonists to do that.

"There are those whose faith is such as to destroy infidels," Siltz said. "W
believe our own village is secure, but we cannot speak for other villages. W

shal |, of course, protect you to the linmt of our means—but it is better that we
stand united in this matter."
"Yes, | appreciate that." Brother Paul shook his head ruefully. Destroy

i nfidels? That had connotations of fanatic nurder! \Wat nest of vipers had he
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matter-mtted into? He had been warned about none of this; obviously the
authorities on Earth knew little of the social phenonena of their col onies. He
could not afford to rely on his limted briefings. "Yet if nbst sects here
believe in the Christian God—who is also the Jewi sh and Mohamredan God, whet her
ternmed YHVH or Al |l ah—why should there be any need to qualify H mfurther?"

"This is the question | have been trying to answer," Reverend Siltz said. "W
are an exceedingly jeal ous conglonerative culture, here on Planet Tarot. Your
interpretation of God surely differs sonewhat frommne, and both of ours differ
fromthat of the Church of Atheism Wo is to say which sect nost truly reflects
CGod's will? There must be one group anong us that God favors nore than the
others, although He tolerates the others for the sake of that one—and that is
the one we nust discover. Perhaps God has dictated the savagery of our wi nter
climte, forcing us to seek Hmnore avidly, as the God of the Jews brought
privation upon themto correct their erring ways. We all depend on the |argesse
of the Tree of Life, and so we nust ultimtely worship the God of the Tree, even
if we don't like that God, or the sect which is that God' s chosen. Whether we
call H m The God, or nerely One anong nmany, is of little nonment; we nust address
H mas He dictates. W shall do so. But first we nust ascertain objectively the
nmost proper aspect of that God."

Phew! The colonists were taking this matter nuch nore seriously than did the
schol ars back on Earth. "I really cannot undertake to do that," Brother Paul
said cautiously. "To me, God is All; He favors no particular sect. The Holy
Order of Vision is not a sect in that sense; we seek only for the truth that is
God, and feel that the formis irrelevant. VWile we honor Jesus Christ as the
Son of God, we al so honor the Buddha, Zoroaster, and the other great religious
figures; indeed, we are all children of God. So we seek only to know whet her God
does mani fest here; we do not seek to channel H m and would not presune to pass
upon the nerits of any religious sect."

"Wel | spoken! Yet | think God Hinself will be the final arbiter. He will make
knowmn His will in Hs fashion, and you—according to the opinion of the col ony
majority, which | question—shall reflect that will. God is power; none of us can
stand agai nst that, nor would we wish to."

Brot her Paul was not certain he had established any solid conmunity of concept
with the Reverend, but found the discussion stinulating. Still, it was tine to
get nore practical. "I would like to know nore about your geography,"” he said.
"Particularly where the Aninmations take place."

"W shall show you that tonorrow. Aninations are erratic, but generally occur in
the oasis three kilonmeters north of here. W& shall have to select guards for

you. "
"Ch, | don't require—
"W val ue your safety, Brother Paul. |f you should die within an Anination, as

so many do, not only would we be bereft of our answer, we should be in bad
repute back on Earth."

Soberi ng thoughts! The Reverend Mther Mary had warned himthat religious
scholars had lost their mnds or died exploring this phenonenon; this was the
confirmation. Still, he protested, "I would not want you to be in bad repute,
but =

He was interrupted by Siltz's snort of |aughter at the notion that planetary
repute was nore inportant to himthan his own life. "But | understand that
predatory animals avoi d Ani mations."

"They do. But what protects you fromthe Animations thensel ves?"

"As | understand it, these are merely controlled visions—visible inagination
There woul d, of course, be no physical =

Reverend Siltz shook his head enphatically. "They are physical! And it will be a
physi cal God you neet, whether he be valid or invalid. You will see."

Physi cal inmagi nati on? There had to be sone sort of confusion here! O course
there had been suggestions of this in his briefing on Earth, but he had tended
to disniss such notions as exaggerations. "I amafraid | don't—

The Reverend raised a hand. "You will ascertain this for yourself in due course.
| do not wish to violate the spirit of the Covenant, though | fear | have

al ready conprom sed the letter of it. Now we nust go before the stormcones."”
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Even as the man spoke, Brother Paul heard the inperative runble of thunder.
"Where are we goi ng?"

"To the communal lunch. It is nore efficient than hone cooking, and provides for
a fairer allocation of food, so we do it in sunmer." Naturally a Conmuni st woul d
feel that way! "Stormtine is good eating tinme, since we cannot then work
outside."

"Your wife—sn't she com ng too?"

"She is not. She eats at another shift, as does ny son. | amrelieved of ny
community labors for the duration of your stay; ny labor is to attend to you
Now | nust see that you are properly fed. Cone, | have del ayed too | ong.

negl ect nmy responsibility. W nust hurry."”

They hurried. Qutside, Brother Paul saw the ponderously |oonm ng clouds conmng in
over the |ake fromthe east, so dense that they seened |ike bubbles of lava in
the sky. By sone freak of the |ocal system the wind was com ng fromright
angles, fromthe north, and it | ooked as though rain were already falling on the
wheatfield to the west. The clouds, then, nust be only the nost visible portion
of the storm the outer swirls of it were already upon the village. |ndeed, now
he spied flashes of col or—Farot Bubbl es borne on the w nd, popping frequently
but in such great nunbers that they decorated the sky. What a pretty effect!
"Too late," Reverend Siltz said. "Yet | amremss if | do not bring you to the
others. W shall have to use the cups."

"I can stand a little rain," Brother Paul said. He rather |iked bold storns;
they showed the power of nature vividly.

But the man was already diving back into the house. "It is not nerely water," he
called frominside. "Bigfoot lurks in rain and snow. "

Bi gf oot ? Brot her Paul knew of the | egends back on Earth of Yeti, Sasquatch,

Abom nabl e Snowran, Skunk Ape, and Bugbear; in fact he was sonewhat of a fan of
Bi gfoot. Wth the cultural and technol ogi cal regression Earth had suffered as a
result of the depopul ation of em gration, these | egends had increased in nunber
and force. He believed that npbst sightings of huge nanli ke nonsters were nerely
di stortions of straggling, perhaps ill human beings. An unkenpt, ragged,

wi ld-haired, dirty and desperate nman could be a sight to frighten anyone,
particularly when he was glinpsed only at dusk as he skulked in his search for
food. Whet her any nonhuman nonsters existed—well, who could say? But Brother

Paul hoped they did; it would certainly nmake Earth nore interesting.

Reverend Siltz emerged with an arnful of panels. Quickly he assenbl ed two wooden
hem spheres, each about a neter in dianmeter and girt by w cked-I| ooki ng wooden
spi kes. Odd cups! Did this relate synbolically to the storn? Water, the Cups of
the Tarot?

"You set this frane on your shoulders, and strap it under your arns," Siltz
expl ai ned, hel ping Brother Paul into one. "Wen the storm breaks, angle forward
into it and you will be protected. Do not let the wind catch inside the cup; it
could lift you off the ground. |If Bigfoot cones, use the spikes to drive hi mit—
off." Siltz evidently was rem nding hinself that the nonster was i nhunman.
"Renmenber, | will be beside you." And the Reverend donned his own contraption
The unbrellalike done cane down to circle Brother Paul's shoul ders, greatly
reducing visibility. He wanted to get along with his host, but this was
ridi cul ous!

Reverend Siltz led the way across the turf, around the now deserted wood pile
(except for two guards arnmed with tridents) toward a |larger building on top of a
gentle hill. Despite the cunbersone containers, they nmade good progress.

There were a few nore minor runbles of thunder, superfluous remnmi nders of the
intensification of the storm The sheet of water was now within a kil oneter,
churning the surface of the lake with such force that no horizon was apparent
there, just splash. That hardly nattered; Brother Paul could not see well anyway
because of the interference of the wooden cup. So he | ooked at his feet and at
those of his comnpanion, and marched al ong, feeling somewhat |ike a tank with

| egs, while his thoughts returned to Bigfoot. Could there be a sinmlar creature
here on Planet Tarot? O was this nerely frontier superstition? Wth all these
fragnmentary religious cults, it would not be surprising to discover strong
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beliefs in the supernatural. Still, if there were a—

A sudden, quintessential crack of thunder virtually knocked himoff his feet.
Never before had he felt such a shock; deafened and dazed, he stood staring at
the ground, feeling his hair shifting nervously, and an odd tingling all over
his body. The air was electrically charged, and hinself too! There would surely
be nore lightning strikes close by, and he didn't like it. Those had been true
wor ds, about the rigorous conditions of this planet! No wooden shields could
protect them fromthi s!

Reverend Siltz was gesturing beneath his own shield, pointing urgently forward.
Yes, indeed! Brother Paul was eager to get under proper cover

The rain struck. It was |like an aval anche crushi ng down the cup. Rain? These
were hail stones, balls of ice up to a centineter in dianmeter. They rapped the
shield inperatively, small but hard. No, he would not have wanted to go

bar eheaded anobng these icy bullets!

A gust of wind whipped a barrage into his |l egs and tugged at his shield. Quickly
Brot her Paul reoriented it to fend off the thrust, for indeed this storm had
power .

The hail thinned to sleet, then to water. Now he was certain; he did carry a
literal cup to protect himfromthe onslaught of water. Wether the colonists
used Tarot symnbolism consciously or unconsciously he could not say, but use it
they did.

The field was now a river, a centineter deep. Col ored Tarot Bubbl es bobbed al ong
onit, seenming to pop as he | ooked at them Probably it was the other way
around: his eye was attracted to them as they popped. The surviving ones added a
surrealistic luster to the scene.

Reverend Siltz brushed close. "Get out of the channel. Follow the ridges."

Brot her Paul saw that he was wal king in a slight depression. No wonder his feet
were splashing! He noved to the side, finding better footing.

"Bigfoot is near," Siltz cried. "Mre fast!" And he began to run

More fast. So the | anguage reverted sonme under pressure. This was no joke; the
man was al armed. Brother Paul followed, wondering how the Reverend knew which
direction to go. The rain obscured everything and showed no sign of sl ackening.
The flash-rivers fed into the | ake now, broadening out to obscure the nornal
fringe of the lake; all was water, below The hail stones on the ground were
turning into slush. But this business about Bigfoot—

Then he saw the footprint.

It was like that of a man, but half a nmeter |long. The creature who had nmade this
print, if it were simlarly proportioned throughout, had to be triple the mass
of a man. Two hundred twenty-five kil ograns!

He felt a thrill of discovery—and of apprehension. This was a fresh print, only
seconds old; already it was washing out. There really was a Bigfoot here—and it
was within two or three neters of hin

Reverend Siltz grabbed his armunder the cup. "On!" he cried, his voice colored
by sonmething very like fear.

Brother Paul's curiosity about the nonster warred agai nst his comobn sense. The
|atter won. He plunged on. This was hardly the occasion to tangle with a

t wo- hundr ed- kil o brute!

The water buffeted them trying to twist the cups about. But the turf renained
firm and in due course they hove into the shelter of the comunity Kkitchen
Their legs were wet, but that didn't seemto matter.

"You exposed our guest to Bigfoot?" the guard at the door nuttered to Reverend
Siltz, holding his trident ready against the storm

The Communi st did not answer, but pushed on in. Brother Paul followed.
"Actually, I'd like to neet Bigfoot," he said to the guard. "It was the
lightning that scared nme." But the nan did not smle.

O her people were in the building, going about their assorted businesses, but
there were no hearty wel comes. Reverend Siltz ignored all except those wearing
t he hanmer - and- si ckl e enbl em of his Church. Neverthel ess, he guided Brother Paul
to a table where several nmen of differing denoninations sat. O so Brother Paul
assunmed fromthe fact that the enblens on their clothing were dissimnlar.

"It is necessary that you assure these people | have not tried to conpromn se

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%201%20-%20Go0d%200f%20Tarot.txt (36 of 109) [1/19/03 8:29:26 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%201%20-%20G0d%200f%20T arot.txt

your objectivity," the Reverend grunbled. "I shall fetch soup."”

Brot her Paul seated hinself and | ooked around. "I so assure you," he said with a
smle. "I enbarrassed himw th a nunber of questions that forced himto invoke
the Covenant, but he withstood the onslaught. | amwet but unconproni sed."”

The man across from Brother Paul nodded affably. He was ni ddl e-aged and bal d,
with smle-lines in lieu of Reverend Siltz's frown-lines, and bright blue eyes.
"I am Deacon Brown, Church of Lenuria. W are sure you renmi n objective. You
must forgive your host his taciturnity; he is suffering under a difficult famly
situation."

"l have no conplaints," Brother Paul said carefully. "I amnot sure | can say
the sanme about your Covenant, but the Reverend Siltz has treated ne cordially
enough. | fear | kept himso busy answering nmy routine questions that we |eft

his dwelling late, and so got caught in the storm | do tend to talk too nuch."
That shoul d absol ve the Reverend on that score. Brother Paul was tenpted to
inquire about this multi-sected society, but decided to wait. He al ready knew
the col onists were not supposed to enlighten himon this matter informally, |est
they be accused of proselytization. These nen had clearly ignored his hints
about this inconvenience.

"You see, his son is serious about a young woman of the Church of Scientology,"”
Deacon Brown continued. "The two young peopl e worked together this spring on a
tree-harvest mssion, and the Cup overfl owed."

No doubt about the Tarot reference this tine!l Cups were not only the suit of
water; they signified religion—and |love. A difficult juxtaposition here, it
seened. "You do not permt nmarriage between churches?”

"It is permtted by sone sects, and forbidden by others. You nust understand,
Brother Paul, that we are a jealous comunity." Reverend Siltz had used a
simlar expression; there was no doubt it was true! "W canme here as individua
sects to further the purity and freedom of our own sel ective nbdes of worship,
and it is to our displeasure and inconvenience that we find ourselves required
to interact so intimately with false believers. W find it difficult to agree on
anyt hing other than the sheer need for survival —and not always on that."

Even so! "Yes, but surely religion should not oppose common sense. | doubt that
you have enough nenbers of each sect in this village to be able to propagate
freely within your own churches. There nust be sone reasonabl e conprom se. "
"There is sonme," Deacon Brown agreed. "But not enough. W understand Reverend
Siltz's position; none of us would wish our children to marry Sci entol ogi sts, or
Baha' is, or any other heathen offspring. My daughter does not keep conpany with
the son of Mnister Malcolm here, of the Nation of Islam™" The adjacent nman
smled affirmatively, the whiteness of his teeth vivid against the brownness of
his skin. "Yet the Cup is powerful, and there will be serious trouble unless we
can soon determne the true nature of the God of the Tree."

"So | have been advised." Brother Paul was now aware of the reason for the tense
rel ati ons between individuals, but it seemed to himto be a foolish and
obstinate situation. Wth savage storns and Bigfoot and simlar frontier-world
probl ems, they did not need pointless religious dissension too. It was certainly
possible for widely differing sects to get along together, as the experience of
the Holy Order of Vision showed. To Brother Paul, a religion that was intol erant
of other religions was by its own adm ssion deficient. Jesus Christ had preached
tolerance for all nmen, after all. Wll, perhaps not for noneylenders in the
tenmpl e, and such. Still..

Reverend Siltz returned with two brimm ng wooden bowl s. He set one before

Brot her Paul, then seated hinself on the wooden bench. There was a wooden spoon
in each bow, crude but serviceable. There nust be quite a handicrafts industry
here, fashioning these utensils. This was certainly in accord with the
principles of the Order; wooden tableware did nake sense.

Brot her Paul and Reverend Siltz fell to. There was no bl essing of the food;
probably the several sects could not agree on the specific format, so had agreed
by their Covenant to omit this formality. The soup was unfamliar but rich; it
had a pithy substantiality, |like potato soup, with an unearthly flavor. If | may
i nquire— he started.
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"Whod soup,” Deacon Brown said i mediately. "The Tree of Life nourishes us all
but it yields its sustenance nore freely when boiled. W also eat of the fruit,
but this is as yet early in the season and it is not ready."

Wbod soup. Well, why not? This secondary worship of the Tree was beconi ng nore
under st andabl e. Perhaps it would be best if the God of Tarot did turn out to be
one with the local Tree. If it were sinply a nmatter of interpretati on—but he
woul d have to wait and see, not prejudicing his own m nd.

Brot her Paul finished his bow. It had proved to be quite filling. Reverend
Siltz inmediately took it away. Apparently the Reverend wanted to be quite
certain the others were satisfied with the visitor's equilibrium so left him
al one at any pretext. Another indication of the strained relations here.

"I'f I may inquire wi thout giving offense," Brother Paul began, aware that

of fense was probably unavoidable if he were to proceed with his nission

"You are not of our colony," Deacon Brown said. "You do not know our
conventions. | shall give themto you succinctly: speak no religion. In other
matters, speak freely; we shall make all owances."

Hm He woul d be unable to honor that strictly, since his purpose here was
thoroughly religious. But all in good tine. "Thank you. | notice you enploy a
certain seem ng synbolismthat resenbles that of the Tarot deck. Cups, for
exanpl e. The Tarot equivalent of the suit of Hearts. Is this intentional?"
Everyone at the table smled. "OF course," the deacon agreed. "Every sect here
has its own Tarot deck, or variant deck. This is part of our communal respect
for the Tree of Life. W do not feel that it conflicts with our respective
faiths; rather it augnents them and offers one of the few conmon bonds
available to us."

Brot her Paul nodded. "It would seemthat the concept of the Tarot was al ways
associated with this planet, with visions drawn fromthe cards—

"Not visions," the deacon corrected him "Aninations. They are tangible,
sonet i nmes danger ous mani festations. "

"Yet not physical ones," Brother Paul said, expecting to clarify what Reverend
Siltz had clai ned.

"I ndeed, physical! That is why we require that you be protected when you
investigate. Did the Conmuni st not informyou?"

"He did, but | remain skeptical. | really don't see how=+

The deacon brought out a pack of cards. "Allow ne to denonstrate, if there is no
protest fromthese, ny conpanions of other faiths." He glanced around the table,
but no one protested. "Wt are in stormat the noment; it should be possible to—=
He selected a card and concentr at ed.

Br ot her Paul watched dubiously. If the man expected to form sonethi ng physica
fromthe air...

A shape appeared on the table, formng as fromcloud, fuzzy but strengthening.
It was a pencil, or chopstick—

"The Ace of Wands!" Brother Paul excl ai ned.

Deacon Brown did not reply; he was concentrating on his inmge. Reverend Siltz
had quietly returned, however, and he picked up the comentary. "Now you
evidently believe the Lenurian has made a form w thout substance, a
mrror-reflection fromthe card he perceives. But you shall see."”

Siltz reached out and grasped the small rod between his thunb and forefinger
Hi s hand did not pass through it, as would have been the case with a nere inage;
the wand noved exactly as a real one nmight. "Now | touch you with this staff,"
Siltz said. He poked the end at the back of Brother Paul's hand.

It was solid. Brother Paul felt the pressure, and then a burning sensation. He
jerked his hand away. "It's hot!"

As he spoke, the wand burst into flame at the end, like a struck match. Siltz
dropped it on the table, where it continued to flare. "Fire—the reality behind
the synbol, the power of nature," he said. "Soneone, if you please-water."

The representative of the Nation of Islamdealt a card fromhis own deck. He
concentrated. Two ornate gol den cups forned. Deacon Brown grabbed one and poured
its contents over the burning stick. There was a hiss, and a puff of vapor went
up.

Were they trying to fool himw th nmagic tricks? Brother Paul knew sonething of
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sl ei ght-of -hand; his own fingers were uncomonly dexterous. "May |?" he

i nquired, reaching toward the remaining cup

To his surprise, no one objected. He touched the cup, and found it solid. He
lifted it, and it was heavy. Extrenmely heavy; only pure gold could be as dense
as this! He dipped one finger into its fluid, then touched that finger to his
tongue. Water, surely! He sprinkled sone on his burn, and it seened to help.
This was a solid, tangible, physical, believable cup, and physical water. Water,
the reality behind the synbol, again, the femal e conplenent to the male fire.
The Tarot nade literal

"Mass hypnosi s?" Brother Paul inquired nusingly. "Do all of you see and fee

t hese t hings?"

"We all do," Reverend Siltz assured him

"May | experinment? | confess | aminpressed, but | aman incorrigible skeptic."
"Proceed," Deacon Brown said. "W approve of skepticism in your case. W do not
need yet another dedicated cultist.” There was a nurnmur of agreenent, though

Br ot her Paul thought he detected a rueful tinge to it. At |least these cultists
were not overly sensitive about their situation! Probably they had been chosen
to deal with himbecause they were the | east fanatical of their respective
sects.

"Then if | may borrow a Tarot deck— One was handed to him Though he was
usual |y observant, his fascination with the current proceedi ngs rendered the
favor anonynous; he could not afterward recall whose deck he had borrowed. He
riffled expertly through the cards, |inbering his fingers. There had been a tine
when—but those days were best forgotten

This was one of the popul ar nmedi eval -styl e versions, with peasants and wi nged
figures and children, rather than the nore sophisticated nodern designs. In this
circunstance he was glad it was this type; a surrealistic deck could only have
conplicated an already incredi bl e experience.

"I shall select a card,"” Brother Paul said carefully. "I shall showit to all of
you except one. And then that one shall have it and animate it for us, wthout

| ooking at the rest of you. May | have a vol unteer?"

"I will doit," Deacon Brown said. "W of Lenuria are always happy to
denonstrate the reality of our— Soneone coughed, and he broke off. "Sorry.
Didn't nean to proselytize."

The deacon faced away, his bald pate glistening in the dimlight froma w ndow.
The storm had brought a nocturnal gloomto the | andscape, but now it was easing.
Brot her Paul selected the Three of Swords. It was a handsone card with a
straight, red-bladed sword in the center enclosed by two ornate and curving
scimtars, and a background of colored |l eaves. Silently he showed it to the
others, then passed it to the deacon

In a nonent the picture was reproduced with fair accuracy. Three swords and sone
| eaves hung in the air. Brother Paul reached out and touched one of the

sci mtars—whereupon all three swords fell to the floor with a startling clatter
There was silence in the hall. Everyone at the other tables was watching now,
silently. "Sorry," Brother Paul said. "I fear ny ignorant touch interfered.
Allow ne to try one nore." Privately he asked hinself: if he had been able to
accept the presence of Antares during matter transm ssion, why did he have so
much troubl e accepting these sinple objects? And the answer cane to him because
there were witnesses here. He could have inmagined Antares; this present
phenonmenon went beyond i nmagi nati on

Br ot her Paul gl anced about. \Were were the wand, the cups, the swords? He saw
none of themnow. Had they vanished into that |inbo whence they had come, or had
they never really existed? Well, if sonmeone were tricking him he would have the
proof in a nonent.

Again he selected a card: the Four of Disks, with its four flowerlike disks,
each centered by a four-leafed clover, and an ornate shield bearing the device
IM After he had shown it around, he passed it to the deacon. But, unbeknownst
to his audi ence, he exchanged cards. The actual nobdel was the Ace of Cups.

Now, if the Four of Coins formed, he would know it was mass hypnosis, for it had
to have been conpelled by the belief of others. But if the cup formed-+t
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The cup forned, huge and colorful, with a blue rim a red lid, and a cross
inscribed on its side.

"I think our guest is having a little fun with us,
unanused

"Merely verifying the origin of the Aninmation," Brother Paul said, shaken. "Do
you all see the coin?"

"Cup, not coin," Siltz said. "It is controlled by the one who nmakes it; our
expectations are irrelevant."

Evidently so! And the cup was so large that it could not have been conceal ed on
the deacon's person for a sleight-of-hand nmanifestation, even had the man been
cl ever enough to work such a trick under Brother Paul's experienced eye. This
was a |l arger chall enge than he had antici pated. Physical, concrete apparitions,
wi |l ed consciously into existence!

"I nmpressive," Brother Paul admitted. "Yet you seemto have good control over the
situation. | had understood you were quite alarnmed by untoward Ani mations."
Reverend Siltz smled grimy. "W were indeed, at first. But in the past year we
have come to know nore about these effects. W are assured of the reality of the
Animations; it is God we have yet to conpass."

The deacon turned, and his cup faded out. "Any one of us might Animate God in
his own inmage, but that would be nerely opinion, not reality. It is vital that
we know the truth.”

"Yet would | not Animate God in ny own inmage?" Brother Paul inquired, troubl ed.
This really was the point Siltz had raised in their private discussion

"We nust trust to your objectivity—and we shall send Watchers with you to
assist," Reverend Siltz said. He was not giving away any of his private attitude
now Did nenbers of the Second Church Comuni st play poker? "They will also try
to protect you fromuntoward nanifestations."

And such manifestations, as had been nade clear, could be lethal! "May | try
this nyself? Here, now?" Brother Paul asked, feeling a slight shiver within him
as of stage fright.

"Do it quickly, for the stormis passing," Deacon Brown said. "These effects are
erratic at best; this has been an unusually good run. Normally it is necessary
to go into the abyss of Northole to obtain such clear Animations. And that is
dangerous. "

Br ot her Paul picked out the first of the Mjor Arcana: Key Zero, the Fool

"No!" several voices cried at once.

"Do not attenpt to Aninmate a living man," Reverend Siltz said, evidently shaken,
and his sentinment seenmed to be shared by the others. "This could have unforeseen
consequences. "

Br ot her Paul nodded. So they were not really so bl asé about the phenonenon! If
they had never attenpted to Animate a man, they had not experinented very nuch.
He knew where he had to begin. "Still, if | amto explore this phenonenon
properly, | nust be pernmitted to Animate anything that is in ny power—-and

woul d prefer to attenpt it first here, under your inforned guidance."

The ot hers exchanged gl ances of nisgiving. They mnight belong to many opposing
religions, but they had a certain unity here! "Your logic prevails," Reverend
Siltz said heavily. "If you nust do this thing, it is better done here. W shal
stand aside."

Brot her Paul sifted through the cards. In this deck, the Fool was titled Le Mat
and garbed as a court jester. Not at all like Waite's interpretation, in which
the Fool was a noble but innocent |ad about to step off a cliff, synbolic of
man' s trenendous potential for aspiration and error. Qther versions had a
vicious little dog ripping the seat fromthe Fool's pants, so that his bare
buttock showed: the height of ridicule. He had seen one variant in which the
Fool appeared to be defecating. Probably it was after all best to pass this one
by, this tinme; to attenpt it could indeed be Folly.

Key One was the Magician, or Juggler, performng his cheap tricks at a covered
table. At the Order Station, Brother Paul hinmself was sometinmes teased—very
gently, of course, since no Brother would deliberately hurt anyone—about his
supposed affinity with this card. They knew his background as a one-tine
cardsharp, and had observed his uncanny proficiency with nmechanical things.

Reverend Siltz remarked,

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%201%20-%20God%200f%20Tarot.txt (40 of 109) [1/19/03 8:29:26 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%201%20-%20G0d%200f%20T arot.txt

Br ot her Paul accepted such allusions with good spirits, grateful for the
camaraderie he had found within the Order after a prior |ife of—aever mnd. He
preferred to think of hinself as Everyman in quest of life's ultinmte meani ngs
as synbolized by the objects resting on the table in the Vision Tarot card: a
wand, a cup, a sword, and a coin, neaning fire, water, air, and earth
respectively in the ubiquitous synbolismof the form In that version, too, the
cosmic | emmiscate, or sidew se figure-eight, the synbol of infinity, hovered
|ike a hal o above the Magician's head, and about his wai st was cl asped a serpent
devouring its own tail: the worm Quroborus, a synbol of eternity. Al things in
all space and tinme—that was the grandeur of the concept for which this nodern
Magi ci an strived. But here in this deck, as a degraded trickster—no, pass it by
al so.

Key Two, here titled Juno. In Roman nythol ogy, Juno was the wife of Jupiter and
queen of the gods, counterpart to the G eek Hera. She was the specia
protectress of nmarriage and wonen. Her bird was the peacock, also represented in
this card. Here she was a handsone fenale in a bright red dress, full-bosoned
and bare-|egged. But such an anmazonian figure m ght not be well-received by this
mal e- dom nat ed assenbl age. Pass her by, regretfully; even in her nore common
gui se as the High Priestess (and the notorious Lady Pope!) she was a

questi onabl e choi ce.

Key Three, the Enpress—a nore mature and powerful wonan than the precedi ng one.
In many decks, the Priestess was the virginal figure, while the Enpress was the
nmot her figure. Here she sat on her throne; in other decks the throne was
situated in a field of wheat. Had it really been her he had glinpsed when he
energed fromthe capsule, only hours ago? If so, he did not want to invoke her
here in public. He would prefer to neet her privately, for there was sonething
about her that attracted him Pass her by, for now.

Key Four, the Enperor, counterpart to the Enpress, synbol of worldly power,
seated on his cubic throne, his legs crossed in the figure four, holding in his
right hand a scepter in the formof the Egyptian Ankh or Cross of Life, and in
his left hand the gl obe of dom nion. He represented the dom nance of reason over
the enotions, of the conscious over the subconscious nind. Yes, this was a good
synbol for this occasion! The card of power.

Though he held the nedieval card, what he visualized was the Order of Vision
version. The one in the present deck, that he would have to Aninate, was a

medi eval nonarch with a great concave shield a little |ike the wooden cup used
here to guard against the threats of the storm and a scepter that needed only
three prongs added to it to becone a trident. The Reverend Siltz could readily
serve as a nodel for this one!

Brot her Paul concentrated. He felt ridicul ous; naybe he had taken so long to
deci de on a card because he knew this was an exercise in foolishness. There had
to be sone trick the colonists knew to nake the Animations seemreal; obviously
he hinmself could not do it.

Sure enough, nothing happened. Watever Animation was, it would not work for
him Wich nmeant it was sonme kind of trick. "It does not seemto function," he
said with a certain anount of relief.

"Allow me to try; perhaps you only need gui dance,” Reverend Siltz said. He took
the card and concentrated.

Not hi ng happened.

"The storm has abated," Deacon Brown said. "The Ani mati on effect has passed.”
So the power behind Ani mati on had fortuitously noved on. Now nothing could be
proved, one way or the other. Brother Paul told hinmself he should have expected
t hi s.

Yet he was disappointed. It was too marvel ous to be true, and he was here,
perhaps, to puncture its ball oon—but what incredi ble power Anination prom sed,
were it only genuine! Physical objects coal esced from i nmagination!

Oh, well. He was here to ascertain reality. He had no business hoping for

f ant asy.

5
Intuition
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Part-time occupation and never nore in a whole lifetinme's enpl oynent, was the
"eating canker" in the lives of the queens and concubi nes of an eastern harem
Unmi ti gated boredom according to one legend, and irritability arising from
unnmitigated boredom according to the second, resulted in the harem becom ng the
cradl e of playing cards.

In the first legend "the inner chanber"” of the Chinese inperial palace are said
to have seen the birth of cards. The "veiled ones" secluded therein were
nunerous, since the Enperor had not so much a wife as a bedroomstaff, for which
the recogni zed establishnent for some two thousand years was: Enpress 1

Consorts 3, Spouses 9, Beauties or Concubines 27, and Attendant Nynphs or

Assi stant Concubi nes 81. The nunbers 3 and 9 were held in particular regard by

t he astrol ogers.

The "m stresses of the bed" kept regular night watches, the 81 Attendant Nynphs
sharing the inmperial couch for 9 nights in groups of 9, the 27 Beauties 3 nights
in groups of 9, the 9 Spouses and 3 Consorts 1 night per group, and the Enpress
1 night al one.

These arrangenents |asted from roughly, the early years of the Chou dynasty
(255-112 B.C.) to the beginning of the Sung dynasty (A D. 950-1279) when the old
order broke down and had to be abandoned according to a contenporary post,
because of the unbridled and ferocious conpetition of no | ess than 3000 | adi es
of the palace. After making every allowance for poetic licence, it is clear that
by the tinme of the Sung dynasty the occupants of the "inner chanbers" had even

|l ess to do than ever before, and tinme nust have been wearisone to the point of

i nduci ng nental breakdown. As a result, says the legend, in the year 1120,

pl ayi ng cards were conceived by an inmate of the Chinese inperial harem as a
pastime for relieving perpetual boredom

Roger Tilley: A History of Playing Cards

The next norning Reverend Siltz conducted Brother Paul on a geographic tour. "I
trust you are strong of foot," he remarked. "W have no machi nes, no beasts of
burden here, and the terrain is difficult."

"I believe | can manage," Brother Paul said. After yesterday's experience with
the Aninmations, he took quite seriously anything his host told himbut it was
hardly likely that the terrain alone would do himin.

He had not slept well. The |oft had been confortable enough, with a mattress of
fragrant wood shavi ngs and pretty wooden panel s above (he had half expected to
see the roots of the grass that grewin the turf that fornmed the outer roof),
but those Animations kept returning to his mnd' s eye. Could he have forned a
physi cal object hinmself, let alone a human figure, had he not stalled until the
storm passed? If a man could forma sword froma nental or card i nage, could he
then use it to nmurder a conpanion? Surely this was nmass hypnosis! Yet Deacon
Brown had Aninated the cup instead of the four corns..

He shook his head. He woul d ascertain the truth in due course, if he could. That
was his mission. First the truth about Animation, then the truth about Cod.
Neither intuition nor guesswork would do; he had to penetrate to the hard fact.
Meanwhil e, it behooved himto famliarize hinself with this |ocale and these
people, for the secret nmight lie here instead of in the Animations thensel ves.
Despite his night of doubt, he felt better this norning, nore able to cope. If
God were directly responsible for these mani festati ons, what had a nere nan to
fear? God was good

As they set out fromthe village, a snall, swarthy man intercepted them His
body was deeply tanned, or perhaps he had nixed racial roots, as did Brother
Paul . His face was grossly winkled, though he did not seemto be ol der than
about fifty. "I conme on a matter of privilege," he said.

Reverend Siltz halted. This is the Swam of Kundalini," he said tightly. And to
the other: "Brother Paul of the Holy Order of Vision."

"It is toyoul amforced to address nyself," the Swam said to Brother Paul
"W are on our way to the countryside," Reverend Siltz said, with strained
politeness. He obviously did not appreciate this intrusion, and that alerted
Brot her Paul. Wat additional currents were flowi ng here? "The garden, the
amaranth, the Aninmation region, where the Watchers will nmeet us. If you care to
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join them=

"I shall gladly walk with you," the Swam said. "I amhappy to talk with anyone
who wishes to talk with ne," Brother Paul said. "I have nuch to |earn about this
pl anet and this society."

"W cannot spare two for the tour,'
busi ness el sewhere. "

"I do, but it nust wait," the Swam said.

"Well, surely a few m nutes— Brother Paul said, disliking the tension between
these two nen.

"Perhaps the Swam will consent to guide you in ny stead,"” Reverend Siltz said,

Siltz insisted. "The Swam surely has

grimacing. "I have a certain matter | could attend to, given the occasion.”
"Am | the unwitting cause of dissension?" Brother Paul asked. "I certainly don't
want to—

"l should be happy to guide the visitor," the Swam said. "I amfamliar with
the route.™

"Then | shall depart with due gratitude,
hardly reflecting that enotion.

"But there is no need to— Brother Paul began. But it was usel ess; the Reverend
of the Second Church of Communi smwas on his way, wal king stiffly but rapidly
back toward the village stockade

Looki ng back, Brother Paul wondered: what use was that stockade, if it did not
keep out Bigfoot? Probably the nonster merely swam around one end of the
stockade where the wall termnated in the |ake; during a stormthere would be no
way to keep watch for it

"It is all right, guest Brother," the Swam said. "W differ strongly in our
separate faiths, but we do not violate the precepts of the Tree of Life. The

the Reverend said, his expression

Reverend Communi st will have occasion to verify the whereabouts of his wayward
son, and | will guide you while maki ng known ny exception to your mssion."
Still, Brother Paul was dubious. "I fear the Reverend is offended."

"Not as offended as he pretends,” the Swam said with a brief smle. "He does
have a serious concern to attend to, but it would have been inpolitic for himto
all ow that to conprom se his hospitality or duty. And | do have a pressing
matter to discuss with you. For the affront of forcing the issue | offer such

t oken reconpense as | am abl e. Have you any demand?"

This was a bit conplicated to assimlate imediately. Was this man friend, foe,
or sonething between? "I amreally not in a position to nake any demands. Let's
tour the region, and I will listen to your concern, trusting that this does not
viol ate the Covenant."

"W shall skirt the main region of pernmanent Animation, and the advisory party
shal |l be there. The tour is sonewhat hazardous, so we nust proceed with caution
Yet this is as nothing to the hazard your m ssion, however sincerely intended,
poses for mankind. This is nmy concern.”

Br ot her Paul had suspected sonmething of the kind. In this hotbed of schisnmatic
religions, there was bound to be a good doonsday prophet, and soneone was sure
to express strong opposition to any community project, even one designed to help
unify the community itself in the interest of survival. Brother Paul had had
experience with denocratic comunity governnent. He had been shielded fromthe
lunatic elenment here. Now it seermed to have broken through. Yet even a fanatic

coul d have useful insights. "I certainly want to be advised of hazards," Brother
Paul said. "Physical and social."
"You shall be apprised of both. I will show you first our nountain garden, to

the south; between eruptions we farmthe terraces, for the ash deconposes
swiftly and is incredibly rich. Qur single garden feeds the whole village for
the sunmer, enabling us to conserve wood for wi nter sustenance. This is vital to
our survival."

The man certainly did not sound like a nut! "But what of your wheatfields that I
passed t hrough yesterday?"

"Amaranth, not wheat," the Swami told him "Amaranth is a special grain,
adaptable to alien clines. Once it was thought of as a weed, back on Earth,

until the resurgence of small famly farnms devel oped the market for tough,
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hand- harvested grains. W have been unable to grow true wheat here on Pl anet
Tarot, but are experinmenting with varieties of this alternate grain, and have
hi gh hopes. The | ava shields are also very rich here on Sout hmount, but
deconpose nore slowy than the ash, and so require slower-grow ng, nore
persistent crops. The climate of the lower region is nore noderate, which is a

| ong-range benefit."

Brot her Paul did not know nuch about either amaranth or vol canic farm ng, so he
wasn't clear on all this and did not argue. However, he did find sonme of these
statenments questionable. The deconposition of |ava was not, as he understood it,
a matter of a season or two, but of centuries. The seasonal growh of plants
woul d be | argely governed by el enents already available in the soil, rather than
by the sl ow breakdown of rock

Their discussion |apsed, for the clinb was getting steep. d assy facets of rock
showed through the turf, like obsidian mirrors set in the slope. Volcanic? It
must be; he wi shed he knew nore about the subject The vol canoes of Planet Tarot
m ght differ fundanmentally fromthose of Earth, however, just as did those of
Earth's nore i medi ate nei ghbor, Mars.

Fundanental ly. He sniled, appreciating a pun of sorts. A volcano was a thing of
the fundament, shaped by the deepest forces of the planetary crust. So whether
different or simlar—

He stunbled on a stone, and lost his train of thought. There was a path, but not
an easy one. The Swani scranmbl ed ahead with the agility of a nmonkey, hands
grasping crystalline outcroppings with the precision of |ong experience. Brother
Paul kept the pace with difficulty, copying the positioning of his guide's
grips. In places the ascent becane al nost vertical, and the path was cl eaved
occasionally by jagged cracks in the rock. Apparently the |ava had contracted as
it cooled, so that the fissures opened irregularly. The slanting sunbeans shone
down into these narrow clefts, reflecting back and forth dazzlingly, and naking
the mountain seemlike the mere shell of a netherworld of illunination. A person
could be blinded, he thought, by peering into this kal ei doscopic hall of

mrrors.

O hypnotized, he realized. Could this be the cause of the Aninations?

Then what had he seen and touched in the nmess hall, during the stornf? No
crevices there, no sunlight! Scratch one theory.

Cracks and gas: that suggested a gruesone anal ogy. The bocor, or wtch doctor,

of Haiti (and could the sinmilarity of that name to "hate" be coincidental ?
Hate-Haiti —but his mind was drifting perilously far afield at an i nopportune
time) was said to ride his horse backward to his victims shack, suck out the
victims soul through a crack in the door, and bottle that gaseous soul. Later,
when the victimdied, the bocor opened the grave, brought out the bottle, and
gave the dead nan a single sniff of his own soul. Only one sniff: not enough to
infuse the entire soul, just part of it. That aninated the corpse; it rose up as
a zonbie, forced to obey the will of the witch doctor. Could the same be done
with a human aura, and did this relate to the phenonena on Pl anet Tarot?

I dl e specul ati ons; he would do well to curb them and concentrate on objective
fact-finding. Then he could forman informed opinion. R ght now he had enough to
occupy him nerely surviving this hazardous cli nb!

They energed at |last onto a narrow terrace. The Swani |ed the way al ong this,
for it was wide enough only for themto proceed single-file. The view was

al arnming; they were several hundred neters above the level of the village, with
the top thirty an al nost sheer drop. The stockade | ooked like a wall of

t oot hpi cks. We be he who | acked good bal ance!

The terrace opened out into a garden area. Unfamiliar shrubs and vines spread
out robustly. There were no Bubbl es here, however; evidently the elevation,
exposure and wind were too much for them "W have been farming this plot for
twenty days this spring, since the upper snow nelted," the Swani said with
conmmunal pride

"Twenty days? These plants | ook |ike sixty days!"

"Yes. | warned you that growth was at an incredible rate, so you are free not to
credit it. Soon we begin the first harvest of the season. Then no nore wood soup
until fall."
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"We coul d use sone of this soil back on Earth!"

"Undoubtedly. W could use nore supplies fromEarth, and not only when the

not her pl anet wishes to bribe us to permt religious intrusion. Perhaps we can
exchange sone soil for such supplies.”

Brot her Paul was not certain how much of this was hunor and how nuch was
sarcasm so he did not reply. The cost of matterm ssion nade the shipnent of
tons of soil prohibitive. Wat was really needed was the fornul a—the chenica
anal ysis of the soil, and some seeds fromthese vigorous plants. And that would
be very difficult, for the inportation of alien plants to Earth was forhidden
Export was wi thout restriction, but inports had to pass rigorous quarantine;
there was a certain logic to this, for those who conprehended bureaucracy. Even
if he, Brother Paul, were chem st enough to work out the fornmula, he would
probably not be able to make the authorities on Earth pay attention anyway. But
he woul d take sanples and try..

"This is an active volcanic region," Brother Paul observed, cutting off his own
thoughts. It was a discipline he had to exert often. "Wat happens if there is
an eruption before the harvest?"

"That depends on the vehenence of the eruption. Mst are small, and the w nd
carries the ash away fromthis site. Later in the season, when the prevailing
winds shift, it will becone nore precarious.”

Br ot her Paul | ooked down the steep slope again toward the village. The scene was
like that of a skillfully executed painting, with the adjacent |ake brightly
reflecting the norning sun. Beautiful! But he would hate to be stranded here on
the volcano when it blewits top! Evidently there could be both ash and | ava.
That rem nded himof one of his notions that had been aborted by the difficulty
of the clinb. "Gas," he said. "Does the vol cano i ssue gas? That ni ght account
for—

"There are gas and liquid and solids and enornous energy, in accordance with the
| aws of Tarot," the Swam said. "But none of these are of a hallucinogenic
nature. Qur problemis not so readily dism ssed as originating in the nouth of
the nmountain." He stood beside Brother Paul and pointed to the north. "There,
five kilometers distant, is the depression we call 'Northole.' There is the seat
of Animation for this region.”

"Maybe a subterranean vent fromthe vol cano?" Brother Paul persisted. "Strange
effects can occur. The Oracle at Del phi—that's a place back on Earth—would sit
over the vent of—=

"Well | know it. Yet it seens strange that there is no Animation here at the
vol cano Sout hnount itself. No, | feel that the secret is nore subtle and

form dable."

"Yet you object to ny attenpt to explore the secret?"

The Swam showed the way down the nmountain. This was a | ess precipitous path to
the west, so that they were able to tread carefully upright, occasionally
skidding on the black ash lying in riverlike courses at irregular intervals. "Do
you conprehend prana?”

Br ot her Paul chuckled. "No. | have tried hatha yoga and zen neditation and read
the Vedas, but never achieved any proper awareness of either prana or jiva. |
can repeat only the vul gar descriptions: prana is the individual life principle,

and jiva is the personal soul."

"That is a beginning," the Swam said. "You are better versed than

anticipated, and this is fortunate. In the H ndu, Vedic, and Tantric texts there
is a synbol of a sleeping serpent coiled around the base of the human spine.
This is Kundalini, the coiled | atent energy of prana, known by nmany nanes.
Christians call it the "Holy Spirit,' the Greeks termed it 'ether,' martia
artists described it as "ki'."

Now Brother Paul was in nore famliar territory. "Ah, yes. In ny training in
judo, | sought the power of ki, but could never evoke it. No doubt ny notive was
suspect; | was thinking in terns of physical force, not spiritual force."

"This is the root of failure in the great mpjority of aspirants.” The Swam
paused on the nountainside. "Do you care to break that rock?" he inquired,

i ndi cating an outcropping of crystal
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Brother Paul tapped it with his fingers, feeling its hardness. "Wth a

sl edgehamer ?"

"No. Like this. Wth ki." And the Swami lifted his right armand brought his
hand down in a hard bl ow upon the rock.

And the rock fractured

Brot her Paul stared. "Ki!" he breathed. "You have it!"

"l do not meke this denbnstration to inpress you with nmy skill," the Swani said,
"but rather as evidence that nmy concern is serious. You have | ooked at ne
obliquely, and this is your right, but you nust appreciate the sincerity of ny
war ni ng. "

Brot her Paul | ooked at the cracked crystal again. Sone flaw in the stone? He had
not observed such a flaw before, and even if there had been one, it should have
taken a harder blow than the human arm was capabl e of delivering to faze it. The
power of ki was the npbst reasonabl e expl anati on. The man who possessed t hat
power had to be taken seriously. It was not nerely that he was potentially
deadly; the Swami had to have undergone rigorous training and discipline, and to
have achi eved fundamental insights about the nature of nan and the universe.

"I take you seriously," Brother Paul said. The Swam resunmed his downward trek
as if nothing special had happened. "So few apply proper respect to their quest
for the aura—

"Aural!" Brother Paul exclaimed, surprised again.

The Swam gl anced sidelong at him "That word evokes a specific response?"

Brot her Paul considered telling the Swami of his vision of the creature from
Sphere Antares, who had infornmed Brother Paul of the existence of his own,
supposedly potent aura. It required only a nonent's reflection to squel ch that
notion. He knew too little of this man and this society to di scuss sonething as
personal as this, since it reflected on his own enotional conpetence. Wat
sensi bl e person woul d believe in the ghost in the machine, or in private,
personal alien contact during the period of instantaneous nmatter transnission?
"I have read of Kirlian photography."

"No. Phot ographs are not the essence. Aura perneates the gross tissues of the
body, and is the source of all vital activity including novement, perception,

t hought, and feeling. The awakening of this force is the greatest enterprise and
the nost wonderful achi evenent man contenplates. By this nmeans it will be
possible to bridge the gulf between science and religion, between technol ogy and
truth. But there is danger, too. Grave danger."

They were now down on the plain, walking northward through the amaranth. No
wonder the "wheat" had | ooked funny! Brother Paul was distracted by the thought
of the young woman he had encountered here the day before, and his other
adventure. "Speaking of danger—s it safe to conme here without weapons?
Yesterday | encountered a wild aninmal near here."

"Yes, the news is all over the village! The Breaker will not attack you again,
since you nastered it. Oherwise | surely would not have brought you this way."
He paused. "Though how a | one man coul d have defeated as horrendous a creature
as that one, that none of us dares to face without a trident—

"I was lucky," Brother Paul said. This was not false nodesty; he had been I ucky.

"Had | been aware of the threat, | would not have ventured into the amaranth
field. "

The Swam faced him "Wat exactly did you do to overcone the Breaker?"

"I used a judo throw, or tried to," Brother Paul explained. "Ippon seoi nage and

an arm ock. "

"I ppon seoi nage should not be effective against such a creature; the dynamcs
are wong." The Swam |ooked at himwith a glint of curiosity in his eye. "l
wonder — He hesitated. "Wuld you show nme exactly what you di d?"

"Ch, | would not care to throw you on this ground," Brother Paul denurred.

"I meant the arm ock—gently." There was no question that the Swani was famliar

with martial arts.

Br ot her Paul shrugged. "As you will." They got down on the ground and he applied
the arm ock, without pressure. "Nothing special about it," Brother Paul said
"On the Breaker, it was really a leglock. | had not expected it to work, ow ng

to the peculiar anatony of the—
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"Bear down," the Swam said. "Do not be concerned; ny armis strong."

He was right about that; Brother Paul could feel surprisingly formdable
muscul ar tension in the Swami's light frane. This man was |i ke anot her aspect of
the ghost in the machine; he seened fanatical because he was inproperly
under st ood, but he was nerely giving his allegiance to other than the usua

i nperatives. Brother Paul slowy increased the force of the hold to the point
where the Breaker had screaned.

"Mre," the Swam said

"There is danger."

"Precisely."

Wel |, pain should make the man tap out before his el bow actually broke, Brother
Paul thought as he put an additional surge of effort intoit.

"There!" the Swam cri ed.

Brot her Paul eased up in alarm

The Swam smiled, obviously unhurt.

"It is what | suspected. You used ki!"

Brot her Paul shook his head. "I have no—

"You have a powerful aura," the Swam insisted. "I was uncertain until you
focused it. You are a gentle man, so you never willingly invoke it, but were you
ot herwi se, you would be a nonster. Never have | encountered such power."

Br ot her Paul sat benused. "Once another person said sonething of the kind to ne,
but | dismissed it as fancy," he said, thinking again of Antares.

"Only those who have mastered their own auras can perceive themin others," the
Swanmi assured him "My own mastery is inperfect, so your aura was not

i medi ately apparent to ne. But now |l amcertain, it was your ki, the focused
application of your aura, that terrified the Breaker. Surely it was this aura
that selected you for this mission too, though others mght have rationalized it

into other reasons. | had hoped this would not be the case.”
Brot her Paul shook his head. "If this... this aura protects ne against threats,
surel y—=

"The threat of which | speak is nuch greater than nerely a physical one. You
see—

"Hello."

Both nen | ooked up, startled. It was the girl of the wheatfield, the Enpress of
Tarot. Amaranth field, he corrected hinself. This tinme she was not fleeing him
and for that he was grateful. Now he could di scover whom she was.

She wore a one-piece outfit, really a belted tunic enbroidered with a | andscape
rem ni scent of the |ocal geography. Every colonist's apparel was distinctive,
reflecting his religious bias, but this was sonething special. There were hills
and valleys in color, and two volcanic nounts in front: a veritable contour nap.
Brother Paul tried not to stare. They were extrenely lofty and wel |l -formnmed

vol canoes.

"W nerely pass by," the Swam inforned her

"Westling on the ground, flattening the crop, and crying out?" she denmanded.
"Swanmi, | always knew you were a nut, but—

"My fault,"” Brother Paul interposed. "I was trying to denonstrate how I

di scouraged t he Breaker."

Her |ovely eyes narrowed appraisingly. "Then | nust speak with you," she said
firmy. Indeed, everything about her was firm she was a strikingly handsone
young worman, with golden hair and eyes and skin, and features that were, as the
narrators of the Arabian N ghts would have put it, marvels of symmetry. Brother
Paul m ght have seen a fairer female at sone tine in his life, but at the nonent
it was difficult to call any such creature to m nd.

"l have undertaken to guide this man about the premi ses," the Swam said
gruffly, as he rose and dusted hinself off. "W nust arrive at Northole in due
course. "

"Then | shall acconpany you,"'
visitor fromEarth."

"You cannot | eave your station!"

"My station is the Breaker—who is absent today,

she said. "It is essential that | talk with our

she said with finality.
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Brother Paul remained silent. It seened that the Swam was being served as he

hi nsel f had served Reverend Siltz; also, it would be wi ckedly pleasant having
this scenic creature along. He had feared he woul d not see her again, but here
she was, virtually forcing her conpany on him CQbviously she accepted no
inferior status; maybe wonen were, after all, equal to nmen here. That woul d be
ni ce.

The Swami shrugged, evidently suppressing his irritation. "This female is the
understudy to the Breaker," he said, by way of introduction. "She al one has no
fear of the nonster. It is apparent in her manner."

"The Swami prefers his docile daughter,"” she responded, "who has few illusions
of individuality."

Thrust and counterthrust! "Wat is your nane, Breaker Lady?" Brother Paul asked.
"Why did you flee fromne before, if you have so little to fear?"

"l thought you were an Aninmation," she said. "The only way to handle an
Animation is to get the hell away fromit."

Hm A candid, colloquial answer that did nuch to debilitate his prior conception
of her as the Enpress. "But your nane?"

"Call her anything you like," the Swam said. "Subtlety is wasted on the
unsubtle."

The girl only smiled, not at all disconmoded by the Swami's taciturnity. If she
had intended to give her nane, that intention was gone now. Sonmehow he had to
defuse this nminor social crisis, since he wanted to get along with both of them
though for different reasons.

"Then | shall call you Amaranth, in honor of this beautiful field where we net,"
Br ot her Paul decided that physical conplinents were seldomin error, when
relating to the distaff.

"Ch, | like that!" she exclainmed, nelting. "Amaranth! May | keep it?"

"It is yours," Brother Paul said benignly. He |iked her node of gane-pl aying,
and he liked her. "You thought I was an Animation of the Devil, and | thought
you were an Aninmation of the Enpress. No doubt we were both correct.”

She | aughed, causing the vol canoes to quiver hazardously. "And | thought menbers
of the Order of Vision were hunorless!"

"Some are," Brother Paul said. "Let me hear out the Swami; then | shall be free
to talk with you at leisure.” Delightful prospect!
"My warning can wait upon a nore propitious occasion
"I't concerns Northole."

"That's an odd nane," Brother Paul observed, hoping to relieve the tension
agai n.

"W have sinplistic nonenclature,” Amaranth said. "That's Sout hnount you cane
from this is Westfield; the Aninmation pit is Northole; and the water to the
east of the village is—=

"East | ake," Brother Paul finished. "Yes, it does make sense. Wat did you want
to ask me?"

"Not hi ng, " she sai d.

the Swani said sourly.

"Perhaps | msunderstood. | thought you said—
"Never pay too much attention to what a worman says," the Swam said.
She ignored himelegantly. "I said | w shed to speak with you. I amdoing that."

Brother Paul smiled with bafflenent. "Assuredly. Yet—=

"You overcane ny Breaker with your bare hands, w thout hurting himor yourself.
I need to study you, as | study the Breaker. This is my job: to conprehend the
full nature of ny subject.”

"Ah. So you nust conprehend the type of person who bal ks the ani nal, by whatever
freak of circunstance," Brother Paul said. He had had the inpression that her
interest was in himpersonally, but this was really nore realistic. Wat rea
interest would a girl of her attractions have in a sedate stranger? "Yet |
remai n confused," he went on

"That's all right," she said brightly.

The Swam nell owed enough to put in an explanation. "Survival is a narrow thing
here," he said. "W nust labor diligently to gather wood for the arduous w nter,
and anything that interferes with this acquisition of fuel is a comunity
concern. The Breaker interferes, forcing us to travel fromthe village in arned
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parties—a ruinously wasteful expenditure of manpower. Therefore we study the
Breaker, hoping to neutralize it."

"Whuldn't it be sinpler to kill it?" Brother Paul asked.

"Kill it?" the Swam echoed, as if baffled.

Now it was the girl's turn to make the explanation. "Many of our sects object to
taking the lives of natural creatures. It is a noral matter, and a practica

one. It is inpossible to know what the ram fications of unnecessary killing may
be. If we killed this local Breaker, another mght nerely nove into its place. A
smarter or nore vicious one. If we killed themall, we could weak ecol ogi ca

havoc that would in turn destroy us. Back on Earth the environnent was ravaged
by the unthinking war against pests, and we don't want to make that m stake
here. Al so, we need beasts of burden, and the Breaker, if it could be taned and
har nessed, m ght be an excellent one. So we protect ourselves with the tridents,
not trying to kill the Breaker or any other predator. W are studying our

probl ens before acting."

"That is what | amhere to do with the problem of Aninmation," Brother Paul

poi nted out.

"Wiich is why you nust be apprised of the danger first,'
Breaker is a minor nenace; Animation is a mmjor one."

"I amwilling to listen,” Brother Paul rem nded him

The Swam was silent, so Brother Paul addressed Amaranth. "How is it you have
this dangerous job of observation? You do not carry any trident."

"Not a tangible one," the Swam nuttered. "She has barbs enough."

"He sees his late wife in all young wonen," Amaranth said to Brother Paul. "She
had a savage wit. But about ne: it was the lot. No one volunteered, so we drew
cards fromthe Tarot, and | was low. As a matter of fact, | was the Enpress, Key
Three; you were right about that. So they built ne a protective box shaped |ike
the throne and appropriately marked—we propitiate the God of Tarot in any little
way we can—-and | set out to study the Breaker. And watch the amaranth, since the
Br eaker associates nobst frequently with this area. He sure keeps the
grain-eaters off the field! | keep track of the tenperature extrenes, rainfall
and such, and neasure the growth of the plants. And when an MI shi pnent cones, |
notify the village, although the noise of arrival usually nakes that

superfluous. Sorry |I lost ny head yesterday; | had forgotten they were sending a
man this tine."

"But the danger—a nere girl—=

The Swam snorted. "Let the Breaker beware!"

"l had sone concern nyself," she adm tted, again successfully ignoring the jibe.
"I wanted to indulge ny artistic proclivities, carving pseudo-icons and totens
fromTree of Life wood and i gneous stone. But that slot was filled by another,
so | had to accept assignnent el sewhere. When the lot put nme in this dangerous
and unsuitable position, | rebelled."

"She is good at that," the Swam said.

"Which is one reason | remain unnmarried,"” she continued. "I had a prospect, but
he rejected nme because of ny lack of conmunity spirit. O course, he didn't have
to face the Breaker. Finally | had to come around, because on this planet you
contribute or you don't eat; that's one of the few things our scattered cults
agree on."

"An excellent policy," the Swam said.

"But do you know," she continued w thout even a poi sonous glance at him "I

di scovered that there really is a lot nore to be known about amaranth than | had
thought, as well as about the Breaker. Each plant is a separate individual,
proceeding in its own fashion toward the harvest, requiring its own specia
attention. Sonetines | sneak a little volcanic ash to a plant that is ailing,
though I'm not supposed to. There are creatures beneath the plants, insects and
even serpents sheltered by the | ow canopy. That nakes ne feel right at hone."
"Most girls of Earth do not appreciate snakes, beneficial as these reptiles my
be," Brother Paul observed.

"Most girls of Earth do not worship Abraxas, the serpent-footed God," she
replied. "Actually, the fear of snakes is conparatively recent, historically. In

the Swam said. "The
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the Bible, the Serpent was the source of w sdomthat transforned—=

"Caution," the Swami said. "Renenber the Covenant."

"Sorry," she said. "W are not permitted to go into our private beliefs, in the
i nterest of your continuing objectivity. It's a nuisance. Anyway, | discovered
unsurpassed artistry in the nountains and sunsets and storns of this unspoil ed
pl anet. Have you noticed how the Tarot Bubbles get bl own by the w nd? W nust
have the prettiest storms in this section of the Galaxy! | translated this
beauty into the weaving | do in the off-hours.”

"You weave al so?" Brother Paul asked.

"Ch, yes, we all weave the Tree of Life fibers, especially in winter, for we
must have cl othing and bl ankets against the cold. You haven't experienced w nter
until you've survived it here! But even in sunmmer | must sit still for long
peri ods, alone, so the weaving and enbroidery help distract me. This dress

desi gned and shaped nysel f," she said with pride, taking a breath that made the

twin vol canoes threaten to erupt. "It is an accurate contour map of the region
as seen fromny station." She shrugged, causing another siege of earthquakes
around the mountains. "OF course, | have to be facing the right way. Strictly

speaking, | should be |ying down with ny legs to the north—=

"Shanel ess!" the Swami hissed.

"Ch, come on, Swami," she said. "Doesn't Kundalini link prana to the sexua
force, just as nmy God Abraxas does? There shoul d be no shane in drawing a
paral | el between worman and nature. Wnman is nature."

"I didn't realize there were two vol canoes," Brother Paul said, thinking it best
to interrupt this debate. He had not believed religion could ever play too great
a part in the daily lives of people, but he was devel oping a doubt. In every
personal interaction, here on Planet Tarot, the aninobsities of religious

i ntol erance were barely veiled

"Ch, yes," she said. "Actually it is one volcano with twin cones. They nornally
erupt together. Fromthe village, one cone obscures the other, and often in the
nmor ni ngs the haze conceal s both, but fromhere..." She turned, walking briskly
backward so as not to inpede their progress toward Northole. "Yes, you can see
them both now. Sout hnmount Left and Sout hnmount Right." She tapped the map
appropriately, making nonentary indentations in the resilient nounts.

Br ot her Paul yanked his eyes away fromthe indents and | ooked back. Sure enough,
now two cones were apparent, and they did resenble those of the contour nap:
full and rounded, rather than truly conical. "Were is the nountain garden?" he
i nqui red.

"Here in the cleft," she said, indicating a spot on the nap between the cones.
"The village access cones up on the east slope, here." She traced a course up
the right side. "It's steep, but nost direct." It certainly was! "Now we're
about here— She touched the general region of her navel. "Heading for the—=
"Enough!" the Swam cried.

"Nort hol e," she concluded. "The passion pit."

"You are an accursed slut!" the Swanmi said. Hs face was red. \Watever contro
he exerted over his intellectual and spiritual powers did not seemto extend to
his emotions. This was a deeply divided nan, w th sizable unresolved conflicts.
"Nothing wong with me that a good nan can't cure,”" Amaranth said blithely.

Well, the Swam had started this engagenent; now she was finishing it.

"You never expl ai ned about the Breaker," Brother Paul remnm nded her

"Um yes. Wien | studied the Breaker, | cane to realize that this was the nost
i nteresting phenonenon of all. | was afraid of it at first, and | really

barricaded nmy throne as a fortress, but after a while it got used to ne. Little
by little I won its respect, taming it, and nowit will not attack ne because it

knows me. He knows ne; | think of the Breaker as male."
"You woul d," the Swam nuttered.
"We are friends, in our fashion," she continued. "I amcloser to success than

ot hers suspect. The Breaker will cone when | whistle, and | can touch him |
think he mght fight for ne if | were threatened. That may have been why he went
after you; he thought you were chasing ne."

"I was," Brother Paul said.

"I certainly would not want to see himkilled. | do think that in time | wll be
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abl e to harness his power for our benefit. It is a tremendous project, and I'm
glad nowthat the lot fell to ne. I'msorry you drove the Breaker away."

"l was ignorant of —

"Ch, no blane attaches to you, sir! You had to defend yourself, and you did that
wi thout actually hurting the Breaker. He will return in a day or so. Meanwhile,
you can show ne how you did it."

"I utilized the principles of judo," Brother Paul began, but caught the warning
gl ance of the Swani. Yes, probably it was better not to nention the matter of Kki
or aura, yet. "Sieroku zenyo, naximum efficiency—=

She stopped. "Pretend |I'mthe Breaker, charging you. How do you react?"

Déja vu! "It would require physical contact to denonstrate, and | have al ready
been through this with the Swam. |'m not sure—-

"The vanp neans to seduce you!" the Swam expostul ated.

Brot her Paul was not at all certain this was an enpty warning. A forward wonman
who spoke appreciatively of serpents and sexual know edge and showed off her
breasts in so obvious a fashion... "Perhaps another tine," he said. "I gather,
then, that you do not feel that your assignment was a m stake." She had al ready
sai d as much, but he was sonewhat at a |oss for suitable responses.

"It has been a revelation," she said sincerely, resunmng her forward progress.
She adapted to circunstances readily, whether physical or conversational. An
intriguing woman to know "The | ot chose ny career better than | ever could

have. | believe it was the will of Abraxas."
"A heathen denon!" the Swam nmuttered.
"Cbserve the intenperate yogi," she said. "Qther Indian-derived religions are

suprenely tolerant, but he—

"Perhaps it was the God of Tarot who guided the lot," Brother Paul said.

"Wi chever god that may be." Then, before the hostilities could resunme: "I see
peopl e ahead. Swami, it nmay be tine for you to tell me of the danger, before we
are interrupted.”

To his half-surprise, the Swam agreed. "The danger is this: the Aninmation
effect is a manifestation of the fundamental power of Kundalini—the spirit
force. Evoked wi thout proper conprehension or controls, this is like conjuring
Satan, |ike giving blocks of fissionable naterial to a child for play."

"Ch, pooh!" Amaranth exclained. "Magic |like this has been known and practiced
and venerated for thousands of years. The only question is, whose god is
responsi ble? You're just afraid it won't turn out to be your god."

"Correct," the Swam agreed. "I worship no god; | seek only the ultimte
enlightennent. This Animation is not a force of God at all, but a manifestation
of uncontrolled Kundalini. In human history, Kundalini gone astray has been the
cause of the evil geniuses of nen like Attila the Hun and Adol ph Htler the
Nazi. |If you, Brother Paul of the Holy Order of Vision, evoke it now-and it is

my fear that this capacity does indeed Iie within you, the capacity to | ocose the
full genie fromthe bottle, rather than the nere fragnments of it we have
hitherto seen—you may give formto a concentration of power that will destroy us
all, that will exterm nate the entire human col ony of Planet Tarot."

"An inmagi nary beast!" Amaranth scoffed.

But Brother Paul was not so skeptical. The Swami had shown hi m sone of the
reasons for his concern, and they were inpressive. Wat could the power of ki

do, if it were to run anok? If this really were related to Animation... "I have
seen sonme of the Animations, touched the forns nyself,"” he said. "There is
sonet hing here beyond our present conprehension. | know that other people have
died exploring this nmystery. Yet | amhere to fathomit if | can; | believe ny

best course lies not in avoiding Animation, but in studying it with extrene
caution and what ever safeguards are feasible. Know edge is our nost form dable
weapon, especially against the unknown."

"l expected that response, and respect it," the Swami said. "My purpose is only

to nake certain you appreciate the possi ble magnitude of the threat. | can do no
more. Nor would |, under the Covenant."

Brot her Paul had expected a | ess restrained reaction. The Swan ranged from
snappi sh intolerance to utter reasonabl eness wi thout warning. "I understand
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there are to be assigned watchers, during ny exploration. Perhaps you should be
among them to caution me where necessary."

"I am already represented," the Swam said. "Yet the watchers are as nothing
agai nst the magnitude of this force."

They had come up to the two standing figures. "Brother Paul," one said. He was
an old man, white-haired but upright. "I am Pastor Runford, Jehovah's Wt ness.
This is Ms. Ellend, Church of Christ, Scientist."

"I amglad to neet you," Brother Paul said. Separately, to the woman, he added:
"That would be Christian Scientist?"

The wonman nodded. She seened even ol der than the pastor, but also healthier, as
befitted her calling. Christian Scientists comonly refused conventional mnedica
attention, believing that all illness was illusory.

"W two have been assigned to watch over your experinment, remnaining neutra

ourselves," Pastor Runford said. "This is the edge of Northole, where Animations
nmost frequently occur.”
"I'f I may ask," Brother Paul said, "it seens to nme that except for occasiona

storns, this effect renmains fairly localized. Wuldn't it be sinpler nerely to
demark the limts of Animation regions, and stay away fromthose areas?"

"W would do so if we could,"” Pastor Runford replied. "Young lady, if | may use
your map..."

Amar ant h stepped forward, sniling. The pastor used a stripped weed stemto

i ndi cate points on her map. "Qur only route to the great forest to the north
sone | eagues fromhere skirts Northmount. Here." He pointed to her right thigh,
whi ch was conveniently set forward. "And nust veer quite near Northole, here."
He gestured delicately to the obvious region, marked on her dress as a wi de,
shal | ow depression. "At tines the Aninmation effect extends across the path,
interfering with our hauling. If we do not bring down sufficient wood for the
wi nt er =

"l understand," Brother Paul said. So there was a practical, geographic reason
for neutralizing this effect, as well as the colonists' need to unify about a
singl e God.

"W do not wish to interfere in any way with your belief or your investigation,"
Ms. Ellend said. Her voice was oddly soft, yet carried well: the quiet
authority of the grandnother figure. "Yet this matter is of some concern to us.
Therefore it behooves us to cooperate with you, facilitating your exploration in
an unobtrusive manner. Wiile we are not, as a community, in conplete agreenent,
common need has led us to this conpromi se." She glanced at the Swami. "Do you
not agree, Kundalini?"

The Swami grinmaced, but nodded affirmatively.

Pastor Runford's eyes travel ed out over the msty hollowto the north.
"Anticipating your progress, we have positioned observers within and w thout the
Ani mation region. Ms. Ellend and | are without; three colonists unknown to you
are within. All are instructed by the Covenant to | eave you to your own devi ces,
except when you are in personal danger or otherwise in need of assistance. W
ask you to remain near the fringe, where the effect is not strong, and to
withdraw i medi ately if a stormshould rise. Since we on the outside will be
better able to detect such weather, we will signal you or send a courier at
need. Are you anenable to this?"

Brot her Paul considered it. "If | understand correctly, the line between reality
and i magi nati on beconmes blurred within the Animati on area. Thus | nay perceive a
storm when none is present, or overlook a genuine one. | nust confess to ny

amazenment at the manifestati ons evoked by Deacon Brown |l ast night; it is
apparent that ny own objectivity is not proof against this sort of thing.
therefore thank you for your concern. | believe it to be well-founded, and
consider the Swani's warning quite timely also. | shall remain at the fringe
today, and will respond i mediately to your signal or nessenger."

"W sincerely appreciate your attitude," Ms. Ellend said with a smle that

warmed him Wat a gracious |ady she was! "If you will also limt your initia
exploration to an hour, this will serve as another safeguard.”

"One hour." Brother Paul set the counter on his watch. "1'd like to take one
further precaution. Because we are concerned with objective reality here, | have
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been provided with electronic units to enable ne to communi cate with persons
outside of the Aninmation area. | propose to |leave a transceiver with you, so
that we will be in touch." He drew a wand from his pocket. "These are activated
by pressure; just squeeze between thunb and forefinger to broadcast, and rel ease
to receive."

"I amfamliar with the type," Pastor Runford said, taking the unit. "Back on
Earth, we used these to coordi nate our nenbership drives. An excellent
precaution.”

Menbership drives. Yes, the Jehovah's Wtnesses were the nost persistent of
recruiters, carrying their nmessage and literature to every househol d. They
believed the end of the world was near, and the advent of matterm ssion had
intensified that belief. Brother Paul was not about to argue the case. "Al so,"
he continued, "I have been cautioned agai nst attenpting to Animate the Mjor
Arcana, but | cannot do nuch nore with Tarot synbols |ike swords and cups than |
have already witnessed. | would like to Aninmate nore conpl ex i mages that are
still circunscribed by existing standards. It occurs to ne that the picture
synbolismof the Mnor Arcana in the so-called Wiite pack of cards—

"You are a thoughtful man," Ms. Ellend said. "Please accept ny deck for this
purpose. It is the standard Rider-Waite Tarot." She extended it.

"Thank you." Brother Paul took the deck, faced north, and started wal ki ng. The
four colonists stood where they were, watching silently.

Actually he felt a bit guilty, for he had not infornmed them of the significance
of the bracelet he wore. Yet it still seemed best nerely to let this secret
recorder record, and to ignore it neanwhile; it would represent the fina

evi dence, back on Earth, of the truth of his discoveries. He could not play back
its record here on Planet Tarot, so in that sense it really was irrel evant.

He wondered where the other three observers were—the ones inside the Animation
region. Were they hiding? He really would not m nd having them present; an

obj ective experinment should be valid regardl ess of the audi ence, and the
Animation effect did not seemto be publicity-shy. Maybe they were waiting under
that tree thirty nmeters distant..

It was a magnificent tree, possibly seventy-five neters tall, and thus |arger
than nost that remmi ned on Earth. The | eaves fornmed so dense a canopy that the
shade beneath it was like night. Pretty Tarot Bubbles clustered in that
nocturnal shelter, exceptionally large; sone were up to ten centineters in

di aneter. A haze of blossons coated the outer fringe of the upper region of the
tree, and their odor drifted sweetly down to him Could this be the source of
Ani mation, the fragrance of the trees? No; surely anything so obvious woul d have
been di scovered | ong ago by the colonists. Flowers were seasonal, so the effect
would be Iimted to springtine, and fromall he had heard, Anination occurred at
all seasons and in all places, though nost frequently during stornms and in
Northole. Also, if Animation derived fromthe Tree of Life (assuming that this
tree was a representative of that species) and renmi ned associated with the
wood, the effect would be strongest in the houses of the village. Since it was
weakest there, and did not devel op as the wood was being burned in winter, the
Tree was an unlikely source.

The watchers were not by the tree. Brother Paul halted, physically and nentally,
and pondered. "This seens |like a good place to begin, neverthel ess,” he
murnmured. |f this were an individual Tree of Life, allowed to stand because it
was in the Animation area, it was a fitting setting for his experinent. |If there
were an entire forest of giants like this to the north, what a forest it would
be! Perhaps he would visit that in due course. He hoped so.

He opened the pack of cards and riffled through it, his fingers ninble. He
passed over the Major Arcana and stopped at the Ace of Wands. On this variant it
was a picture, not a sinple wand. That was why he had chosen the Waite deck
"Wel I, why not?" he asked hinself.

He held the card before him concentrating. Wuld it work, now that he was doing
it alone? He wasn't sure he was far enough into the Anination area anyway, so a
failure woul d not necessarily nean—

He | ooked up. And gaped. There it was: a small cunulus cloud, all gray and
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fleecy, hanging in the sky, its curlicues extending vertically, about a

kil ometer above the ground. As he watched, a white hand pushed out to the left,
glowing, and in this ghostly hand was clasped a tall wooden club with little
green | eaves sprouting fromit. The whole thing was in grandi ose scale, and
somewhat fuzzy and poorly proportioned, but obviously nodel ed upon the card he
held. It was not merely a vision in the sky; there was a knoll severa

kil ometers beyond it, on the far side of a flowing stream and what could be a
castle on this knoll. Brother Paul was sure that neither stream nor castle had
been there before he had begun concentrating on the card. This neant the entire
vi si bl e | andscape had been coerced to conformto the card. This success was
beyond hi s expectations; he had been ready for failure, or at best a miniature
scene.

Even as he studied it, the scene wavered and faded. The castle was no | onger
clear, and the cloud—was only a cloud. He could no | onger be sure he had seen
what he thought he had seen

Brot her Paul did not pause to ponder the inplications. Instead he sorted out the
four deuces, set aside the main deck, and shuffled the twos together until their
order was random Then he turned up the top one: the Two of Swords. The picture
was of a young woman in a plain white robe, blindfol ded, seated before an

i sl and-studded | ake. In her hands she held two | ong swords. Her arns were
crossed over her bosom so that the swords pointed up and outward in a V shape.
He had dealt this card reversed—dpsi de-down—ow ng to the shuffling.

Before he tried to Aninmate it, he wal ked another fifty paces north, where he
hoped the effect would be stronger and nore persistent. He did not want another
wavering, distorted picture to sap his certainty. He concentrated on the card as
it was, then | ooked up.

Sure enough, the blindfolded | ady was there, in every detail. Al so the |ake, the
i slands, and the crescent nmoon showing in the V. And the whol e scene was
inverted—i ke the card. The | ake was overhead, the noon below, it was as if she
were supported by the projecting swords.

Reversal could be highly significant in Tarot. In divination—the polite termfor
fortune-telling—+t neant the nessage of the card was di m nished in inpact or
changed. Miuted. Brother Paul knew that according to the author of this deck,
Arthur Waite, the reversed Two of Swords was an onen of inposture, fal sehood, or
di sloyalty. A bad sign?

No, this was no divination! It was only an experiment, a testing of a specific
effect. Besides, he did not believe in omens. For his purpose, this inversion
was i nval uabl e, because no such thing would have happened naturally. He had
Animated it! Having verified this, he let it fade out.

Brot her Paul sorted and shuffled the four threes, and dealt one. Cups, reversed.
He concentrated, and the three nai dens appeared, dancing in a garden, with cups
hel d hi gh, pledgi ng one another. Upsi de-down.

If he were a believer in divination, he would be feeling rather doubtful now.
The Trey of Cups signified the conclusion of any matter happily; reversed, it
woul d mean—

Frowni ng, he put away the card, and watched the vision fade. He set up the
fours. He wal ked farther north as he mixed them The Anination effect did seem
to be getting stronger, despite the inversions; it could be the intensification
of the field or whatever enabled the effect, or it could be increasing
proficiency on his part as he gai ned experience. This tine he would really test
it, by producing sonething he could touch

He turned up the Four of Pentacles, Waite's name for Disks or Coins. Yet again,
the card was reversed. And the inage forned before him without his consciously
willing it. Inverted. It was a young nan, seated, with a golden disk on his
head, the disk inscribed with a five-pointed star, and another disk like it held
before him and two nmore under his feet. Over his feet, in this position

"Damm it!" Brother Paul swore, in nost un-Vision-like ire. He was tired of
inversion and its theoretic warnings of trouble that he didn't believe in. He
strode forward, nmoving his armas if to sweep the vision away. Half certain that
he woul d encounter nothing, he fixed his gaze on the fair city in the distance,
al so upsi de-down, |ike a mirage
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His outflung hand struck the front disk. It flew wide, rem nding himnonmentarily
of Tennyson's Lady of Shalott, whose spindle had fl owmn w de and cracked the
mrror fromside to side. Was he, like that Lady, living in fantasy? The di sk
bounced and rolled along the ground. The nman fell over, his feet com ng down to
touch the ground. He | ooked surprised. He opened his nouth as if to cry out—and
faded away.

Shaki ng, Brother Paul stood |ooking at the spot where the Four of Pentacles had
been. The Ani mati on had been solid! Just as the synbols yesterday in the ness
hal | had been solid. There was now no question: belief in an inage caused it to
becone real, here. Faith was the key.

Brot her Paul put the deck away. It was evident that he could Aninmate what he saw
on the cards, and these constructs seened to pose no threat to himpersonally.
But was there really any significance beyond this? If this were sinply a work of
art—reproduci ng pictures in three dinmensions, converting pictures to

scul ptures—then there was surely no special god involved.

"Brother Paul," a small voice nurnured.

If there were no god—at | east none directly controlling the Animati on effect—-his
task was sinple. He could declare the problemsolved and go hone. But surely the
col oni sts woul d not have been cowed by the Animation effect, if it were only an
art form any nore than they were cowed by the vol canoes or the Tarot Bubbl es.
And what was the specific cause of the effect? Hs will controlled a particular

i mge, but something else had to nake it possible here, while it renained

i npossi bl e el sewhere.

"Brother Paul," the small voice repeated, "do you perceive nme?"

He knew he had to work this out very carefully. He believed in God, and this was
a nost powerful and pervasive belief, the realization of which had transformnmed
his life eight years ago. Yet he had never presuned to define that God too
specifically. It was essential that he keep his m nd objective, and not create
any deity here, as it were, in his ow inmage. That had been Reverend Siltz's
caution, and a proper one. For this mssion, as inlife, his God was Truth: the
nost specific, objective, explicable truth he was capabl e of nustering.

If God Hinself should nmanifest via the nedium of Aninmation, surely He woul d nmake
Hi nsel f known in H's own fashion, indisputably, as someone had al ready
suggested. Brother Paul nerely had to hold hinself in readiness for that
transcendent revel ation, that suprenme intuition

"Lord," he murnured, "let nme not make a fool of nyself, in nmy quest for Thee."
But he had to reprove hinself: it was a selfish prayer. If it were necessary to
make a fool of hinself to discover God, then it would be well worth it. In fact,
was this not the nature of the Fool of Tarot?

Hi s hour was passing; if he were to progress beyond yesterday's point, he had to
do it soon. He brought out the deck again and riffled through it, seeking
inspiration. The Mnor Arcana were not sufficient; should he Animate a Court
Card? Perhaps a King or a Queen?

A figure showed. Fenale, conmng toward him But he hadn't attenpted another
Ani mat i on! Unl ess—

That was it. He was going through the Suit of Swords, and there was the Eight: a
worman bound and hoodw nked anong a forest of standing swords. It nmeant bad news,
crisis, interference. He had unconsciously Animated it. He woul d have to watch
that; he was in the depths of the Aninmation region now, and with practice was
devel opi ng such ready facility that any card he glinpsed could beconme physical,
even without his conscious intent.

Well, tinme for the big one. He would see if he could nake the Tarot deck itself
respond to his queries. Brother Paul brought out the deck again, sorted through
the Major Arcana, and selected the Hi erophant. This was Key Five of this deck,
the great educator and religious figure known in other decks as the Hi gh Priest
or the Pope, counterpart to the High Priestess. It all depended on the religion
and purpose of the person who conceived the particular variant. The title of the
card hardly mattered anyway; sone decks used no titles. The pictures carried the
synbolism Surely this august figure of Key Five would know t he meani ng of
Animation, if there were a neaning to be known.
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Brot her Paul concentrated, and the figure naterialized. He sat upon a throne,
bot h hands upraised, the right palmout, two fingers el evated in benediction,
the left hand hol ding a scepter topped with a triple cross. He wore a great red
robe and an ornate gol den headdress. Before himknelt two tonsured nonks; behind
hi mrose two ornate col ums.

Brot her Paul found hinself shaking. He had conjured the |leading figure of the
Roman Cat holic Church, by whatever nanme a Protestant deck night bestow. Had he
the right?

Yes, he decided. This was not the real Pope, but a representation drawn froma
card. Probably a nindless thing, a nere statue. That m ndl essness needed to be
verified, so Brother Paul could be assured that there was no intellect behind
the Aninmation effect.

"Your Excellency," he nmurnured, inclining his head with the respect he gave to
dignitaries of any faith. One did not need to share a person's philosophy to
respect his dedication to that philosophy. "May | have an audi ence?"

The figure's head tilted. The left armlowered. The eyes focused on Brother
Paul . The |ips noved. "You may," the Hi erophant said.

It had spoken!

Well, his recorder-bracelet would verify later whether or not this was true.

Voi ce analysis nmight reveal that Brother Paul was talking to hinself. That did
not matter; it was his mssion to make the observations, evoking whatever
effects could be evoked, so that the record was conplete. He could not afford to
hol d back nerely because he personally night not |ike what mani fested. He was

al ready sorry he had Animated the Hi erophant; now he had to talk with the
apparition, and that seenmed to commt himintellectually, legitinmzing a
creation he felt to be illegitimate. Wll, onward.

"I seek information," he said, neekly enough

The holy head inclined. "Ask, and it shall be given."

Brot her Paul thought of asking whether God was behind the Animation effect, and
if so, what was Hi s true nature? But he remenbered an event of his coll ege days,
when a friend had teased the three-year-old child of a married student by asking
her, "Little girl, what is the nature of ultimate reality?" The child had
pronptly replied, "Lollipops." That answer had been the talk of the canpus for
days; the consensus of opinion had been that it was accurate. But Brother Paul
was not eager for that sort of reply fromthis figure. First he had to verify
the Hi erophant's nature. So he asked it a challenging but not really critica
question, a test question. "Wat is the purpose of religion?"

"The purpose of religion is to pacify nen's nminds and nmake them socially and
politically docile," the H erophant replied.

Thi s caught Brother Paul by surprise. It was certainly no reflection of his own
view of religion! Did this nean the figure did possess a mind of its own? "But
what of the progress of nan's spirit?" he asked. "Wat happens to it after it
passes fromthis worl d?"

"Spirit? Another worl d? Superstitions fostered by the political authorities,"”
the Hi erophant said. "No one in his right mnd would put up with the corruption
and cruelty of those in power, if he believed this were the only world he would
experience. So they promise hima nythical |ife hereafter, where the wongs of
this life will be conpensated. Only a fool would believe that, which shows how
many fools there are. Barnumwas wong; a fool is not born every minute. A foo
is born every second."

"Lord have nercy on me, a fool," Brother Paul nmurnured.

"Eh?" the Hi erophant demanded querul ously.

"I merely thought there was nore to religion than this," Brother Paul clarified.
"A person needs sone solace in the face of the inevitable death of the body."
"Wthout death, there would be no religion!" the Hierophant asserted, waving his
scepter for enphasis, It alnobst struck the pate of one of the nonks. The

Hi er ophant frowned i n annoyance, and bot h nonks di sappeared. "Religion started
with the nature spirits—the forest fire, flood, thunder, earthquake and the
like. Primtive savages tried to use nmagic to pacify the denons of the

envi ronment, and made bl ood sacrifices to the elenents of fire, water, air, and
earth, hoping to flatter these savage powers into benign behavior. Read the Good
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Book of Tarot and you will find these spooks lurking yet, in the formof the
four suits. Formal religion is but an anplification of these concepts.”

Brot her Paul's amazenent was giving way to ire. "This is an idiot's view of
religion," he said. "You can't clai m=

"You have been brai nwashed into conformity with intell ectual nonsense," the

Hi erophant said with paternal regret. "Your whol e existence has been steeped in
religi ous propaganda. Your nmenory is inprinted with the face of Caesar and the
message 'In God We Trust.' Your pledge of allegiance to your totemc flag says
"One nation under God indivisible." Wiy not say 'In Satan W Trust,' for Satan
has far nore constancy than God. O 'One nation, enbracing a crackpot occult
spook, indivisible except by lust for power—"

"Stop!" Brother Paul cried. "I cannot listen to this sacrilege!"

The Hi er ophant nodded knowingly. "So you adnmit to being the dupe of the

organi zed worl dwi de conspiracy of religion. Your objectivity exists only so |ong
as the truth does not conflict with the tenets of your cult."”

Brot her Paul was angry, but not so angry that he mssed the kernel of truth
within the religious nockery. This cardboard entity was baiting him pushing his
buttons, forcing himto react as it chose. The Animation was in control, not he
hinsel f. He had to recover his objectivity, to observe rather than proselytize,
or his mssion was dooned.

Brot her Paul cal med hinself by an effort of will that became mininmal once he

realized what was happening. "I apol ogi ze, Hi erophant," he said, with a fair
senbl ance of cal mess. "Maybe | have been misinformed. | will hear you out."
After all, freedom of speech applied to everyone, even those with cardboard
m nds.

The figure smled. "Excellent. Ask what you will."

This was now nore difficult than before. Instead of a question, Brother Paul
decided to try a statenent. Maybe he could gain the initiative and nake the

Ani mation react instead; that should be nore productive. Cbviously there was a
m nd of sone kind behind the facade; the question was, what m nd?

"You say | can tolerate only that truth which does not conflict with the tenets

of ny personal religion," he said carefully. "I'"msure that is correct. But I
regard ny religion as Truth, and | do ny best to ascertain the truth of every
situation. | support freedom of speech for every person, including those who
disagree with ne, and | endorse every nan's right to life, liberty, and the
pursuit of happiness. This is part of what | nean when | salute ny country's
flag, and when | invoke God's nane in routine matters."

"Few nations support these things," the Hi erophant said. "Certainly not the
monol ithic Church. A heretic is entitled to neither life nor liberty, and no one
is entitled to happiness.”

"But happiness is the natural goal of man!" Brother Paul protested, privately
intrigued. Now he was baiting the figure! He considered happi ness only a part of
the natural goal of man; he hinself did not crave sel fish happi ness. Once,

per haps, he had; but he had matured. O so he hoped.

"The salvation of his imortal soul is the proper goal of man," the Hi erophant
said firmy. "Happiness has no part of it."

"But you said man's imortal soul was superstition, a nmere invention spawned by
political —=

"Precisely," the figure agreed, smling.

"But then it is all for nothing! All man's deeds, man's suffering, unrewarded."
"You are an apt student.”

Br ot her Paul shook his head, clearing it. This thing was not going to nousetrap
him "So the destiny of man is—

"Man nust eschew joy, in favor of perpetual nortification.”

"But all basic instincts of man are tied to pleasure. The satisfaction of
abating hunger, the confort of rest after hard | abor, the acute rapture of
sexual uni on—

"These are tenptati ons sponsored by Satan! The ascetic way of life is the only
way. The way of |east pleasure. A man should feed on bread and water, sleep on a
hard cot, and have contact with the inferior sex only for the limted purpose of
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propagating the species, if at all."

"Ch, come now" Brother Paul protested, |aughing. "Sex has been recognized as a
dual -function drive. Not only does it foster reproduction, it enhances the

pl easure of a continuing interpersonal relationship that solidifies a famly."
"Absolutely not!" the Hi erophant insisted. "The pl easures of fornication are the
handi wor k of Satan, and the begetting of a child is God's punishnment for that
sin, a lifelong penance."

"Puni shment!" Brot her Paul exclaimed incredulously. "If | had a child, | would
cherish it forever!" But he wondered whether this were nere rhetoric; he had no
experience with children.

The Hi erophant frowned. "You are well on the way to eternal dammation!"

"But you said there was no afterlife! How can there be eternal damation?"
"Repent! Mrtify yourself, throw yourself upon the tender nercy of the Lord in
the hope that He will not torture you too |ong. Perhaps after suitably
horrendous chasti senment, your soul will be purged of its abysmal burden of

guilt."”
Br ot her Paul shook his head. "I amtrying very hard to be open and objective,
but I find | just can't take you seriously. And so you are wasting ny tine.

Begone! " He turned away, knowi ng the figure would dissipate. Maybe he had | ost
this engagenent by calling it off, but he didn't regret it.

These Aninmations were fascinating. There was a trenendous potential for
physical, intellectual, and spiritual good here, if only it could be properly
understood. So far he had not succeeded in doing that. The H erophant Ani mation
had spoken only a pseudo-phil osophy, as shallow as that of a cardboard figure

m ght be expected to be. If he had Aninmated a | ovely wonman, woul d she have been
as bad?

A lovely woman. That intrigued himon another plane. Some nen considered
intellect aliability in a wonman, and indeed sonme supposedly stupid wonen | had
made excel |l ent careers for thensel ves by keeping their | egs open and their
mout hs cl osed. This was not really what Brother Paul was |ooking for, yet the
interest was there. Wuld an Animati on worman be touchabl e, kissabl e,
seduci bl e?—a construct of air, |ike a denon, a succubus?

He wrenched his speculation away. It was too intriguing;, naybe he was too far on
the road to damation! To utilize a phenonenon like Animation nmerely to gratify
a passing lust! O course there was nothing wong with lust; it was God's way of
rem nding man that the species needed to be replicated, and it provided wonen of
| esser physical strength with a nmeans to nanage ot herw se unmanageabl e nen. But
lust directed at a construct of air and inmagination could hardly serve those
purposes. "GCet thee behind ne, Satan," he nmurnured. But even that prayer was
usel ess, for Satan was al so the master of buggery: not the type of entity a man
woul d care to have standing near his posterior

Brot her Paul |ooked at his watch. His time was up; in fact he was al ready
overdue. Way hadn't the watchers notified hinf He nmust return to the
non- Ani mati on ar ea.

But whi ch way was out? C ouds were swirling close; a stormwas in the

nei ghbor hood. Wiy hadn't he noticed it com ng? This too shoul d have caused the
wat chers to—

Suddenly he renmenbered. They had call ed hi m—and he had been too preoccupied to
notice it consciously. The pastor nust have assuned that the signal wasn't
getting through. Still, he m ght have sent soneone in..

The hoodw nked girl, representing the Ei ght of Swords! Had Amaranth cone in to
warn him after the transceiver contact had failed, and been incorporated into
that nute inmage? There was sone evidence that Aninmations were ordinary things,
transforned perceptually, so naybe an Aninmation person was a real person,
playing a part But that didn't nake sense either; why would a person play such a
part? No one clainmed that Animation affected the inner workings of the mnd; it
only changed perceptions of external things.

Maybe Amaranth had cone in, and been deceived by the various i mages he had
conjured, and |ost her way. Now he and she—and probably the various hidden

wat cher s—aere stranded in the Animation region, in a storm unless he got out in
a hurry, and brought themout with him
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How to do it? He should call out, of course! Establish contact with those
out si de, obtain geographic directions. "Pastor Runford!" he said to his

transcei ver.

There was static, but no answer. This was not surprising; the range of the tiny
wand was |imted, and terrain and weather could interfere. Probably the watchers
had been forced to retreat before the storm |est they be caught in the
spreadi ng Ani nation region

Hi s predicament was his own fault. He had been carel ess, when he shoul d have
been alert. He was only sorry that he had involved others in it, assum ng they
had not gotten out safely. Wat next?

Wel |, the Tarot deck had gotten himinto this, to a certain extent; nmaybe it
could get himout. He brought out the deck again and sorted through it.

Maybe one of the fives—

The first five he encountered was the Five of Cups, pictured by three spilled
and two standing cups. Synbolic of |oss, disappointnent, and vain regret.

Preci sel y.

He studied the card, uncertain as to what to do now. And the picture forned
before him A man stood in a black cloak, his head bowed in the direction of the
spilled cups, ignoring the two that remained standing. In the background a river
fl owed by—the stream of the unconscious, synbolically—and across it stretched a
bridge leading to a small castle. Could that be the sane castle he had seen in
the Animation of the Ace of Wands? If so, he could use it for orientation. It
was probably just the background, |ike a painted setting, representing no nore
than the orientation of the painting. Still, if he held the scene in mnd,

mai ntaining its reality, the others caught in this region mght be able to
orient onit, and then they all could find their way out together. The col onists
woul d know t he real |andscape better than he did.

Was this crazy? Probably, but it was still worth a try. If he could approach
that distant castle, so could they. Maybe they knew their way out, and were
trying to locate him to guide himout too, and the castle could serve as a
rendezvous. At |east he could test that hypothesis.

First, he would check with the bl ack-cl oaked figure. Maybe it was just the

Hi erophant, in a newrole. On the other hand, it could be a watcher, inpressed
into this role, if that were possible.

Br ot her Paul stepped forward. And suddenly he was inside the picture, advancing
toward the bridge. The cloaked figure heard himand began to turn. The face cane
into full view. And there was no face, just a snmooth expanse of flesh, like the
face of an inconpl ete store-w ndow mannequi n.

6

Choi ce

There seenms to be a human fascination with secrets. Secrets and secret societies
have abounded t hroughout history, sone relating to entire classes of people, as
with initiation rites for young men; some relating to religion, as with the
"nmystery" cults of the Hellenic world; and sone relating to specialized

i nterests, such as deviant sexual practices, fraternities, and the occult. The
arcana of the Tarot reflect this interest: the word "arcanunf neans a secret.
The Major Arcana are "Big Secrets,” the Mnor Arcana "Little Secrets" So it is
not surprising that the Tarot has been the subject of exploration by sone
"secret societies." The nost significant of these was conducted by the Hernetic
O der of the Gol den Dawn, founded in 1887 as an offshoot of the English

Rosi crucian ("Rosey Cross") Society, itself created twenty years before as a

ki nd of spinoff from Freemasonry, which in turn originated with the Masons, or
builder's guild. The Gol den Dawn had 144 nenbers—a significant nunber in arcane
| ore—and was fornmed for the acquisition of initiatory know edge and powers, and
for the practice of cerenpnial magic. Many | eading figures of the day were
menbers, such as Bram Stoker (the author of the novel Dracula) and Sax Rohmer
(the creator of Fu Manchu). One of its "grand nasters" was the proninent poet
WIlliamButler Yeats. He presided over neetings dressed in a kilt, wearing a

bl ack mask, and with a gol den dagger in his belt. But the Golden Dawn is
renenbered today for the inpact sonme of its menbers had on Tarot. Arthur Edward
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Waite, creator of the pronminent Rider-Waite Tarot deck, was a nmenber; so was
Paul Foster Case, a |eading Tarot scholar; and so was Al eister Ctowey, said to
be the wi ckedest man in the world, who created the Thoth Tarot deck under the
nane Master Therion. Crow ey was a highly intelligent and literate nan, the

aut hor of a nunber of thoughtful books, but he had strong passions, indulged in
drugs |i ke cocaine and heroin, practiced black nmagic (one episode | eft one man
dead and Crow ey in a nental hospital for several nonths; they had sunmoned

Sat an), and had honpbsexual tendencies that |led himto degrade wonen. He set up a
retreat in Italy called the Abbey of Thel ema where his darker urges were

exerci sed, and this becane notorious. Yet for all the faults of the author,
Crow ey's Thoth Tarot renmi ns perhaps the nost beautiful and rel evant of
contenporary decks, well worth the attention of anyone seriously interested in
t he subj ect.

The picture about hi mwavered and faded. Brother Paul hesitated, but inmediately
realized the problem his entry into the Animation had changed it. Maybe the

| egendary Chinese artist—what was his name?-had been able to enter his own
realistic painting and di sappear fromthe nundane world, but very few others had
acquired such status! Brother Paul could only ook, not participate.

Yet why not? These Ani nations were governed by his own mind. If he wanted to
paint a picture with hinself init, who was there to say he could not? He dealt
the Six of Swords.

The picture formed. The stream of the unconscious had grown to the river of
consci ousness. The bridge was gone; this water was too broad for it. He could
not see the castle at all. O course this was a different picture, for a
different card; the Five of Cups had stood for |loss, while the Six of Swords
represented a journey by water. He had | ost the Five, appropriately, but gained
t he Six.

He spied a snmall craft on the water. It was a flat-bottoned boat, containing a
worman and a child, and a man who was poling the boat across the river. "Wait!"
Brot her Paul cried, suddenly anxious, but also conscious of the possible pun:

wait —Waite, the author of this deck. "I want to go, too!" But they did not heed
him probably they were out of earshot, if they existed at all as people. They
were, literally, of a different world, one he could not enter

He thought of the vacuous nouthings of the Hierophant, and felt his ire rising
again. He was Aninmating these pictures; he would have his answer! He had

i ntended to ascertain whether there was any objective validity to these

Ani mations, or whether they all nerely represented a sequence of solidified
visions fromhis mnd. If the latter, he had his answer: there was no specific
God of Tarot. If the fornmer...

But right now he was nmerely trying to find his way out of this situation. He had
intended nerely to taste the water, not to drown in it!

Wat er —an excel |l ent synbol. Why not put it to the proof?

He plunged into the river, half expecting to feel the scrape of ground agai nst
his body as he belly-flopped on reality. But his dive was clean; it was the
shock of physical water that struck him It foamed around his face and caught at
his clothing; he should have stripped before entering! Yet he had not really

bel i eved. ..

If faith were the key to Aninmation, how was this water real, despite his
unbel i ef ?

But already his entry was changing the Animation. The water was vaporizing, the
river dimnishing. Brother Paul fixed his gaze on the people in the boat,
striving to hang onto them to prevent the entire imge fromevanescing. If only
he could talk to them these people of the Tarot background, and ask them—

The boat shivered. The man flew up into the air, sprouting w ngs, and perched
upon a | ow hangi ng cloud. The worman aged rapidly into a hag. The child grew up
into an extrenmely conely young | ady.

As Brother Paul approached them they turned to face him He halted a few paces
away, discovering that he was back on his feet and soaking wet. Hi s gl ance
travel ed fromone wonman to the other, the young and the old. He realized that
this was no |l onger an imge fromthe M nor Arcana, but one fromthe Mjor
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Arcana. This was Key Six, known as The Lovers.

Wel |, not necessarily. There was a certain hazi ness about the scene, an

i mpression of multiple inmages.

Naturally. He had dealt no card of the Mjor Arcana, had sought no specific "Big
Secrets,"” so had laid dowmn no dictumfor the scene. The Animation was trying to
formitself fromchaos. He nust not permit that; he had to retain control of it!
Brot her Paul raised the deck of cards that was still in his hand—but hesitated.
There were many established variants of the Tarot, and the Major Arcana were
powerful cards. Wiich variant of Key Six would be best?

H's own Holy Order of Vision variant, of course. The scholars of the Order had
refined the synbolism devel oped by the researchers of the Gol den Dawn and
clarified the illustrations until this deck was as precise as the Tarot could
be: a marvel ous tool for self-enlightennent.

Yet the Holy Order of Vision did not restrict its Brothers and Sisters to its
own Tarot deck, any nore than it confined themto its own religious teaching.
The heart of its philosophy, like that of Jesus Christ and the Apostle Paul, was
service to man. Freedom of faith was one such service. Those who wi shed to
pursue the Order positions were free to do so, and to beconme M nisters of

Vi sion. But individual nmenbers |ike Brother Paul were encouraged to seek their
own understandings, for dedication to the Order had to be freely given. The
Order asserted that there was no freedom wi thout enlightennment, so they were
expected to study widely before orienting on any particular creed. Thus Brother
Paul had investigated many aspects of religion and life, although so far these
studi es had been necessarily shallow there was not tinme enough in a single
human life to grasp thoroughly the full ranmfications of any one of Earth's
multiple faiths, let alone all of them Had he focused his interest nore
narrow y, he could have noved beyond the "Brother" stage of his Order by this

ti me—but that was not his way. Now he had to ask hinself: should he take the
famliar Vision Tarot, or should he use the generally simlar Waite deck in his
hand, or should he seriously consider other Tarot decks?

Phrased that way, the question admitted only one answer. If he used the Tarot at
all, he should use the one best suited to the need. He always tried to research
the full range of a problem never accepting one solution blindly. The Vision
Tarot was good, no doubt of it—but was it the best for this situation? Since

ot her decks reflected other beliefs, and the whol e probl em of Planet Tarot was
one of conflicting beliefs, he could make no qui ck assunpti ons.

He had not planned to go this deeply into Animation, on this first attenpt.

Di scovering hinself in over his head, as it were, he had the inpulse to pull out
i medi ately, and give hinself the chance to consider nore objectively, at

| ei sure, what he had di scovered, and to organi ze a nore disciplined program of
investigation. He still felt that haste would be foolish. He had the feeling
that if he spoke to one of these two wonen, she would reply—and that this tine
the answer woul d be nore neani ngful than the response of the Hi erophant had
been. That did not nean he shoul d speak now, he had to consider which woman to
ask, and what to ask her. His choice of person mght be highly significant. So
he should withdraw, and recreate this scene only when he was properly prepared
to exploit it.

One probl emremai ned, however: how would he find his way out of this Animation?
Shoul d he ask one of these wonen? Then he would be commtting hinself to

dial ogue with them as he had with the Hi erophant. Better to | eave them both
strictly al one for now.

Then he realized why he believed he woul d have an answer. One of the aspects of
Key Six was choi ce—the choice between virtue and vice. One wonan was the right
one, but which was which? Fuzzy as they both were, he could not tell. And he was
by no nmeans certain that external appearance would provide the necessary cl ue.
Virtue was not necessarily lovely, and vice not always ugly; if they were, few
peopl e woul d ever make the wong choice! This was another thing to work out
careful ly.

He had played with nunbers and pictures, and gotten nowhere, because he had been
pl aying. Now, at last, he was in the Animation, and the choice was far nore
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precarious. He did not know whose Cod, if any, was nmanifesting here, and he
woul d never learn if he allowed his preconceptions to doninate his

i nvestigation. God might well manifest through sone quite unexpected nedi um

Per haps he had an inadequate tool in this Tarot concept, or even a | udicrous
one, but now he seened closer to the truth he sought than he had been before,
and closer than he might be in the future, and he was not sure he should waste
the opportunity. God would not necessarily wait on his private conveni ence.
Therefore he mght be best advised to take what was offered and follow this up
right now.

Yet his innate sense of caution cried out |like a fading conscience; he could not
all ow hinself to be unduly influenced by minor considerations. He had been
intrigued by his fleeting glinpse of the Enpress, the Grl of the Weatfield,
who had turned out to be Amaranth, and who mi ght be one of these figures before
him If he left this Animati on now, would she come with hin? O would she be

| ost? How coul d he be sure?

Sure of what? He shook his head. Sure he was not pursuing this vision because he
suspected he m ght have sonme sort of power over her here, sonme way to nmake her
anenable to... to what? He had no legitinmate business with her, unless it was to
use her relief-nmap torso to find his way out of here. Since she was not an

assi gned watcher, her very presence here threatened to distort his whole

m ssion, especially since her body and personality were so..

He was going around in circles! Was it better to try to escape this Anination,
so as to be able to set it up properly at another tinme instead of nore or |ess
by accident, or should he plunge ahead, now that he was this far along? He was
hopel essly confused, now, about his own notives. He needed nore objective

advi ce. But he could not seek it without vacating this Animation (the Key Six
scene seenmed to be frozen obligingly in place, in all its foggy detail, while he
westled with his uncertainties), and that would be a decision in itself,
perhaps an error. That neant he was on his own, regardl ess. Unless, sonehow, he
could obtain a guide within the Aninmation itself.

Well, why not? "I want," he said aloud, clearly, "to select an adviser, who will
then guide nme through this Animation."
"Don't we all!" a voice agreed

Brot her Paul | ooked around. It had been a nale voice, yet both figures before
him though obscure, were definitely fenale. "Where are you?"

"Up here on cloud nine."

Br ot her Paul | ooked up. The forner boatnman | ooked down. "Are you up there by
choi ce?" Brother Paul inquired.

"Not that I'maware of. | was poling ny wife and kid across the river, when
suddenl y—= The man paused. "Il don't even have a wife or kid! Am| going crazy?"
"No," Brother Paul reassured him "You are part of a scene | conjured fromthe
Tarot cards."

"You conjured it? | thought | conjured it!" The man scratched his head. "But if
it fits your notions, it nust be yours, because | never set out to fly!"

Was this a real man, a colonist, participating, |like Brother Paul himself, in
the Animation? O was he entirely a fignment of the evoked picture? Brother Paul
hesitated to inquire, since he was not sure he could trust the answer. He should

be able to work it out for hinself in due course. "Well, maybe we can get you
down fromthere. |'m about to deal another card."

"Wait!" the man cried in alarm "If you deal away this cloud, 1'lIl fall and
break ny leg!"

Brother Paul started to |augh, but imrediately reconsidered. There was little
doubt that these Aninmations were three-dinensionally projected visions, that
even a canera's lens could see (and he hoped his recorder was watchi ng wel |,
because who on Earth woul d otherw se believe this story?)—but within them there
had to be sone core of physical reality. People did die while experiencing
Animations. If this man was real, he m ght actually be perched up in a tree, and
if his "cloud" disappeared so that he believed he had to fall, he mght very
wel | topple fromhis branch and suffer serious injury. Brother Paul did not want
to be responsible for that!

"Very well. I will leave this card, and nerely summon spokespersons for each
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separate Tarot deck, if that turns out to be possible. I'msure you will be
secure." If the man believed him he would be safe. Faith was the key, if his
present understandi ng were correct.

"Couldn't you just conjure ne a |adder, so | can clinb down?" the nman asked

pl aintively.

Brot her Paul considered. "lI'mnot sure | can do that. So far, | have forned
these scenes by | aying down cards and concentrating on the scenes they depict. |
have no card with a ladder. If | try to put a ladder in this card, where it does
not belong—well, when | introduced nyself into a scene before, it changed.

fear it is not possible to make any change in an existing scene w thout breaking
up the whole pattern. So the attenpt to introduce a | adder m ght abolish the
ground on which the | adder rests and lead to the very fall we seek to avoid.
Maybe spot changes woul d be possible if | had greater experience with Ani mation,
but right nowl'mafraid to—

"I get the nessage," the man said. "Do it your way. |I'Il wait. This cloud is
pretty confortable, for now "

Brot her Paul concentrated. "O dest Tarot, bring forth your spokesnan," he

i ntoned, suddenly quite apprehensive. This business of Aninmating visions was
tricky in detail, like donning roller skates for the first tine. One nm ght
master the basic principle, but lack the coordination for proper perfornance,
and take a painful tunble. He was not at all sure he was followi ng the rules of
the gane, now, for this was an indefinite comand rather than a pictorial inage.
A figure appeared. Had it actually worked? This seened to be a king, garbed in
suitably rich robes. The king spoke. But the words were inconprehensible. It was
a foreign | anguage! He shoul d have known he could not glean information from
cardboard; it was bal king himagain. Still..

Brother Paul |istened carefully. In the course of his schooling, he had taken
classes in French and Gernman, and had had a certain flair for |inguistics. But
that had been a decade ago. He had been better at German, but this figure did
not | ook German. French? Yes, possibly the French of six centuries ago, the tine
of the earliest known authentic Tarot deck! This nust be King Charles VI of
circa 1400, who conmm ssioned the fanbus Gi ngonneur decks of cards.

The figure gestured, and a scene materialized. An Animation figure making a new
Ani mati on? Maybe so! This new scene was full of people. Three couples were

wal king gaily, as in a parade. The young nen were dressed in nedi eval garb, the
young | adies in el egant headdresses and trailing skirts. Above them the

cl oud-borne man had fissioned into two mlitary figures with drawn bows. They
were aimng their arrows down at the happy marchers. Wat carnage had he | oosed
now?

Brot her Paul smiled. This was not an anbush or a synbol of split personality,

but romance. The cloud-nen were adult Cupids, striking people with the arrows of
| ove. He hardly needed the running French commentary to understand this card!

But his purpose was to find a guide, not to evoke detailed derivatives of a
particul ar Tarot concept. In any event, a gui de whose advice he coul d not
properly understand, because it was in a barely famliar |anguage, would not do.
"Sorry," he said. "You may be the original Tarot, with inpeccable taste, but |
shal | have to pass you by. Next!"

The scene faded, including the king, to be replaced by what Brother Paul took to
be an Italian, though he could not say precisely on what evidence he nade this
judgrment. It was a man, advanced in years, partially arnored with scul ptured
greaves and wearing a sword. He had a thigh-length cape or topcoat, intricately
decorated, and a crownli ke headdress. Chviously a person of note.

The man made a fornmal little bow "Filippo Maria Visconti," he said.

So this was the famous (or infanobus) Duke of M I an about whom Brot her Paul had
read, who had commi ssioned the beautiful Visconti-Sforza Tarot to conmenorate
the marriage of his daughter to the scion of Sforza. A rigorous, brutal man, the
Duke, but intelligent and politically powerful. He had paid a snall fortune for
the paintings, and the deck was the handsonest of the nedieval Tarots.

Brot her Paul returned the bow. "Brother Paul of the Holy Order of Vision," he
said, introducing hinself. "Pleased to nake your acquai ntance." Yet his pleasure
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was tenpered by a nagging nenory: hadn't this Duke fed human flesh to his dogs?
Vi sconti commenced his presentation—n Italian. Another linguistic barrier! The
Duke gestured, and another scene materialized. This one had just three figures:
the young couple, and a wi nged Cupid on a pedestal between them-which got the
poor man down fromthe cloud—but Cupid was blindfolded, and held an arrow in
each hand, that he was about to fling at the people below Love is blind!

Br ot her Paul thought.

"Francesco Sforza... Bianca Maria Visconti..." The nanes | eaped out of the
opaque conmentary. The betrothed young couple, uniting these two powerful
famlies. Atruly pretty picture. But old Filippo Maria Visconti would not do as
a gui de.

"Next," Brother Paul said.

This time a small figure appeared: a child. There was a haunting famliarity
about it; did he know this person? Brother Paul shook his head. This child was
perhaps four or five years old, six at the nost, and not quite |like any he had
seen on Earth.

The child spoke in French, and though Brother Paul was able to nmake out nore
words than before, this was still too much of a challenge for him However, his
lingering curiosity about this child caused himto listen politely. Was it a boy
or a girl? Fermal e, he deci ded.

She gestured, and a scene appeared. "Marseilles," she said clearly. And this
nmost cl osely approached the original, fuzzy picture: a young man between two
worren, with a wi nged Cupid above, bow drawn and arrow about to be | oosed. If
Brother Paul didn't get that nman safely down fromthat cloud pretty soon, he

m ght be provoked actually to let that shaft fly!

But this picture was nore |ike a cartoon than the previous two had been. Though
the figures were three-dinmensional and solid-seening, they were obviously
artificial, as though shaped crudely fromplastic and painted in flat blue, red,
yell ow, and pink. This was the kind of scene a child would appreciate, alnost
devoi d of subtle nuances of art. But by the same token, its nmeaning was quite
clear: the man had to choose between the pretty young wonan and the ugly old
one. O was the old hag the nother, officiating benignly at the ronmance of her
son or daughter? Doubtless the child's narration explained this, but Brother
Paul could not make out enough of it.

Regretfully he turned down this potential guide. "I'msure | would enjoy your
conmpany, little girl," he said gently. "But since | cannot understand your
words, | must seek other guidance. Next."

A |l ady appeared, garbed quite differently. She seened to be Egyptian, wearing
the ancient type of headdress held in place by an ornanment shaped like a little
snake, and an ankle-length dark dress with black bands passing horizontally
around it at intervals. She tended to face sidew se, to show her face in
profile, in the manner of Egyptian paintings.

"l hope you speak ny | anguage," Brother Paul nurnured. Egyptian was entirely out
of his range!

"Ch, | do," she said, startling him "I represent the Sacred Tarot of the

Br ot her hood of Light."

Brot her Paul had sonme familiarity with the Church of Light Tarot, but it
differed in rather fundanmental respects fromthe Vision Tarot. For one thing,
the Hebrew | etter associated with this Key differed. Brother Paul knew it as
Zain, neaning Sword; the Light deck listed it as Vau, neaning Nail. The
astrol ogi cal equivalence also differed; to the Holy Order of Vision it was
Genmini, while to the Brotherhood of Light it was Venus.

The wonman gestured, her armnoving in a stylized manner, and her card

mani fested. A man stood between two wonmen. All were clothed in ancient Egyptian
garb. The man's arns were crossed, his hands on his own shoul ders; the |adies
arns were bent upward at the el bows, the hands | evel ed at shoul der height. Thus
each woman had one hand touching a shoul der of the man, though she faced away
fromhim while he | ooked at neither. Above, a denmonic figure within a sunlike
circle drew an ornate bow, aimng a |ong arrow.

"This is Arcanum Six, entitled The Two Paths,'" the fenmal e announcer said. "Note
the two roads dividing, as in the poemby Robert Frost; the choice of paths is
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all-inmportant. This Arcanumrelates to the Egyptian letter U, or Hebrew Vau, or
English letters V, U and W Its color is yellow, its tone E, its occult science
Kabalism It expresses its thene on three levels: in the spiritual world it
reflects the know edge of good and evil; in the intellectual world, the bal ance
between liberty and necessity; in the physical world, the antagoni smof natura
forces, the linking of cause and effect. Note that the woman on the left is
demurely clad, while the one on the right is voluptuous and bare-breasted, wth
a garland in her hair and her translucent skirt showing her legs virtually up to
the wai st. Renenber, then, son of Earth, that for the comon nan the allurenent
of vice has a far greater fascination than the austere beauty of virtue."

Brot her Paul was inpressed. "You have really worked out the synbolism" he
commented. "But npbst scholars regard this card as synbolizing | ove rather than
choi ce. "

"Venus governs the affections and the social relations,” she replied,

undi smayed. "It gives |love of ease, confort, luxury, and pleasure. It is not
essentially evil, but in seeking the line of least resistance it may be led into
vice. When it thus fails to resist the inportunities of the wicked, it cones
under the negative influence of Arcanum Two, Veiled Isis—

"Wait, wait!" Brother Paul protested. "I don't want to get tangled up with the
Hi gh Priestess or other cards at the nonent; | just want to understand this one
as a representative of your Tarot deck, so | can conpare it to the equivalent
cards of the other decks. Are you saying this is a card of love, or of choice? A
sinmple yes or no will do—+ nean, one description or the other."

She gl anced at himreproachfully. "If you seek sinplistic answers to the
infinitely conplex questions of eternity, you have no busi ness questioning the
Br ot her hood of Light."

Br ot her Paul had not expected such a direct and el egant rebuff froma conjured
figure. "I"'msorry," he apologized. "It's just that I'"'mnot really |ooking for
the full synbolism but for a guide who can bring ne nost rapidly and certainly
to the truth. I know | shall never master the Tarot as thoroughly as you have
done, but perhaps you could show me—=

She softened. "Perhaps so. | will try to provide your sinplistic answers. This
is a card of love and choice, for the nost difficult decisions involve |ove.
Note that the man stands notionless at the angle forned by the conjunction of
the two roads, as it seens you stand now. Each worman shows hi m her road. Virtue
carries the sacred serpent at her brow, Vice is crowned with the | eaves and vine
of the grape. Thus this represents tenptation."

"Tenptation,"” Brother Paul echoed. Her "sinplistic" answer did not seemvery
sinple to him but he appreciated her attenpt to relate to himon his own | evel
He saw that she herself npbst closely resenbled, in dress and manner, the figure
of Virtue, yet her dermure apparel did not entirely conceal the presence of
excel l ent breasts, legs, and other femnine attributes. She rem nded him

of wel |, of the colonist Amaranth. And there was tenptation again! But logic did
not concur.

"I like your rationale,"” he said. "I amsorry | have not paid nore attention to
the Tarot of the Brotherhood of Light before. | suppose when | saw the denon
Cupid in the sky, | junped to the conclusion that—=

"That is neither denon nor Cupid,"” she said. "It is the genie of Justice,
hovering in a flashing aureole of twelve rays of the zodiac, crowed with the
flame of spirit, directing the arrow of punishnent toward Vice. This ensenble
typifies the struggle between consci ence and t he passions, between the divine
soul and the animal soul; and the result of this struggle commences a new epoch
inlife."

Br ot her Paul nodded thoughtfully. There was much in this presentation that
appealed to him Certainly Venus related well to the |ove aspect, and the
interpretation of the inmage as representing choice related extrenely well to his
present situation. And if this were the girl Amaranth, describing what nust be
the Tarot deck she used, he would be very glad to have her as his guide. Still,
he should | ook at the remaining offerings before nmaking his decision

Apol ogetically, he explained this to the |ady.
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She smled. "I amsure you will do the right thing," she said, and faded out.

So she could wait her turn without fretting. She | ooked better and better

The next presentation was by a nmale figure that rem nded himstrongly of his
al i en acquai ntance, Antares, in his human host. But the scene itself was
instantly recogni zable: it was The Lovers, by Arthur Waite, perhaps the best
known expert on Tarot. The scene was of a naked man and worman standing with
spread hands, front face, while a huge, wi nged angel hovered above the cl ouds,
extendi ng his benediction. To the right was the Tree of Life, bearing twelve
fruits; to the left, behind the wonman, was the Tree of the Know edge of Good and
Evil, with the serpent twining around it. The Tarot of the Holy Order of Vision
was derived fromthat of Paul Foster Case, which was refined in turn fromthat
of Waite. Thus this picture was extrenely confortable in its famliarity.

Yet the points of the apologist for the Light deck were well-taken. "Sir,"
Brother Paul said diffidently to the Waite figure, "I have just viewed an

Egypti an variant of this Key—~

"Preposterous!" the figure snapped. "There is not a particle of evidence for the
Egyptian origin of Tarot cards!"

"But a nunber of other experts have sai d—=

The figure assumed what in a | esser man woul d resenbl e an arrogant mien. "I w sh
to say, within the reserves of courtesy belonging to the fellowship of research,
that | care nothing utterly for any view that may find expression. There is a
secret tradition concerning the Tarot, as well as a secret doctrine contained
therein; | have fol |l owed—

"But the aspect of choice, of tenptation, two roads—

The figure was unrelenting. "This is in all sinplicity the card of human | ove,
here exhibited as part of the way, the truth, and the life. It replaces the old
card of marriage, and the later follies that depicted man between vice and
virtue. In a very high sense, the card is a nystery of the covenant and
Sabbat h. "

" But —

"The ol d nmeanings fall to pieces of necessity with the old pictures. Some of
them were of the order of commonpl ace, and others were false in synbolism™"

Brot her Paul had al ways had a great deal of respect for Waite, but this
arrogance reni nded hi munconfortably of the Animated Hi erophant. The Lady of

Li ght had been conpl ex but reasonable; Waite seened only conplex. Still, he was
a leading Tarot figure. Brother Paul tried again. "According to the Brotherhood
of Light, the Hebrew |l etter assigned to this card is Vau, rather than—=

"That woul d be the handiwork of Eliphaz Levi. | do not think that there was ever
an instance of a witer with greater gifts, after their particular kind, who put
themto such indifferent uses. He insisted on placing the Fool toward the end of
the Major Arcana, thereby misaligning the entire sequence of Hebrew | etters.
Indeed, the title of Fool befits him There was never a nouth declaring such
great things—

"Uh, yes. But astrologically, Venus does seemto match the card of Love."
"Nonsense. The applicable letter is Zain, the Swmord. A sword cl eaves apart, as
Eve was brought fromthe rib of Adam flesh of his flesh, bone of his bone.
Zain, following the Vau of the Hi erophant: the nail that joins things together
Astrol ogically, Gemini naturally applies. The sign of the twins, of duality,
mal e and fenmal e. There is no question.”

Brot her Paul sighed inwardly. He had agreed with Waite's anal ysis before he had
encountered that of the Light Tarot; now both conflicting views seenmed
reasonable. He was in no position to debate synbolismw th these experts, and
that was not his present purpose anyway. Wiy was such a seeningly sinple project
becom ng so conpl ex? To choose a single expert from anong six, sonme of whom had
al ready been elim nated because of |anguage or age. Too bad he coul dn't evoke
both Light and Waite together, and let themthrash it out thensel ves.

Way not? It might be worth a try.

No, they would nerely argue interm nably, and this was really his own deci sion
to make.

"l do have one nmore card to consider," Brother Paul said, conscious of the
numerical symbolism six variants of Key Six.
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Waite faded out with a grinmace of resignation. He obviously felt that the nere
consi deration of alternative decks was frivol ous. He was replaced by a portly,
unhandsone man, bold and bal d, whose aspect was neverthel ess commanding. "I am
the Master Therion, the Beast 666," he proclained. "I overheard your previous
interview. Isn't old Arthwaite an ass? It's a wonder anyone can stonmach him"
Br ot her Paul was taken aback once again. These Animation figures were showi ng a
good deal nore individuality than he had expected. "Arthur Waite is a schol ar
He— He paused. "What did you call yoursel f?"

"The Beast 666. The living devil. The w ckedest man on Earth. Is it not

i medi at el y apparent ?"

"Uh, no. |-+

"Call nme Master Therion, then, as you will. Do what thou wilt shall be the whole

of the law. Love is the law, |ove under will."

Brot her Paul was inpressed again. "Love is the law. Wat an excellent thought
for this Key of Love!"

Therion smled approvingly. "Indeed. Did you notice old Arthwaite's slip about
Adam and Eve? He actually believes the hoary tale about Adanis rib. R b, hell!
Eve was formed fromthe foreskin excised from Adami s pristine penis when he was
circuntised. Look it up in the Babylonian Tal nud, fromwhich so nuch of the AOd
Testanent was pirated. And expurgated. A neat little bloody ring of skin, the
original synbol of the female. God forned it into a living, breathing tube of
flesh typified by circles, fromthe two gl obes perched |udicrously on her chest
to the very manner in which her elliptical mnd works. She was fashioned for one
purpose only, and that was to enbrace again that nenber fromwhich she was so
blithely cut, making it whole once nore. Any man who pernmits her to distract his
attention for any other purpose is a fool."

Br ot her Paul appraised Therion. It had been a long tinme since he had heard so
concentrated and unprovoked a denunciation of wonan. "You really are a beast!"
"Correct!" Therion agreed, pleased.

"I think 1'd better have a | ook at your card."”

"Do what thou wilt!" Therion gestured, and the scene forned.

It was—different. It was filled with figures, yet not crowded. A nan and a woman
stood centrally, each in royal robes. They stood facing a huge, headl ess figure
whose great, dark arns stretched forward in benediction, massive sl eeves
accordion-pleated like those of an ol d-fashi oned robot or space suit. Were the
head should be, the winged Cupid flew instead, an arrow notched to his bow A
naked man and wonman stood in the upper corners, two children stood in the
foreground, and there were also a lion, a bird, and snake. Eleven |iving
entities in all—yet they were integrated so harnmoniously that it all seened
normal . The whol e effect was absol utely beautiful

Still, it was not art he sought, but good advice. "Two prior versions of this
card differ in certain details," Brother Paul began cautiously.

"Arthwaite is ludicrous, but in the matter of the Hebrew equival ence he is nore
or less correct,” Therion said. "Even a stopped clock is right on occasion! This
card is The Lovers, matching with Zain the Sword, and Genini astrologically."
"More or |less correct?" Brother Paul repeated questioningly.

"He transposed the cards for Adjustnent and Lust. That cannot be justified
rational ly."

Br ot her Paul was perplexed. "Adjustnent? Lust? These are not synbols of the
Tarot."

"Fornerly known as Tenperance and Strength," Therion explained. "Arthwaite
simply switched themon his own initiative, exactly as he garbled their
synbolism He denied the Egyptian origin of the Tarot."

"You say it is Egyptian?”

"Absolutely. | call it the Book of Thoth. O course others have arrived at nore
specul ative derivations. The phrase Chev Tzarot is Hebrew for a 'l over of
trouble.' That seens to relate in several ways, but | regard it as coincidence
After all, if we start spelling the word with a 'Z', we could derive it from
Tzar, or use 'Cz' for Czar, deriving it fromthe Roman enperor Caesar. Thus
"Czarot' could be taken to nean a device of suprenme power, domi nating an occult
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enpire. That convolution of logic is alnost worthy of Arthwaite! But the actua
origin of the Tarot is quite irrelevant, even if it were certain. It nust stand
or fall as a systemon its own nerits. It is beyond doubt a deliberate attenpt

to represent, in pictorial form the doctrines of the Qabal ah."

"The Kabal a?"

"Qabal ah. "

"Let's return to Key Six."

"Very well. Atu Six is, together with its twin Atu Fourteen, Art, the nost
obscure and difficult of the—=

"Please," Brother Paul interrupted. "I need a fairly sinple analysis." He
wonder ed whet her he woul d recei ve anot her rebuke.

But the Master Therion smiled tolerantly. "Of course. | will start at the

begi nning. There is an Assyrian | egend of Eve and the Serpent: Cain was the
child of Eve and the Serpent of Wsdom not of Adam It was necessary that he
shed his brother's blood, so that God would hear the children of Eve."

"Thi s cannot be!" Brother Paul cried in horror. "The son of the Serpent!"

Therion glanced at him frowning. "I took you for a seeker after truth."
"I — Brother Paul was stung, but did not care to be the target of obscenity or
bl aspheny.

"Surely you realize it was not general know edge that Adam and Eve were deni ed,
but carnal know edge. The Serpent is the original phallic synbol."

"l do want to be objective," Brother Paul said. "But can you give nme a nore
specific summary of the nmeaning of the card? For exanple, do you feel it
represents Choice?"

"I't represents the creation of the world. Analysis. Synthesis. The small figures
behi nd the shrouded Hernit are Eve and Adamis first wife, Lilith."

Brot her Paul realized that he was getting nowhere. However fascinating the
synbol i sm nmight be, it was not helping himto nmake his decision. Probably the
Li ght card was best, and therefore the pretty worman should be his guide. "I'm
afraid I —=

"Do what thou wilt," Therion said. To do what he really wlled, Brother Paul
realized, now required the presence of the woman. He believed he could justify
choosing her on the basis of what he had seen in these sanple cards, and by the
attitudes of their presenters. Waite had been too arrogant and inflexible, while
Therion was—well, a bit of a beast..

Then he noticed sonething el se about the central figures of the scene. The
femal e was very like the girl of the wheatfield, and the nan was bl ack. Not
denon- bl ack, but Negro-black. This was an interracial union

Brot her Paul hinself was only about one-eighth black, but that eighth | ooned
with disproportionate inportance in his hone world. Suddenly he identified.

He stepped into Therion's picture, his choice nade.

It was a mistake.

7

Precessi on

Those who read the standard editions of the Bible my wonder why there is a gap
of two or three hundred years in the record between the O d and New Test aments.
Did the old scholars, historians, philosophers, and prophets sinply stop
creating for a tine? As it turns out, this was not the case. Material was
recorded, and was known to the scholars of Jesus's tinme, and perhaps to Jesus
hinsel f, but it was not incorporated into the Bible. In the succeeding
mllennia, rmuch of it was buried in old libraries and largely ignored. Then, in
1947, the discovery of the Dead Sea Scrolls transforned the picture, for these
docunents, dating fromthe time of Jesus, contained nmuch of this same material,
authenticating it. Now the story of the |ost years could be unravel ed:

After Al exander the Great conquered the world, nmany Jews were scattered from
Israel to all the countries of the Mediterranean. This was the D aspora—not the
first or the last Jew sh dispersion, for a nunber of conquerors used this nethod
to deal with these intractable people—significant because it happened to make a
cutof f date of about 300 B.C. for the assorted books of the Bible. Many

di spl aced Jews now spoke G eek rather than Hebrew, and there were actually nore
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Jews in Alexandria than in Jerusalem But only narrowy defined Hebrew | anguage
texts were accepted for the Bible as it now stands. Thus nuch material was

excl uded by both Jews and Christians, although it was generally recogni zed to be
parallel to the included books. The conplete assenbly consists of the
thirty-ni ne books of the A d Testament, fourteen books of the Apocrypha (neaning
"hi dden"), about eighteen books of the Pseudepi grapha ("false witings"), and
twenty-seven books of the New Testanent. That nmkes the record conti nuous.

The chariot raced across the plain. Brother Paul grabbed for support, but found
hi s hands encunbered by the nonstrous cup he was carrying. There were no reins.
He braced his | egs against the netallic supports of the chariot's canopy, and

di scovered that he was in arnmor. His helnet visor was open and his gauntlets
were flexible; it was a good outfit For conbat The chariot was solid and well
made; there was no danger of its falling apart, despite the pounding of its

vel ocity. The horses—

Horses? No, these were four incredible nonsters in harness! One had the head of
a bull, another that of an eagle, a third that of a man, and the fourth that of
a lion. The four synbols of the elenents! Yet the bodies did not match. The

man- head had eagle's talons; the |lion-head had eagle's wi ngs, woman's breasts,
and bull's feet. Al the conponents of the sphinx, yet none of these was the
sphi nx.

"VWhat am | doing here?" Brother Paul cried out in confusion

The man-head turned to him and franed by its Egyptian headdress was the face of
Therion. "You are the Charioteer!" the nonster cried. "I am guiding you through
the Tarot, as you requested."”

"But | didn't nean— Brother Paul broke off. What had he nmeant? He had asked for
gui dance, and the Chariot was the next card, Key Seven. The symbol of victory,
or of the Wieels of Ezekiel, drawn by two sphinxes representing the senses: part
lion, part woman. The occult forces that had to be controlled so that they woul d
power man's chariot. Wthout such control, he could not find his way out of the
nmorass these Animations had led himinto, |let alone separate God from chaos.

So why were there four steeds instead of two? Because this was not the card

Br ot her Paul knew, but the one Therion knew. No wonder this was hard to manage!
"G ve ne the other variant!" Brother Paul cried.

The conposite creatures shifted and merged into two white horses. The chari ot
becane nedieval. "No, not that one!" Mre shifting, and two sphi nxes appeared,
one bl ack, one white. "Yes, that one!" he cried, and the variant becane fixed.
The white sphinx turned its head to face him "How nice to see you again," she
sai d.

"Light!" Brother Paul cried in recognition. "I mean, the apol ogist for the Tarot
of the Brotherhood of Light! | thought this was the Wiite deck."

She wrinkled her pert nose. "I hoped you had given up on that discredited

i nnovation."

"Now you sound |ike Therion."

She snorted delicately. "Wiy choose between evils, when truth is avail abl e? Be
yoursel f, the Conqueror; use the Sword of Zain to break through all obstacles,
crush your enem es, and achi eve sovereignty of spirit."

Br ot her Paul caught on. "You call Key Seven 'The Conqueror'!"

"Arcanum Seven, yes. This is historically justified in the Bible."

Oh-oh. Brother Paul did not want to get involved in another technica

di scussion, but his curiosity had been piqued. "The Bible?"

"Joseph, sold into Egypt, overcane all obstacles and rose to great power, as

i ndi cated by the sword." Brother Paul discovered that he was hol ding a curved
blade in his right hand, not a cup. He set the sword down, afraid he would

i nadvertently cut the starry canopy. He remenbered that the Hebrew al phabet for
the Light Tarot differed fromwhat he was used to. In that deck, Key Seven was
Zain, the Sword. So the lady was correct, by her definitions. "He was tenpted by
Potiphar's wife, in Arcanum Six, but he triunphed over the tenptation. He
interpreted the dream of Pharaoh about the seven fat kine and the seven | ean

ki ne, and the seven good ears and the seven bad ears. And Pharaoh told him ' See
I have set thee over all the Iand of Egypt,' and nade himto ride in a chariot,
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and nade himrul er over—

"Bul I shit!" the black sphinx cried.

The white sphinx froze, shocked.

"Ch, Therion," Brother Paul said, trying to sound reasonabl e, although he too
was upset by the interjection. "Now | ook, she didn't interfere in your
presentation."

"l never uttered such nonsense! Wnen are such brainless things; if they didn't
have wonbs they'd be entirely useless."

The nman was certainly contenptuous of the fair sex! Wiat was the matter with
hin? In other respects he seened to be quite intelligent and open-ni nded.

"Still," Brother Paul adnonished him "you should not interrupt."

The | ady sphinx turned her head toward the bl ack sphinx, and then her body. The
chariot veered, for they were both still galloping forward at a di smayi ng
velocity. "No, | want to hear his objections. Does he challenge the validity of
the Bi bl e?"

"The Bible is hardly an objective account, and what there is is both inconplete
and expurgated. Naturally the Hebrews and their intolerant, jealous God col ored
the record to suit thenmsel ves. How do you think the poor, civilized Egyptians
felt about this barbaric conqueror?"

"They wel coned the Hebrews! Pharaoh raised up Joseph, put his own ring on
Joseph's hand, arrayed himin fine linen, put a gold chain about his neck—=
"Bul I shit!" Therion repeated. He seenmed to enjoy uttering the scatological term
in the presence of the lady. "Pharaoh gave away nothing! The Hebrew tribesnen
and their cohorts canme in, a ravening horde fromthe desert, overrunning the
civilized cities, burning houses, pillaging tenples and destroyi ng nonunents.
They were the nefarious Hyksos, the so-called 'shepherd kings,' who ravaged
cultured Egypt like pigs in a pastry shop for two hundred years before their own
bar bari c m snmanagenent and debauchery weakened themto the point where the
Egypti ans coul d reorgani ze and drive themout. That is why you call this Atu

' The Conqueror.' Joseph was a rabbl e-spawned tyrant, thief, and nmurderer. What
little civilization rubbed off on his ilk was Egyptian, such as the Qabal ah—=
"Kabal a?" Light inquired.

"Qabal ah. This was stolen from Egyptian lore, just as the gol den ornanents were
stol en from Egyptian househol ds. The ones these thieves nelted dowmn to formthe
Colden Calf, a better deity than they deserved, before they settled, by the fiat
of Mbses, on a bloodthirsty, conpetitive, nouveau-riche God whose nane they were
ashaned to utter.”

"I don't have to listen to this!" Light exclainmed. The scene began to change.
"Wait!" Brother Paul cried, suffering a separate revelation. This unrel enting
attack on the roots of the Judeo-Christian religi on—he recognized the thene,
from sonmewher e

"Waite? That does it!" the white sphinx snapped. She veered away, nuking the
chariot tilt alarmngly.

Way had he chosen Therion as a guide, instead of Light? How nuch better he
enpat hi zed with her! Now, when he had al nost gotten her back into the scene, she
was goi ng again. The chari ot was rocking perilously, about to overturn, a victim
of this religious debate. The sphinxes phased into two great horses again, white
and bl ack, then these aninmals fragnmented into the conposite nonsters of
Therion's Thoth Atu. Again Brother Paul found hinself clutching the huge cup,

whi ch sonehow he knew he dare not drop

"Seven!" he cried. "I deal the Seven of Cups!"

The cup he was hol di ng, which had given himthis energency inspiration,

expanded. It was nade of pure anethyst, its center a radiant, blood red. It was
the Holy Gail

The Cup expanded to enconpass him its radi ance spreading out |ike the sunrise.
Brot her Paul felt hinself falling intoit...

And he was splashing, swnming in a sea of blood. Thick, gooey, greenish

i chor—+the bl ood of sonme alien creature, perhaps from Sphere Antares, rather than
of man. Great, cloying drops of it pelted down, fornming slowy expanding ripples
in the ocean. The drops fell fromother cups: ornate blue vessels, six of them
set about a netallic support that rose froma larger cup resting on the surface
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of this awful sea. The green goo overflowed fromeach cup, and especially from
the large one. Flowers lay inverted atop each cup, tiger lilies or lotuses; it
was fromthemthat the sline seened to issue. The snell of corruption was awf ul
"Thus the Holy Grail is profaned by debauchery,” the voice of Therion said. It
seened to cone fromthe |argest cup, the seventh one, as though the man hinsel f
were inmersed in its septic fluid.

"l have no interest in debauchery," Brother Paul protested, gasping. He was

wei ghed down by his arnor, trying to tread water, and the stench hardly hel ped
his breathing. "I dealt the Seven of Cups."

"I ndeed you did! Note how the holiest nysteries of nature beconme the obscene and
shameful secrets of a guilty conscience.”

Br ot her Paul opened his nmouth to protest again, then abruptly realized the
significance of the framework hol ding the cups. It was a convol uted, overl apping
doubl e triangle, shaped into the stylized outline of the fenale generative
organs. Wonb projecting into vagina, the | argest cup being the vulva,
overflowing with greenish lubrication fromthe sex organs of the plant Flowers
were of course copul atory organs, nmade attractive so that other species, such as
bees, would willingly aid the plants to reproduce. How nmany prudi sh wonmen
realized the full significance of what they were doing when they poked their
noses into bright flowers to sniff the intoxicating perfune? Nature | aughs at
the pretensions of human foi bl es.

Still, enough was enough. Brother Paul did not care to remain bathed in these
thick juices. "The Waite Seven of Cups!" he cried.

"Ch, very well,"” Therion said grouchily. "It is one of Arthwaite's better
efforts, for all that he nisses the proper neaning entirely."

The sea boiled, releasing great clouds of steam Froma distance cane Therion's
voice: "You'll be sorry!™ And it echoed, "Sor-ry! Sorr-rry!"

The sea evaporated into clouds of greenish vapor, |eaving Brother Paul standing
on a gummy filmof green that becane a | awn. The cups retained their positions,
however, turning gol den yellow. The fl owers above them dropped inside, mnmutating
into assorted other objects that showed over the rins. At |last he stood before
this display of seven cups supported by a gray cloud bank

"There it is," Therion said, now standing beside him "Confusing welter of

i mges, isn't it?"

"Are you still here? | thought Waite woul d—

"You chose ne as your guide, renenber? Way back in Key Sex. | nmean Six. You may
view any cards you wish, but | shall do the interpretations.”

So that choice had been permanent, at |east for the duration of this vision

Brot her Paul feared he had chosen carelessly. Wll, he would carry through, and
be better prepared next time. This tinme, confronted with the choice between
Virtue and Vice, it seenmed he had chosen Vice. At |east he had sone famliarity
with this particular inmge, although the Holy Order of Vision did not put nuch
stress on the M nor Arcana.

First, he had to orient hinself. Wy, exactly, was he here? He had wanted to get
out of the careening chariot, of course, and out of the slime-soup of Therion's
Seven of Cups, but what was his positive reason?

Answer: he was here to discover the ultimate ranifications of these Animations.
Hi s short-range objective of getting out of this particular sequence was passé;
no matter how he struggled, he only seenmed to be getting in deeper, as a man
mred in quicksand only worsens his situation by thrashing about. (Though he had
al ways understood that, since sand was denser than water, a man should readily
float in quicksand, and so was in no danger if he nerely rel axed. Could he
float, here in Animation, if he just went along with it?) So he m ght as well
foll ow through now, on the theory that it was as easy to nove forward as
backwar d

When God mani fested for him as He had for others, whose God was it? Questioning
the Hi erophant had not hel ped; Brother Paul had first to conprehend the specific
nature of the manifestations. Once again he reviewed it, hoping for sone key
insight. Were the visions purely products of his own mind, or was there sone
objective reality behind then? This remained a very difficult question to
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resol ve, for how could he judge the validity of material drawn fromhis own
experience? It was like trying to find a test for whether a person was awake or
dreani ng; he could pinch hinmsel f—and dream he was bei ng pinched. If he knew what
any given detail of an Aninmation was, that detail would be authentic; if he

suf fered from m sinformati on, how could he correct the inmage? Yet now it
certainly seenmed as though there were input fromother minds, for Brother Paul
had not before known all the details of the Tarot variants he had perceived in
this Animation. Sonme of the concepts this Therion character had put forward were
entirely foreign to Brother Paul's belief, yet again, these mght be his own
suppressed notions coming out, all the nore shocki ng because he had al ways

bef ore denied their existence. The hardest thing for a man to do was to face the
ugly aspects of hinself.

So maybe he shoul d face those aspects. Maybe the thing to do was to plunge al
the way into this vision and grasp his answer before it faded. Surely it was in
one of these displayed cups. At any rate, he owed it to hinself and to his

nm ssion to | ook.

He inspected the cups nore closely. One contained a tall mniature castle,

anot her was overflowing with jewels, and others had a weath, a dragon, a
woman' s head, a snake, and a veiled figure. Al were synbols whose significance
he had reviewed in the course of his studies at the Holy Order of Vision. But
never before had they been presented as tangibly as this, and he knew now t hat
these Ani mated synbols would not submit passively to conventional analysis.

The castle was sinilar to the one he had seen on prior cards, probably the sane
edifice. Symbolismin the Tarot tended to be consistent; a river was always the
stream of the unconscious, originating in the trailing, flow ng gown of the High
Priestess, and the cup was al ways a vessel of enotion or religion. The castle
represented for hima rallying point, an initial answer. Suppose he entered it
now?

Well, why not try! He tended to spend too nuch tinme pondering instead of acting.
And the castle expanded, bursting out of its cup, beconming a magnificent edifice
with banners flying fromits lofty turrets, situated atop a precipitous
mount ai n. Beauti f ul

Brot her Paul set out for it. Therion acconmpanied him hunming a tune as though
indifferent to the proceedings.

"I'"ve heard that song," Brother Paul said, determ ned not to | et the nan escape
i nvol venent so easily. "Can't quite place it, though."

"The 'Riddl e Song,'" Therion answered pronptly. "One of the truly fine, subtly
sexual fol k expressions."

"Yes, that's it. 'l gave ny love a cherry'—but howis that sexual? It's a
straightforward | ove song."

"Ha. The cherry was her mai denhead, that he ruptured. You have |led too
cloistered a life, and never |earned proper vernacular."

"Ch? He al so gave her a chicken without a bone, and a ring without end, and a
baby without crying."

"The bonel ess chi cken was hi s bonel ess but nevertheless rigid penis, thrusting
t hrough her ring-shaped orifice, producing in due course the baby—who naturally
was not crying at the tine."

That was one way of looking at it. "I should have stayed with the stream of the
unconsci ous, " he rmur nmur ed.

"Ch, yes. That water Arthwaite says flows through the whole deck of the Tarot,
starting with the gown of the harlot, yet. \Wat crap!"

Here it went again! "I always thought it was a beautiful concept. How do you
manage to see, ah, crap in it?"

"More ways than one, Brother! It is crap in that it is errant nonsense; water
synbol i zes many things besides the unconscious, and it is ridiculous to pretend
that it can only stand for that one thing. But nore directly, that euphem sm he
foists off on his fans—do you really think it is her gown that originates the
fluid?"

"Well, that may be artistic |license, but—=

"Her gown nerely covers the real, unmentionable source, which is her body. A
worman is a thing of flowing fluids, as | tried to nake clear in nmy Seven of
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Cups. M1k fromher tits, and bl ood from her—

"Mk and blood are chemcally simlar," Brother Paul said quickly. "In fact,
chl orophyll, the key to plant netabolism is also surprisingly close to—

"Fl owi ng out fromher orifices, bathing the whole Tarot in its hot, soupy—
"Let's change the subject,"” Brother Paul said, not eager to argue the case
further. What a case of gynophobi a!

"Comi ng up."

A dragon appeared. Brother Paul whirled, gripping the sword he discovered at his
hip. "That's the Dragon of Tenptation!" he exclained. "It belongs in a different
cup; | did not invoke it!"

"You must have invoked it, Paul," Therion said, without alarm "For | did not do
the dastardly deed."

Ha! "I Animated the castle; that was the only cup | enptied!"

Therion smirked. "You know that; | know that. But does it know that?"

Unfunny cliché! But the great Red Dragon of Tenptation was chargi ng across the
plain. No tinme now to debate who was responsible; he had to stop it "At |east
the Knights of the Round Table were nmounted," Brother Paul nuttered. "A | ance
and an arnored charger—

"You have to battle Tenptation by yourself,"’
ever thus."

So it seened. Therion wore no arnor and carried no weapon; obviously he could
not oppose the dragon, and had no intention of trying. Brother Paul retained his
chariot arnor, although he had lost the chariot itself. So it was up to him

The dragon had a huge wedge-shaped head fromwhich a small orange flane
flickered. No, that was only its barbed tongue. Its two forelegs projected from
i medi ately behind its head, alnpbst |ike ears, and two small wi ngs sprouted from
its neck not far behind, like feathers or hair. It seened an inefficient design,
but so did the design for Tyrannosaurus Rex, on paper. The rest of the nonster
trailed away into wormike coils. Only its foreparts possessed a nmenaci ng
aspect; when this creature retreated, it would be harm ess. Wi ch was of course
the nature of Tenptation, or any other threat.

The dragon was not retreating. It was galunphing directly at him its serpentine
body bouncing like a spring-coil after the awful head.

Brot her Paul went out to engage it, his sword shining |like Excalibur. Yet he
wonder ed: he considered hinself to be a fairly peaceful man, not a warrior; why
should he attack a living creature with a brute sword? This wasn't a living
thing; it was an Animated synbol. Still, the matter disconcerted him

The Dragon of Tenptation drew up about two neters away. It gl anced
contenptuously at him It had big yellow eyes, and its glare was quite striking.
Its red snout was covered with great, hairy green-and-blue warts, and gnarl ed
gray horns projected fromits forehead. Its tusks were twi sted and coated with
slime. Brother Paul wondered idly if it had been mucki ng about in one of
Therion's gooey cups before com ng here.

The barbed tongue flicked about, striking toward Brother Paul |ike an arrow but
stopping short of the target. The small wings flapped slowy back and forth, the
thin leathery skin crinkling between the feathered ribs. Brother Paul could not
recal |l ever having seen anything uglier than this.

"What samatt er ?" the dragon demanded. " Chi cken?"

Brother Paul felt a tingle of anger. What right had this filthy thing to cal

hi m nanmes? He gripped his sword firmy and stepped forward.

And paused again. This was Tenptati on—the urge to violence for insufficient
cause. So the nonster had called him"chicken"; why should he react to the
archai c gibe? This was the | owest |evel of social interaction, and viol ence was
the refuge of inconpetence. "I nmerely wish to visit that castle, for | suspect
that the information | need is inside. If you will kindly stand aside, there
need be no strife between us."

"Tenptation never stands aside!" the creature snorted. It was very good at
speaki ng while snorting. "You nust conquer ne before you can conpl ete your

m ssi on, chicken."

"But | don't want to slay you. | shall be satisfied to pass you by."

Therion remnded him "It has been
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"You can't slay nme; | ameternal. You can't pass nme by. In fact, you can't even
fight ne; you're a natural coward. Why don't you get out of this scene and |et
the air clear?"

As if he hadn't been trying to do just that! "I would, if | had no mission to
perform | will, after it is done. Now please stand aside." Brother Paul strode
f orwar d.

The dragon held its ground. "Tenptation cannot be bluffed," it said.

Brot her Paul refused to strike it with the sword without some nore definite
provocati on. Though he knew it to be a nere synbol, its senblance of a living,
intelligent (if ugly) entity was too strong.

He sidled around it—and the dragon was before himagain. It had junped magically
to bl ock him He changed direction again—and it bl ocked hi m again.

So that was the way of it; the thing was trying to provoke himinto striking.
And if he struck first, he would have succunbed to Tenptation

This time Brother Paul wal ked straight into the dragon. And bounced off its
warty face.

Therion still stood a little apart, watching with norbid interest. "It didn't
bite me," Brother Paul said, surprised

"Tenptation does not attack physically," Therion explained. "It nmerely offers a
more intriguing alternative. Still, it must be conquered."

Brother Paul failed to see anything intriguing in the dragon. He tried again to
avoid it, and failed again. He was beconing nore than mldly angry, and felt the
urge sinply to smash the thing out of his way, but he suppressed the inpul se.

I nstead, he sheathed his sword and tried to heave Tenptation out of the way with
hi s hands. But the dragon was too heavy and | owslung to budge. "You can't
conquer nme by hal fhearted neasures," it said with a phenonenal yard-1ong sneer
Brot her Paul found himself sweating. Apparently this thing could balk himif he
refused to fight it directly. Yet he remained reluctant to do so. He turned to
Therion. "You're ny guide. Wat do you reconmend?"

"You rnust find conmon ground on which to neet it. Tenptati on assunmes nany

gui ses. Maybe one will suit you."

Br ot her Paul considered this. Many gui ses—ould that be literal here? Physical?
"I don't care to take the sword to you, beast," Brother Paul told it. "Yet you
must be noved. Isn't there sonme | ess devastating way to determ ne the issue?"
"Il neet you on any front, chicken," the dragon said. Part of its sneer

remai ned, having failed to clear the far end of its |ong nouth.

"How about barehanded? Can you neet me in human forn®"

The dragon vanished. In its place stood a man, huge and nuscular, with yell ow
eyes, a red face, blue horns and a warty nose. And that |ingering sneer. "What
say now, coward?" the denon denanded

"I say that if Jacob could westle with the Angel of the Lord, | may westle
with Tenptation," Brother Paul replied. He felt better now This was a judo
situation, and he was conpetent. He could subdue his opponent wi thout hurting
hi m

"l don't know no Jacob!"

" "And Jacob was left alone; and there westled a man with himuntil the
breaking of the day.' It's fromthe Bible, the first book of Mses, called
Genesi s, chapter thirty-two." Brother Paul paused, expecting the denpon to flinch
at the Biblical reference, but was di sappointed. But of course this was not a
denon of the infernal regions, but the denon that was within every man; it would
be conversant with the holy as well as the unholy. Except that it did not seem
to know about this particul ar episode.

"Ch, that Jacob!" the denon said sneeringly. "He was a pretty puny angel, not to
be able to beat a nortal man. In fact he would have lost if he hadn't struck a

| ow bl ow. "

Br ot her Paul remenbered. " And when he saw that he prevail ed not against him
he touched the hollow of his thigh; and the hollow of Jacob's thigh was out of
Joint, as he westled with him' But that sounds nore like a | eglock than a | ow
bl ow+everage on the thigh to throw out the hip joint."

"The 'hollow of the thigh' is a euphemismfor the crotch,"” the denon insisted.
"The angel popped Jacob's crotch."
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"Perhaps so," Brother Paul admitted. "It is a debatable point. Yet further along
it isreferred to as 'the sinew which shrank' and since he did sire a good
fam |l y—

"Not after he westled with the angel!"

Brot her Paul spread his hands. He had thought his conbat with the denopbn-dragon
woul d be physical, but he was glad to settle for this Biblical arena instead. He
had done a ot of Bible reading in the past few years, being fascinated with it
as both religion and history. He was also intrigued by the continuity of the
Bible, in the fornms of the Apocrypha and Pseudepi grapha. "At any rate, the Ange
did not defeat him and he won fromit a blessing: the nanme of Israel, neaning
"A Prince of God,' and founded the tribe of I|srael."

"And his daughter Dinah got raped," the denon said, smling as if with

enj oynent .
This creature rem nded Brother Paul strongly of Therion. He gl anced back, but
Therion was still standing there. On second thought, Therion would not approve

of rape, not from consideration for the woman, but because he seened to fee

that the sexual act was a male sacrifice bestowed on the unworthy fenmale. Wy
force this gift on a nere womran? "Rape is too strong a term" Brother Paul
continued. "The young man was honorabl e, and begged to be allowed to marry Di nah
formally, and even accepted the requirenent of circuntision although he was a
Gentile prince."

"Yeah, they covered up the record," the denon said. "Tried to make it out a good
fuck in the end, so they wouldn't have to stone himfor rape or her for

acqui escence. A lot of juicy dirt got censored out of the Good Book."

Brot her Paul started to make an angry retort, then realized that this was nerely
anot her aspect of the battle. Tenptation fought with concepts as well as words,
and truth was irrelevant. If distortion and vernacul ar caused Brother Paul to

| ose his tenper, the victory would go to the dragon

I ndeed, these slights on Biblical accuracy were ones that Brother Paul hinself
had pondered privately. He liked to conprehend the full meaning of what he read,
and nuch of the Bible remained tantalizingly opaque. Jacob's encounter with the
Angel of God—there was an enigma! Wiy would an angel want to westle with a
nortal nman, and why woul d anything as pure of notive as an angel ever yield to
the tenptation? Yet Brother Paul knew he had to challenge the Bible with extrene
caution, for it was a docunent that generations of scholars had not been able to
question with certainty. Indeed, archaeol ogical evidence continued to support
the legitimacy of Biblical statenents. W was he, a nminor novice in a mnor
Order, to set his puny judgrment agai nst the accunul ated wi sdom and revel ati on of
the ages~?

So he nmust vanqui sh Tenptation here, too. It was not his place to debate any
aspect of Scripture in public. It had been a mistake to invoke it here. Wat he
did was his own responsibility; it should not be justified by reference to the
Bi bl e. That was a perversion, to adapt the Holy Book to individual purposes—

t hough so many scoffers and special interests did.

"Enough of this," Brother Paul said. "If you will not let nme pass, | nust apply
| everage. "

The denon | aughed. It was taller than Brother Paul, and heavier, and possessed a
better physique. But how powerful was it, actually? Tenptation could not be
measur ed by external appearances.

Br ot her Paul stepped toward the castle, and of course the denon noved instantly
to block him This tinme Brother Paul stepped into it, shoved agai nst the denon's
right shoul der, and used his own right foot to sweep the denon's left foot out
and forward. It was the o uchi gari, or "big inner reap" of judo.

The denon fell on the sand, as though its foot had slipped on a banana peel

Br ot her Paul stepped over it and resumed his march toward the castle. That had
been amazi ngly easy!

And the denon stood before himagain. "Very clever, nortal. But Tenptation is
not so readily put behind you. You could throw ne a thousand tinmes, and | would
still be before you, for no single act of will defeats ne."

Brot her Paul stepped into it again. The denobn braced agai nst the naneuver that
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had brought it down before, but this time Brother Paul caught its right armwth
both of his own and turned into i ppon seoi nage, the one-arned shoul der throw.
The denon's nonentumcarried it forward, and Brother Paul heaved it over his own
shoul der to land on its back in the sand, hard.

This time Brother Paul followed it down and applied a neck | ock. A sinple choke
woul d have cut off the denon's air, causing it to suffocate in a few ninutes;
this was a blood strangle that woul d deprive the creature's brain of oxygen,
knocking it out in seconds.

The denon struggl ed, but it was usel ess. Brother Paul knew how to apply a
strangl ehold. He would not kill the creature, but would nmerely squeeze it
unconscious. It would revive in a few m nutes, unharmed—but too late to stop
himfromentering the castle. Tenptation postponed mght well be Tenptation
vanqui shed!

The seconds passed—and still the thing fought. The hold was tight, yet it seened
to have no effect. What was the matter?

The denobn's arm cane around, groping for Brother Paul's face. Sharp nails
scraped across his cheek toward his right eye. He knew he would | ose an eye if
he did not get it out of reach in a hurry, but to do that he would have to

rel ease the strangle. This creature was not bound by polite rules of
sport - conbat!

Obvi ously the strangl ehold had failed. The vascul ar system of denobns seenmed to
be proof against the attack of nortals. Tenptation could not be so sinply
nullified. Brother Paul let go and junped up and away.

"l ama dragon," the denon said, standing. "I have no circulation, no bl ood.
operate magically. | need breath only to talk. You cannot throttle Tenptation,
fool!'"

Evidently not! Brother Paul stepped toward the castle again, and the denopn

bl ocked his passage as before, grinning.

Brother Paul's |left hand caught it by the right arm jerking it forward. His
right armcane up as if to circle the thing' s inpervious neck. The denon | aughed
contenptuously and pul |l ed back, resisting both the throw and the strangl e.

But Brother Paul's right armwent right on over the denon's head, missing it
entirely. He twi sted around as though hopelessly tangled, falling to the sand.
But the weight of his falling body jerked the denon forward over his back. It
was sot o meki kom , the outside waparound throw, a strange and powerful
sacrifice technique. The denon | anded heavily, with Brother Paul on top; such
was the power of the throw that an ordinary man coul d have been knocked
unconsci ous. | mediately Brother Paul spun around, flipped the denbn onto its
face, and applied an excruciating armlock, one of the kansetsu waza. The denobn
m ght not have blood, but it had to have joints, and they were levered |like
those of a man. Such a joint could be broken, but he intended to apply only
enough | everage to make the creature subnit. In this position, there was no way
the demon could strike back; no biting, no kicking, no gouging.

He | evered the arm bending the el bow back expertly. The denon screaned "Do you
yi el d?" Brother Paul inquired, easing up slightly.

For answer, the denon changed back into the dragon, its original and perhaps
natural form Brother Paul had hold of one of its legs, but the ratios were
different, and the |ock could not be nmaintained. The nonster's jaws opened, its
orange tongue flicking out to lash at Brother Paul's face, whiplike. He had to
I et go quickly.

"So you couldn't take it," he said to the dragon. "You lost!"

"Tenptation never loses; it is nmerely blunted, to return with renewed strength.
I balk you yet." And the dragon noved to stand once agai n between Brother Paul
and the castle.

Brot her Paul turned to Therion, who had stood by innocently while all of this
occurred. "What do you say nhow, guide?"

"Have a drink," Therion said, presenting a tall, cool cup of Iiquid.

"l don't need any— he started to reply, but he was thirsty, and in this
situation the refreshment cup was appropriate and tenpting. Maybe he was too hot
and bothered to perceive the obvious—whatever that was. Wth a cool er, cleared
head he night quickly figure out the solution to this maddeni ng probl em of the
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Dragon. He accepted the drink

It was delicious, heady stuff, but after the first sip, he paused. "This is

al coholic!" he said accusingly.

"Naturally. The best stuff there is, for courage."

"Courage!" Brother Paul's wath was near the explosion-point. "I don't need that
kind! My Order disapproves of al cohol and other m nd-affecting drugs. Get ne
sonme water."

"No water is available; this is a desert,'
your Order actually ban al cohol ?"

"No. The Holy Order of Vision bans nothing, for that would interfere with free
will. It merely frowns on those things that are nobst commonly subject to abuse
Each person is expected to set his own standards in natters of the flesh. But
only those persons of suitable standards progress within the Oder."

"Uh- huh," Therion said disparagingly. "So you are a slave to your Oder's

i nhibitions, and dare not even admt it."

"No!" Brother Paul gul ped down the rest of the beverage, yielding to his
consuming thirst.

The effect was instantaneous. His linbs tingled; his head felt pleasantly |ight.
That was good stuff, after all!

Brot her Paul faced the dragon, who was still between himand the castle,
smrking. "I've had enough of you, Tenptation. Get out of ny way!"

"Make ne, nushm nd!"

Brot her Paul drew his gleanm ng sword. He strode forward nenacingly, bluffing the
beast back. Wen the thing did not retreat, he snote the red dragon with all his
strength—and cut its gruesone head in half. Sure enough, there was no bl ood,
just a spongy material |like foamplastic within the skull. The creature expired
with a hiss like that of escaping steamand fell on its back in the sand, its
little | egs quivering convul sively.

"Well, | nade it nove," he said, w ping the green goo off his blade by rubbing
it in the sand.

"You certainly did," Therion agreed.

"So let's get the hell on to that castle before the dragon revives."

"Wel | spoken!"

But now a new obstacl e stood between them and the objective. It was another
cup—the one containing the Victory Weath. The braided twi gs and | eaves stood
tall and green above the chalice, the two ends not quite neeting.

"Take it," Therion urged. "You have won it. You have slain Tenptation!"

Br ot her Paul considered. "Yes, | suppose | have." Sonehow he was not wholly
satisfied, but the pleasure of the drink still buoyed him "Wy not?"

He reached out and lifted the weath fromthe neter-tall cup. Strange that this,
too, should appear in his vision of the castle; had his choice of one cup
granted himall cups? Sonehow his quest was not proceedi ng precisely as he had
anti ci pat ed.

He set the weath on his head. It settled nicely, feeling wonderful

"Very handsone, " Therion said approvingly. "You nmake a fitting Conqueror."

Yes, this was Key Seven, the Chariot, the Conqueror, wasn't it? Wth the Seven
of Cups superinposed. Brother Paul bent down to view his image in the reflective
surface of the polished golden cup. And froze, startl ed.

Hs inage was a death's head. A grinning skull, with protruding yellow teeth and
great square eye sockets.

Br ot her Paul rocked back, horrified. There was sonethi ng he renenbered,

sonet hing so appal |l i ng—

No! He shut it off. This was only a reflection, nothing supernatural. He forced
hinself to | ook again. The death's head renai ned.

Experinmental |y, he noved his face. The skull npbved too. He opened his nouth, and
the bony jaw dropped. He blinked, but of course the skull could not blink, and
if it could, how could he see it while his own eyes were cl osed?

H's left hand came up to feel his face. A skeletal hand touched the skull in the
cup. His nose and cheeks were there; the flesh was solid. The skull was nerely
an inmage, not reality. But what did it nean?

Therion said inperturbably. "Does
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"Let's not dawdl e," Therion said. "The dragon is not going to play dead al

day. "

Regretfully, Brother Paul stood up and circled around the cup. He was sure the
skul | neant sonething inportant. If it were part of the natural synbolism of
this card, why hadn't he noticed it before? If not, why had it appeared now? He
had encountered this card nany tinmes before coming to Planet Tarot; had the
skul| been on the cup then? He couldn't renenber. There was sonet hi ng—sonet hi ng
hi dden and awful —but he did have a mi ssion. Maybe the explanation would cone to
hi m

He nmoved on. Then he realized he could have checked the blinking of the skull by
wi nki ng one eye and watching with the other. He was thinking fuzzily, though his

m nd seened perfectly clear. Well, it was of insufficient noment to nmake him
return for another look at the cup. If it renained.
He gl anced back. The huge cup was still there, and beyond it, the body of the

dragon. He regretted the slaying; he really shouldn't have done it. He was not
ordinarily a violent man. What had cone over hinf

H s mouth had a bad taste, and a headache was starting. Hi s stomach roiled as
though wi shing to disgorge its contents. "I don't feel well," he said.
"Alittle hangover," Therion said quickly. "lgnore it; it will pass."

Hangover? Ch—a reaction fromthe drink. Instant high, rapid low. It figured
Now t hey were at the castle environs, nmounting the w nding pathway that |ed up
the steep nmountain upon which it perched. Progress was swift, for it was a very
narrow nountain, but Brother Paul was tiring even nore rapidly. Then he saw an
inlet in the alnost vertical clifi face, a kind of cave. And in this cave stood
another cup. It was filled to overflowing with jewels: pearls, dianonds, and
assorted other gens. Beautiful

Brot her Paul started for it, but found hinself abruptly too tired to get all the
way there. He also saw, now, that the cup was within a kind of cage, with a
conbi nation lock. In the lock was a picture of three lenons in a row

"Ch—an ancient one-armed bandit," he nuttered. "Well, | don't like to ganble."
"But look at the potential reward!" Therion exclainmed. "You could be rich—-a
multinmillionaire in any currency you nane!"

"Weal th nmeans nothing to nme. Brothers and Sisters of the Order dedicate their
lives to nonmaterial things, to sinplicity, to doing good."

"But think of all the good you could do with that fortune!"

"I just want to get into the castle and find the answer to my quest," Brother
Paul said. "If | can only get up the strength to conplete the clinb..."

"Here, have a sniff of this," Therion said, opening a tiny but ornate silver
box.

Brot her Paul |ooked at it. The box was filled with a whitish powder. "Wat is
it?"

"A stinmulant. Used for centuries to enable people to work harder w thout
fatigue. Conpletely safe, non-addictive. Try it." He shoved it under Brother
Paul ' s nose, and Brother Paul sniffed al nbst involuntarily.

The effect was anmazi ng. Suddenly he felt terrific strong, healthy, clear-ninded.
"Ww VWhat is it?"

"Cocai ne. "

"Cocai ne! You lied to ne! That's one of the worst of addictive drugs!"

Therion shook his head solemly. "Not so. There is no physiol ogi cal dependence.
It is nature's purest stimulant, w thout harnful aftereffects. Mich better than
al cohol . But if you disbelieve, sinply return the sanple.”

"Return the sniff? How can | do that?"

"I't's your Animation. You can do anything."

Br ot her Paul wondered. If he could do anything, why couldn't he find his way out
of this norass? Well, nmaybe he could, if he just willed it strongly enough. But
he felt so good now, why change it? He did want to achi eve the castle, after
all, and he had already invested a lot of effort in that quest that would be
wasted if he quit now. "Ch, let it stand."

His eyes returned to the cup of jewels. "But first, this detail." He strode
across to the cage and reached for the handle of the one-arned bandit. "Wat do
I have to put into this nmachine, to play the ganme?"
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"A piddling price. Just one-seventh of your soul."

"Done!" Brother Paul said, |aughing. And felt a strange wenching that

di sconcerted himnonentarily. If the price per cup were one-seventh, and there
were seven cups in all, and he had al ready been through several... but he felt
so good that he soon forgot it. He drew down powerfully on the handl e.

The synbols spun blurringly past in the wi ndow of the | ock. Swords, wands,

di sks, and sonething indistinct—perhaps | etmmi scat es? Wat had happened to the
| enons? Then they cane to rest: one cup—two cups—three cups!

The cage door swung open. The cup tilted forward. Its riches spilled out over
the floor of the cave. Jackpot!

"l ganbl ed and won!" Brother Paul exclained.

Therion nodded. "It's your Aninmation," he repeated. "I nerely show the way to
your fulfillnment."

There was sonet hi ng about that statenment—eh, never nind! "Donate these jewels to

the charities of the world," Brother Paul said. "I nust proceed." He stepped
carefully over the glittering gens in his path and | eft the cave.
The ascent was easy again. In nonents he reached the front portal. It was open,

and he marched into the castle.

"Li ke the pal ace of Sl eeping Beauty," Therion renarked.

"Like a fairy tale, yes," Brother Paul agreed.

For sone reason Therion found that gaspingly funny. "Show ne what you | augh at,
and | will show you what you are," he said between gasps. But it was he, not

Br ot her Paul, who was | aughi ng. Odd man!

"Strange," Brother Paul said, "how | start an Aninmation sequence to find out
what is causing Animations, and find nyself diverted into this fantasy world,
where | nust slay a dragon and see ny reflection as a skull and ganble
one-seventh of my soul on a worldly treasure | don't need. Wiy can't | just
penetrate to the root inmredi atel y?"

"You could, if you knew how," Therion said.

"l acquired you as a guide! Wiy can't you show ne the way?"

"I am showi ng you the way. In ny fashion. But the inpetus nust be yours."

"l never sought to slay a dragon! O ganble for riches! You and your dammed
drugs—

"Apt description, that."

And why was he swearing, since he was not a swearing man? There was a | ot of
wrongness here, intertwined with the intrigue. "Wat do |I do now?" Brother Paul
demanded irritably.

"Do what thou wilt shall be the whole of the law"

"You said that before. But it doesn't help. It's from Rabelais, which | gather
is prime source material for you. Here | am restrained fromdoing what | wlt.
What | wish, | nean. And you just tag along, spouting irrelevancies."

Therion turned to face himseriously. "However right you may be in your purpose,
and in thinking that purpose inportant, you are wong in forgetting the equal or
greater inportance of other things. The really inportant things are huge,
silent, and inexorable."

"What things?"

“Your will."

"My will is to unriddle this Animation effect! Yet here | wander in this
forsaken castle, as far fromit as ever! Wiat is this place, anyway?"

"Thel ena. "

"What ?"

"This is the Abbey of Thelema, the place for the discovery of your True WII."
"I already know ny will! | told you—=

"If you knew it, you would satisfy it."

Br ot her Paul paused. On one level, this was nonsense, but on another it seened
to make uncanny sense. "You're saying | only think I knowny will, and I am
getting nowhere because | ampursuing a false will? An illusion?"

Therion nodded. "Now you begin to perceive the problem First you nust truly
under st and your objective; only then can you achieve it."

"Well, | thought | understood it. But sonehow | keep getting turned aside, as
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though | were a victimof Coriolis force." He paused, charned by the revel ation
Coriolis force—a prine deterninant of weather on any planet. A nmass of air night
try to nove froma high pressure zone near the equator to a | ow pressure zone to
the north or south, but the shape and rotation of the planet diverted it to the
si de, because the surface velocity of rotation was greater at the equator than
at the polar latitudes. Well, it was a difficult concept for the layman to
grasp, but essential for the nmeteorologist. It was as though nature herself were
foul ed up by the system causing the endl ess repercussions, instabilities, and
changes that constituted the weather. Was there such a thing as a nental
Coriolis force, so that a given urge could not be consummated directly unl ess
the full nature of the human condition were understood? Yet this was hardly a
perfect anal ogy, for the human mind was not a planetary surface, and human

t houghts were not nmere breezes. The situation was nore dynamic, with force being
diverted at right angles to—

"Precession!" he cried al oud.

Therion gl anced up benignly. "Yes?"

"Precession. The factor that seens to change the direction of force applied to a
gyroscope or a turning wheel. Wen properly exploited, as with a bicycle, it is
a stabilizing influence, but when msunderstood, it stymies every effort to—
Therion shook his head. "Can you explain it to me nore precisely?"

"It is atechnical term It affects the Earth and all rotating things, and thus
man' s technol ogy and nythol ogy. The precession of the equinox..." He took a
breath. "Sinply, there is a great deal of rotational inertia in a spinning

obj ect, and when you apply an external force to change its orientation, you nust
deal with that inertia. If you understand this, and know the preci se vectors—
Therion sniled. "Thus your ignorance stops you here, because the inertia
velocity of the mind is nore conplex than any casual survey can reveal. Know
thyself—er as | prefer to put it, do what thou wilt."

"Yes," Brother Paul agreed, at |ast appreciating the nman's neani ng. A person
could not do what he really wanted to do, unless he understood hinsel f well
enough to know what he wanted. What he really wanted, not what in his ignorance
he thought he wanted. Many people were stuck on the ignorant route, questing
tirelessly for wealth or power that brought them only unhappi ness. Ot hers
quest ed for happi ness, but defined it purely in naterial ternms. Still others,
trying to correct for that, insisted on defining it in purely nonmaterial terns,
seeki ng chineras. As perhaps Brother Paul had been doing, hinmself. "My ultimate
will is nore subtle and devious than | nyself can appreciate consciously. Since
these Animations are at |least in part drawn from ny unconscious, | suffer
precession when | attenpt to direct them by purely conscious thought. Thus

wi nd up veering away at right angles, battling the Dragon of Tenptation, and God
only knows what el se!"

Therion nodded again, |ooking |ike a somewhat seedy street phil osopher. "I also
know what else: it was your own consci ence you battled."

"You know, you're not a bad guide, at that," Brother Paul said. "You have had a
better notion of ny true will than I. But as with leading a horse to water—
"The whol e of the law," Therion agreed.

They had been neandering through the gaunt, enpty castle. Now they entered an
upper chanmber—and spied a woman. She reclined in a huge cup, so he knew this
had to be anot her vision of the Seven of Cups, that he had to deal with one way
or another. He suspected that the original cup he had chosen, that of the
castle, had been nerely an entry point; he was required to taste the contents of
all seven before he was through. Had he chosen the lady first, he would have
found the skull, Tenptation, and the castle interposing, though perhaps in a
different order. Wth precession, there was no direct or easy route to an

obj ective. But now this wonan; she was a marvel of organic symetry and cultura
aesthetics, with hair |ike sumer wheat..

"Amarant h!" Brother Paul breathed.

"Beg pardon?" Therion inquired.

O course this nan woul d not know about the private nane Brother Paul had for
the Breaker-lady. But now he was sure; Amaranth had gotten into this Aninmation,
and here she was, the actress in a very special role. The major characters in

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%201%20-%20Go0d%200f%20Tarot.txt (80 of 109) [1/19/03 8:29:26 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%201%20-%20G0d%200f%20T arot.txt

these scenes were played by living people, reciting their lines, as it were, or
per haps extenporizing according to general guidelines. "A private thought,
irrelevant," Brother Paul said, and knew he was lying. Since to hima lie was an
abomi nation, he had to correct it inmediately. "I believe |I recognize this
woman. She—*

"The femal e exists but to serve the male," Therion renarked.

So the nman wasn't really interested in the identity of this woman. To him wonen
were interchangeabl e, covered by a general blanket of aninobsity. Well, Brother
Paul was anenable to that gane, in this case; fromwhat he knew of Amaranth, she
woul d qui ckly di sabuse all coners of such noti ons.

Br ot her Paul approached the lady. "In what way do you reflect ny hidden wll?"
he asked her.

She unfol ded fromthe cup and stood before him as lovely a creature as he could

i magi ne. "I am Love."
Love. That was rather nore than he had bargai ned on. "Sacred or profane?" he
i nquired sonewhat warily. "I amhere on a religious nission."

"He clainms he |oves God, not wonman," Therion put in.

"I love God and wonman!" Brother Paul snapped. "But ny mssion requires—

Amar ant h stretched, accentuating her mracul ous breasts, and Brother Paul

recogni zed Tenptation in another guise. He knew that Animation was not enhancing
her appearance; it was every bit as enticing in life. A woman who was beauti f ul
only in Animation—but of course physical appearance should not be the prine
appeal

"You fought valiantly to achieve this castle,
reject what it holds for you?"

"Precession brings this woman; what | seek is el sewhere.™

"How do you know?"

Br ot her Paul considered that, uncertain. He had supposed he was overcom ng
Tenptati on—and a form dabl e Tenptation it was! —but could it be that the physica
side of Love was the essence of his search? It hardly seenmed |ikely, but he
could not be sure. There was a deep affinity between types of |ove, expressed on
the highest plane as religion, and on the |owest as sex. It was often said that
"CGod is Love." Could he achieve one formwi thout the other?

He renenbered the sour coments of the Hi erophant. What was the nature of his
belief? That the expression of physical |ove was inherently evil? The

Hi erophant's vi ews had resenbl ed a parody of —

"The Hierophant!" Brother Paul exclainmed, wheeling on Therion. "You!"

"So you caught on," Therion said snugly.

"You purposely distorted the religious attitude of —=

"Distorted? I would not say so," Therion said. "I had a role to play, so

played it with conplete candor. | gave the essence instead of nere casuistry.
Modern religion hates sex and pleasure and tries to suppress them because a man
with a stiff cock will not seek a priest. The ancient religions were nmuch nore
savvy; they knew that the alternate facet of divine love is physical love. It is
a conpletely natural and necessary function."

"But not outside of marriage," Brother Paul said, shaken by the way he had been
gui ded even before he had chosen the guide.

"Why not? What is marriage but a cerenpny of society, establishing the
proprietary rights of a particular male over a particular femal e? Does God care
about the conventions of human cul ture? Wo governs here, anyway—&od or man?"
"Surely God does!" Brother Paul said.

"Then why didn't God nmake man inpotent prior to the nuptial cerenony, or

Therion pointed out. "Do you now

responsive only to sonme other key stinmulus, like snell? Animals have no such
trouble."
"Man is not precisely an animal!" Brother Paul retorted. "Man has a consci ence.

He controls his urges."
"The tail wags the dog, then. Man controls the natural urges God gave him
instead of allowing their expression in the way God intended."

"No! Man's conscience stens from God!"
"And God is created in the inmage of nman.

Telling thrust! O course, man was in
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the i mage of God, but if he argued that case, Therion would sinply point out
that God was therefore a sexual creature, and unmarried. Now Brother Paul was
uncertain where the sacranent of nmarriage fitted into this scheme, for it was
true that animals did not marry. Aninmals were conpletely natural, yet innocent.
Still, he had to believe that one of the things that distinguished nan from
animal was his norality, his higher consciousness. "I do not choose to argue
with you about marriage," Brother Paul said, "or to abuse this young wonan. |
only wish to ascertain the reality behind the inmage."

"Still, you suffer precession," Therion said sadly. "You insist on carrying into
this franework the private standards dictated by your Earthly existence,
refusing to admit that they nay be no | onger applicable. You think you can
penetrate the norass by plow ng straight ahead. Wien will you realize that you
cannot win unless you play the game by its rules? You have sanpled only three
cups. "

Tenptation, Victory, and Walth. Apparently he did have to go through them al
before gaining enlightenment. No shortcut! Yet did the presence of this woman,
who had been accidentally trapped in the Animation, nean he had to use her
sexual | y? Therion seenmed to be arguing that case, which was odd, because Therion
prof essed to hate wonen. Cbviously he could not afford to be guided too closely
by Therion's words, which did not necessarily reflect Therion's own will. This
worman ni ght be seductive, but he did not have to be seduced

"I would like to talk with you," Brother Paul said to the |ady. "Wat is your

pr ef erence?"

"I adore thee, I A Q" she replied.

"My nane is Brother Paul, of the Holy Order of Vision," he said. That nade a
formal introduction within this Animation, in case that should help. "You—+
believe we nmet before, in, er, real life. And you introduced the Brotherhood of
Li ght Tarot deck, didn't you? What shall | call you now?"

She opened her robe. She was naked underneath, slimand pink-white and

full -breasted. She was his physical ideal of woman, which was obviously what had
first attracted himto her. He tried to seek the sublinme understandi ng of God,
but his flesh had other notions.

"I adore thee, I A Q" she repeated.

Brot her Paul refused to go along. "I understood you to say, in real life, that
you wor shi pped a snake-footed God, called Abra— He was unable to recall the
full nanre.

"She refers to | A QO or Abraxas—titerally, '"the God to be adored.' Therefore
she adores him" Therion clarified. "He has human form wi th the head of a cock
and | egs of serpents, and he is the god of healing. It would seem she believes
you are that god."

"I''" Brother Paul exclainmed, appalled. "A pagan deity?"

"Abraxas was a nost fashionable god, in the Roman Enpire. She nmight see you as a
nmodern incarnation. Perhaps if you showed her your feet—

Brother Paul uttered an extrenely un-Orderlike syllable. But Therion was
studying Amaranth's torso. "She certainly is a healthy, well-fed specinen," he
remarked, as though appraising a thoroughbred horse. "Mst peoples of nbst tines
have been mal nourished; only in the past century has good nutrition spread. One
sel dom sees as fine a formas that, however, even today."

To whomwas he trying to sell that forn? "You really do worship a pagan god?"

Br ot her Paul demanded of the |ady. He had sonehow not appreciated the
significance of this, or really believed it when, as a colonist, she had

menti oned the natter.

"This is, after all, a free society," Therion remarked. "No person, according to
the Covenant, may persecute any nenber of any other religion, whatever its
nature. It is the only thing that prevents absolute internecine warfare

t hroughout this colony. I"'msure | A O has as much right to be here as any
Christian god."

The girl shrugged out of her costune and stood before them conpletely nude. The
spl endor of her body was dazzling, and not because she was well-fed; there was
no fat on her where it didn't belong. She stepped toward Brother Paul

He stepped back in alarm
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"The early priestesses | ed devotees to union with their god by the nobst direct
means, " Therion continued. "She wants to hel p you discover your true will; wll
you not oblige?"

"This is not the kind of union | seek!" Brother Paul protested. "Not with I A G
not —

"Suppose | A Ois the God of Tarot, and you refuse to neet H nP"

"I nmpossi ble!™ But Brother Paul realized that it was not inpossible. |nprobable,
per haps, but theoretically possible. The whol e problemon Planet Tarot, the
reason he had cone here, was to determ ne objectively (if circunstances
permtted) which god was the guiding power behind the Ani nmations, or whether no
god was. He could not let his ow religious prejudice interfere. For—he forced
his mind to consider it—+ A O Abraxas, the Adorable God, just m ght be the one.
Even if I A Owere not, he still had to ascertain that fact honestly. The
assenbl ed religions of Planet Tarot were awaiting his verdict. No one of their
own representatives could make this survey, because every person anpng them was
too firmy commtted to his own particular concept of God to be objective. Those
who had tried nost sincerely had suffered the ravages of loss of faith, in sone
cases with fatal results.

Brot her Paul had no intention of dying in this quest. But neither did he intend
to participate in any whitewash or rehash of personal prejudice. The ethics of
his Order, and his own pride, required that he seek only the truth. The m ssion
transcended his petty personal scruples. He had to give | A Oa fair hearing.
"But is it actually necessary to—=2" he asked plaintively, view ng the nude
priestess. "If she is a nodern-day worshi per of Abraxas, it would be in her
interest to convince ne her God was the one, when in fact he mght not be."
"True, true," Therion agreed. "I hardly envy you your task."

"And nmaeking | ove to her would not prove anything."

"Unless, as in the battle with Tenptation, it were a route to the innernost
truth,"” Therion said. "In that case it would be too bad not to call her bluff
and | eave this cup unsavored."

"That doesn't nmke sense!" But Brother Paul |ooked again at the priestess of
Abraxas. If this were the God of Tarot, and if there were only one way to rel ate
to that God, according to His ancient ritual of union..

"Have a sniff of this," Therion said, opening another little box.

"No! Not nore cocai ne! That doesn't solve anything!"

"This is not cocaine."

"Ch." Brother Paul relented and took a sniff.

"I't is heroin," Therion concl uded.

But already the drug was taking effect. Brother Paul turned to the priestess.
"So you want interaction," he said boldly. "Well, | shall plunb you for the
truth!™ Hs own clothing fell away magically as he strode toward her

He took her in his arns and kissed her deeply. Her cool, firmbreasts flattened
excitingly against his chest. His hands travel ed down her arching back and
across her sleek haunches, finally cupping her firmyet soft buttocks. Wat a
speci nen she was!

The ki ss was magi cal ; he had never experienced anything like it! He knew it was
enhanced by the heroin, but didn't care. He felt such mastery of hinself that
nothing mattered at all; he could enjoy this experience without any reservation
Experience. There was man's nost deeply seated instinct: the craving for new
sensations, the satisfaction of curiosity, variety and excitenent and
fulfillnment! Experience. Every mnute, every second was precious; he had to

i ndul ge hinself to the utnost, because this was the ultimte neaning of life.
Why shoul d he sow, and not reap?

He rel eased the priestess just enough to | ook at her face. She snil ed.

"Stab your denoniac smle to ny brain," Therion said. "Soak ne in cognac,

ki sses, cocaine." He pronounced "cognac" so that it rhymed directly with
"denoni ac. "

This had the effect of stultifying Brother Paul's ardor, despite the heroin.
"Don't you have sonewhere to go?" he denanded.

"I amyour guide. | mnmust see you safely through this challenge."
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"You are afraid | will nmake |l ove to the priestess?”

"I fear you will not, unless | guide you."

"This is between ne and ny religion!"

"And your religion, like virtually all modern faiths, is fundanentally anti-sex.
Your understanding of the subject is linmted, though your instinct, were you
ever to let it reign, is sound. Sex is good; love is the law, ignorance is
evil."

"But casual, thoughtless sex—

"No nman can get along on a continual diet of abstinence. A nan nust be permtted
normal sexual expression, as God intended. He nust express his natural urges, of
what ever type, or wither away."

"Still," Brother Paul said uncertainly. He had his beliefs, but they were being
sorely besieged by this logic and the woman in his arns.

The priestess knelt before him as though in supplication, her breasts sliding
excruciatingly down the length of his torso. "I adore thee, | A O" she

r epeat ed.

"Hey, that's not I A O" Brother Paul protested. But then he realized that
perhaps it was; she worshiped a serpent-legged God, so she sought the serpent in
nman.

Under her nassage, that serpent rose and swelled |ike the forepart of a cobra.
The skin of the head peel ed back, releasing the faint scent generated in that
speci al pocket—the scent that the knife denied to nost Christians and all

Mosl ems and Jews, in the guise of "health."

But Brot her Paul had never been subjected to that unkindest cut. H s nenber was
whol e, and it functioned as God had designed it to. The scent of arousal wafted
out. She inhaled that aroma. A beatific smle spread across her face. "I A Q"
she breathed ecstatically, her breath caressing the organ

"Love is the law," Therion intoned. "Love under wll."

"Enough of this!" Brother Paul cried, drawing her hands and face away fromhis
anatonmy. He lifted her up, but she spun away and sprawl ed hal f across the couch
(Couch? Where was the cup? Ch—they were the sane.) He pursued her, caught her
with both his hands about her waist as she pushed herself up on the support, and
brought his groin to her swelling posterior. Her hands, dislodged as her bottom
was raised up, slid off the rim the upper section of her body fell down inside
the cup. Now she was bent forward at a right angle, her breasts flattening

agai nst the inner surface of the cup, her elbows braced at its depth, her face
invisible within its shadow. But he didn't need her breasts or arns or face. He
gui ded hi s nenber by hand, found the place, and thrust.

He had i magi ned easy penetration of her exposed vagina, but it was not easy.
There was sone pain for himas he forced entry past constricted nuscles, wthout
sufficient lubrication. But the drug spurred himon; he was, after all, the
Conquer or!

The climax was expl osive: a nucl ear detonation in a subterranean vault. The
recoil flung himbackward, breaking the connection. Sinultaneously his heroin

hi gh col | apsed; he felt tired and sick, punped out, without anmbition, irritable,
and di sgusted. The priestess had fallen out of the cup to the floor,

out stretched, supine. Therion was squatting beside her, alnost over her head.
Maybe she was hurt; it had been quite a blast. Brother Paul didn't care. He just
want ed anot her sniff of H

He staggered toward Therion. "Gve it to nme," he rasped.

"I'"'m busy!" Therion snapped, still squatting. "I have to give her—

Brot her Paul's nose was running and his stomach was cranpi ng. Wt hdrawa
synptons, he knew. "G ve ne the stuff."

Therion ignored him concentrating on the girl

"I want nore smack, nore junk," Brother Paul insisted. "Wat do you call it
these days? Horse? Snow? Wiere is it?"

Still Therion did not respond; he was still squatting.

Sudden rage engul fed Brother Paul. "You're paying nore attention to her than to

me! You're supposed to guide ne!"
"Shit," Therion said.
Brot her Paul renmenbered; that was another nane for heroin. "Then give nme shit!"
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he cri ed.

A cup appeared before him but it contained no white powder. Angrily he swung
his fist at it, knocking it over. A green snake fell out, hissing. A foot of the
god Abraxas? No, this was nerely the synbol of Jeal ousy.

He was getting nowhere. His hot flash was converting into a chill. Wat had he
gotten into? "Wy should you be so sel f-assured," Brother Paul denmanded, "when
am so confused and sick! It isn't fair!"

Therion | ooked up. 'I amcontent because | conprehend nmy own essential nature,"”
he said. "I know what | am and who | serve. | amat peace with nyself. No
victory, wealth, or woman can nmatch that. Do what thou wilt shall be the whole
of the law "

"Then show ne how to conprehend ny essential nature!" Brother Paul cried. "There
is the key to ultimte power!"

"You nust seek it within yourself, extricating yourself fromthe prison of the
senses, " Therion said. "Meditation, such as is sponsored by yoga—"

"No! | can't wait for that. | want it now"

"Then take the shortcut.” Therion held up a small capsule. "LSD. "

Brot her Paul snatched it and gul ped it down.

It was |like a headlong rush into a nael strom Sensations were coming at himfrom
all directions, and seenmng to go out fromhimsimlarly. Sights, sounds,
snells, tastes, and touches. He saw the room The girl was still lying on the
floor, her nouth open. Therion was still squatting over her. He saw all the
furniture. The patch of sunlight fromthe wi ndow. He heard the wheezing of w nd
around the parapet, the baying of some distant animal, the ticking of an unseen
clock. He snelled the | eather couch, and the brass of the inside of the big cup,
and dust fromthe floor, and the faint, sweet scent of a flower outside,
somewhere. He tasted the remains of the capsule. He felt the cool stone floor
under his feet, the caress of a trifling breeze on his bare body. Al
distractions, to be dispensed with!

He focused his awareness, shutting all external stinmuli out. Now he saw |ight
behind his eyelids, for they were not thick enough to nake total darkness. He
heard the sound of his own breathing, and of his heartbeat. He snelled his own
breath, a touch of whiskey still on it. Whiskey? Ch—fromthat first drink, back
at Tenptation. H's tongue tasted slightly bitter. He felt the tension of his
nmuscl es as they tightened to keep hi m bal anced.

Actually there were many nore than five senses, but nobst of the unnaned ones
could be | unped under touch: feeling of disconfort, nuscle tension, orientation
Di stractions.

He sat down on the floor, assumng the crossl egged yoga position favored for
medi tation, and consciously relaxed. Gradually his bodily tensions nelted away,
rel easing his mnd.

It was like flying | ow over a | andscape toward the sunrise. H s hal f-random

t hought s zooned past |ike technicol or clouds, sone fornless, sone beautiful,
sonme nenaci ng. Bel ow was the castle, with the priestess lying |like Sl eeping
Beauty within it, awaiting the kiss to restore her to consci ousness, except that
that was an expurgation. It was really the sexual act that would rouse her,
making the life within her quicken, only they couldn't tell children that (and
why the hell not?) and in this case that act had put her to sleep instead.
Priestess of Abraxas? Wiat was such tenple worship except ritualized
prostitution? Prostitution, the ol dest profession of woman. It would exist as

| ong as nmen had the nobney and the urge and wonen had neither. How ironic that it
shoul d be conbined with religion! Yet religion had about as great an affinity
for the vices of man as any other institution

The drug enhanced everything, providing a phenonenal visual, aural, and tactile
experience. The Dragon of Tenptation charged him but was inflated like a

hydrogen balloon until it exploded into harm ess flane. Therion would say it had
farted itself to death. The priestess of | A O again, opening her lovely body to
him crying, "I adore thee, I A O" but he was no | onger aroused. The suits of

the Tarot, synbols flying up around himlike the cards in Alice in Wnderl and,
mal e wands and swords thrusting through femal e cups and disks. Swiftly, in nere
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seconds, he abolished all these interfering thoughts. G adually he oriented on
his target: his own ultinmate essence.

Now, in the distance, he saw the first glow of it—the efful gence of the Gail.
Li ke the breaking of the dawn, that mracul ous |ight expanded as he arrowed
toward it. The disruptive presence of his superficial thoughts dim nished,
shining in pastel hues in the face of that solar brilliance; he coursed past
them wunveiling the way to N rvana

At last the gleaming rimof it energed, nore splendid than any vision he had
heretof ore i magi ned. Onward he flew, bringing nore into view the magnificent
curvature of the Holy Gail, hanging perfectly in the sky.

Now he saw that though the Cup itself glowed, as it had when it had floated past
t he astoni shed knights of King Arthur's Round Table, this was a faint glinmrering
conpared to its principal illumnation. This brilliance was by virtue of its
content—+that deeply veil ed shape whose light spilled out between canopy and
rim. The shape of his Essence!

Eagerly he nmoved toward it, certain now that he woul d perceive the glory that
was his soul. What formwould it take, that divine revelation? A giant,
precious, bright crystal with nyriad facets, a myriad-squared reflections? A
godli ke brilliance, gently blinding the nortal eye? An intangi ble aura of sheer
wonder ?

He cane up to the nonstrous chalice, that goblet of Jesus, the quintessence of
anmbi ti on, and peeked under the glorious cover. There was an odor, awful and out
of place, but he ignhored it. Here at last was Truth, was Soul

It was a huge, half-coiled, half-broken, steam ng human turd.

8

Enot i on

And Saul, yet breathing out threatenings and sl aughter against the disciples of
the Lord, went unto the high priest,

And desired of himletters to Damascus to the synagogues, that if he found any
of this way, whether they were men or wonen, he m ght bring them bound unto
Jerusal em

And as he journeyed, he canme near Damascus: and suddenly there shined round
about hima light from heaven

And he fell to the earth, and heard a voice saying unto him Saul, Saul, why
persecut est thou ne?

And he said, Who art thou, Lord? And the Lord said, | am Jesus whom t hou
persecutest: it is hard for thee to kick against the pricks.*

* "to kick against the pricks"—+.e., to oppose the pricks of conscience.

And he trenbling and astoni shed said, Lord, what wilt thou have me to do? And
the Lord said unto him arise, and go into the city, and it shall be told thee
what thou nust do.

And the nen which journeyed with him stood speechl ess, hearing a voice, but
seei ng no man.

And Saul arose fromthe earth; and when his eyes were opened, he saw no man: but
they led himby the hand, and brought himinto Damascus.

And he was three days wi thout sight, and neither did eat nor drink

THE BI BLE: King Janmes Version ACTS I X2 1-9

Paul sniffed, trying to clear his nostrils of the stink of shit. He was driving
a car, an old-fashioned internal conmbustion machine, wasteful of fuel. Therefore
this was pre-MI Earth, oddly strange and just as oddly famliar. He knew this
was another Animation, quite different fromthe last, but still a construct of
sone aspect of his imagination or his nmenory. Another direction governed by
precessi on, whose | aws he did not yet conprehend well enough to utilize

consci ousl y.

He seened to recall having taken a drive like this, perhaps ten years ago,

per haps ni ne, but where had he cone fromthen, and where had he been going? It
woul d not comne cl ear.

There were many ot her cars on the highway, traveling at the maxi numvel ocity
their governors pernmtted: 100 KPH, nice and even. Al good things were governed
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by hundreds; it was the decinal, netric, percentage system Easy to conpute
with, easy to verify, divisible by many nunbers.

The cars were |ike his own: small hydrogen burners, streamined, confortable.
The hydrogen was separated fromwater at vari ous power plants; sone of it was
used for fusion into heliumfor major power, and sone for conbination with
oxygen to nmake water again (clean water was precious), sone treated for
nonignition and put into transport blinps, and sone burned explosively in

mot ors. Hydrogen: the nost versatile elenment. Paul was uncertain of the origina
source of power used to separate out the gas, but obviously it sufficed to run
the system

In just a few years all this would change, as the MI program burst upon them and
co-opted all the conveni ent mmjor energy sources. The creature from Sphere

Ant ares, whose very presence was kept secret fromthe people of the world he so
changed; what m schief was he to weak on Sphere Sol ? But right now people were

indulging in their last fling; private transportation was still within the
rights and neans of the average citizen. Barely.
Paul hinmself could not afford this car. He had the use of it illicitly: he was

drug-runni ng. Hi dden so well that even he had no notion of where it was, was a
cache of mmem pronounced "NEEM': the nenory drug. Students used it when
crammi ng for exans; when high on memtheir retention becane al nost total
enabling themto make very high marks on rote-work w thout actually cheating. It
did not enhance intelligence or give themlasting skills, but tenporary

menori zati on was so inportant in taking nmachi ne-graded examninations that this
often nade the difference in the conpetitive grade listings that deternined
eligibility for enploynent or pronotion. Paul hinself had never used mmem during
his col |l ege days, not because of unavailability, expense, or ethics, but because
he hadn't needed it. His college used no tests or grades. The drug had few side
effects and coul d be detected in the human system only through extraordi nary
clinical procedures that cost nore than the public clinics could afford.
Therefore it was fairly safe to use, and nmuch in denmand

There were only three drawbacks to mmem First, it was illegal. That bothered
very few people; when norality conflicted with convenience, norality suffered.
Second, it was expensive, after the manner of addictive illegal drugs; the cost
was not in the manufacture but in the illicit distribution system That bothered
nmore peopl e, but not enough to seriously inhibit its use. The crininal elenent
had a sharp eye for what the nmarket woul d bear, just as did the business
elenment. In fact, the abilities and scruples of the two el enents were sinilar,
and there was consi derabl e overl apping. The mmem cartel proffered incentive
options for those in critical need, such as Paul hinmself. For he, after coll ege,
had found a use for mem Third, mem wi t hdrawal caused not only the |oss of the
drug- enhanced nenories, but a nore general nmenonic deterioration, |leading to
disorientation and irregular ammesia. Thus the addiction was neither
psychol ogi cal nor physiol ogical, but practical: once "hooked," a user could not
function without mmem That bothered npst people, but they tended not to think
about that aspect. It was a paradox of mMmem the subject of rmuch fol k hunor,

that it made people forget its chief drawback while it sharpened their nenories
enor nousl y.

Whi ch was why Paul was risking his freedom by running this shipnent across state
lines. He had used the drug to becone expert in his sideline; now he could

mai ntain his habit only by cooperating with the suppliers. Fortunately they did
not require a particular person to do it often; this was not done from concern
for the welfare of the individual, but as a precaution against discovery by the
authorities. It might be a year before Paul would have to drive again, and in
the interimhis own supply of memwas free. It was really a good deal

There was soneone standing at the margin of the highway; the figure seened to be
femmal e. OGther cars were rushing by, of course; it was dangerous to pick up a
hitchhi ker, male or fenale. But Paul sonetinmes got restless; though he did not
drive often, this long trip bored him Conpany woul d nake a difference,
particularly fem nine conmpany.

He stopped. The girl saw himand ran up. She was young, probably not out of her
teens, but surprisingly well developed. Her clothing was scant and in disarray;
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in fact she was in a rather flinsy nightgown that outlined her heaving breasts
with nmuch stronger erotic appeal than she could have managed by any deliberate
exposure. A natural girl in an unnatural situation

"Ch, thank you!" she gasped, clinbing into the seat next to him "I was so
afraid no one woul d stop before the police cane.”

"The police?" he asked with sudden nervousness. If she was a crim nal —

"Ch, please, sir—drive!" she cried. "I'lIl explain, it's all right, no trouble
for you, only lose us in the traffic. Please!"
But he hesitated, the car still parked. "I have no noney worth taking, only a

keyed credit you can't use. This car requires ny thunbprint every half hour, or
the nmotor | ocks and the autonmatic takes over, so you can't—

She faced him and he was surprised to see tears on her cheeks. Her fair hair
was bedraggl ed, yet she was lovely in her wild way. "You are in no danger from

me, sir! | have no weapon. | have nothing. No food, no identification. | don't
know how | can repay you, but please, please drive, or all is lost. | would

rat her die than go back there!"

Still ill-at-ease, he noved the car forward, gaining speed until he was able to

merge into the traffic flow "Were are you going?" he inquired

"To the Barlowille Station," she said.

He started punching the coding into his conputer termnal, seeking a
clarification of the address. "Ch, no!" she protested. "Please, sir, don't ask
the machine! They'll key it into ne, and in mnutes the police—=

The denon in the nmachine. Paul's fingers froze. "You' re on the crimnal index?"
he asked, alarned. He had just about deci ded she was harnl ess, but he didn't
like this. The last thing he needed was a police check on this car

"1'm bei ng deprogrammed,” she explained hastily. "I belong to the Holy Order of
Vi sion, and ny fol ks sued—
"They still deprogramreligious nuts?" he asked thoughtlessly. "I thought that

went out a decade ago, along with other forns of exorcism™

"It still happens,"” she said. "The established sects are all right—they finished
their initiations years ago—but the new ones are still being persecuted."”

The rite of passage, he thought. Any new religion had to pass through sufficient
hazing to justify its existence, and when it becane strong enough to fight back,
as early Christianity had, it becane legitinmate and started hazing the religion
that canme next.

He shrugged. "I don't know nuch about it." Not in his business, he didn't—and he
didn't care to. Religion held little interest for him apart from norbid
curiosity about the credulity of people. Still, this was a very pretty girl, who

seened sonehow fanmiliar. That flowing hair, those full breasts, the way she
spoke—He was intrigued. "But if you really want to go back to this cult—=

"Ch, | do!" she exclained. "Sonehow |'I| return."

Paul nade a decision. "I'll take you there, if it's not too far out of the way.
But if you won't let ne get the highway address fromthe travel conputer—

"I can tell you the way," she said eagerly. Then she faced himand smled, the
expression making her glow. "My nane is Sister Beth."

"I'"'mPaul Cenji." Wiat the hell had he expected her name to be? This seened to
be a menory, but it unfolded at its own pace; he could not renenber what had
happened that day in his past, so had to live it through again.

He drove on for a while, then asked, "How did you get caught away from your

chur ch?"

"My Station. W don't have churches as such, just centers of operation. My

nmot her called nme and told me ny grandnother was dying, so | cane at once. |

never renounced ny famly ties; the Holy Oder of Vision isn't like that. | w sh
my famly bel onged, too! But when | got there—

"They grabbed you and haul ed you off to the deprogranm ng clinic,
for her.

"Yes. | suppose | should have suspected sonething, but | never thought ny own
nmot her woul d..." She shrugged sadly. "But |'m sure she thought she was doi ng the
right thing. | forgive her. They tried to talk me out of going back, and when
that didn't work, they said they were going to use mem—=

Paul finished
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"Miem " he excl ai ned.

"It's a drug," she said, not appreciating the actual nature of his reaction
"They use it for rehabilitating incorrigible crimnals. It's not supposed to be
used for— She broke off.

Paul ' s suspi ci ons had been aroused again. Could it be coincidence, this
reference to the drug he was hauling? O was this a police trap? "I heard it was
illegal," he said.

"Yes, for anything but the rehabilitation of criminals and some forns of nental
illness. But there is a black market in mem It costs a |ot that way, but ny
folks raised the credit."

Paul didn't like this at all. A seductively innocent girl in scant attire,

pl anted on the highway to attract footloose rakes |ike himwho night be
supporting their lifestyles by dealing in contraband. A lot of fools were caught
that way, he was sure. Now she was nami ng the subject, maybe probing for guilty
reactions. It was all too easy to give away secrets while dazzled by offerings
of this caliber. Already it seemed as if he had known her |onger, in another

pl ace, by sone other nane—the perpetual nystery of the fenmale. Maybe he only
want ed to have known her. Her charmwas already corrupting him he had to get
rid of this easy rider w thout arousing suspicion—f it was not already too
late. "Which way is your—Station?"

"I't's in the next state. You can go another hundred kil oneters on this highway
before turning off." Right. She had to be able to testify that he had actually
crossed a state line. One of the niceties of the |aw. The police would be
executing people on suspicion if they had the law all their own way. But Anerica
was not yet a total police state.

So he had until they reached the state line to act. He had to keep up the front
until he knew what to do. "d ad to have conpany for that hundred K," he said.
The irony was that that would have been true, had she not brought up the subject
of mem What a face, what a body, what a beguiling sinmplicity she showed! He
was accustoned to a rather different sort of worman, and was now di scovering that
he had mi sjudged his own tastes.

"I really appreciate this, M. Cenji. Wen | learned of the mem | waited til
night, then clinbed out of nmy windowin ny nightdress, and here | am They never
thought I'd do that. If you hadn't stopped—there's probably an alarmout for ne
now. "

Paul turned on the highway audio scan. If there was an announcenent —but t hat
woul d be part of the police bait; it would nmean nothing. H's best course would
be to keep her talking while he figured out what to do with her. "I thought
deprogramming itself was illegal now "

"It is, but they don't call it that. There are bl ack-nmarket professionals in
that field too. |'ve been accused of stealing valuable jewelry. | would never
steal! By the tinme it turns out that the charge is untrue, they will have ne

wi ped out by the drug, and I won't even renenber that | was ever a Sister—eh, |
would die first!" She put her face in her hands.

What a touching display! She was good at her act, unconfortably good; he wanted
to put the car on automatic, take her in his arns, console her. Danger! She was
surely planning to betray him to add his scalp to the collection in her police
| ocker.

Yet how coul d she do this, when he hinself had no idea where the cache of mmem
was hidden in the car? He was not even certain that there was a cache, this
time; every so often the cartel made a blank run, to further confuse the eneny.
If that happened to be the case this time, he had only to keep his nerve and he
would win. He had no intention of telling her about his cargo, and if the police
had known about it for sure, they would sinply have arrested himoutright. So
this el aborate lure nmade no sense. Unless she was a trained observer, alert to
the signs of mem addiction. Such signs were trifling, but they did exist, and
he was an addict. If he didn't get his fix tonight, he would begin to forget his
way home tonorrow. So he had to be rid of her before then, bluffing it out.

St oppi ng before the state Iine would not get himoff this hook

"Actually, |I've heard the drug is not so bad—for crimnals," he said. "It
doesn't hurt. At least, |'ve heard it doesn't."
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"Ch, it is very good for crimnals," she said. "W of the Holy Order of Vision
are concerned about the problemof crinmnality. W don't believe in taking life;
it is as wong for the state to kill as it is for the individual to kill. And we
know our society cannot afford to maintain people in prison, yet sone are
incorrigible. Mhiemis the answer to that. It resolves the conflict between the
alternatives of killing the crimnal and | etting himgo unpuni shed. W believe
in forgiveness, but in certain cases correction is better. It nakes the crinina
a citizen again. Sone of our Order nenbers are mmemerased rehabilitates—

"It erases personality? | thought it inproved nmenory!" How nmuch did she know?
"In overdose it does. In trace dosages it actually enhances nenory to an
extraordi nary degree, but then a person has to keep using it, never too nuch at
atine. | could never stand to have all ny nenory taken away, or to be tied for
life to such a drug. The Order could help ne if | were an addict, but this
singl e overdose would take ne away fromthe Order, because |I wouldn't know. I
couldn't face that, so | fled."

"Yes. Understandable." She did know too nuch, for any ordinary young feral e
citizen. She had to be a police-trained agent, with a near-perfect cover. Soon
she woul d have hi m spotted.

Actual ly, part of what she said related to himvery directly. He had never
seriously thought about his future. He was bound for life to the drug, and to
the crimnal distribution system and he could escape that prison only at the
expense of his menory. Was that what he really wanted in life? It didn't matter;
it was what he had. She, according to her story, had fled in tinme; for himit
was too late. All he could do now was protect what he had—from her

Yet he del ayed in taking action, nagged by doubt, She was such a dammed
attractive girl, seemng so nice, representing the kind of Iife he would have
chosen, had he been smart early. Like a fine racing car, styled right, with an
engine to conjure with, capable of pushing a quarter mach 1 in heat, yet docile
and confortable when on idle. How could he kick her out w thout being sure. (And
was she thinking: how could she arrest himas a mmem addi ct, w thout being
sure?)

"Your cult—+ nean, your religious order—what; does it do? Is it |ike a comune
or sonething?" (Were the women were shared anong the nmen, and no person denied
anything to any other? But surely he was dream ng!)

"The Holy Order of Visionis not really a religion," she said, and it was

evi dent that now she was on familiar ground. But of course she would have her
story straight. "Anyone can join, fromany religion, and the Order does not
interfere. W try to pronote the welfare of man and nature wherever we can. Many
people cone to us troubled in spirit, and for sone the Tarot hel ps."

"The Tarot?" he asked. "I|'ve used that deck."
"Ch?" Her interest seened genuine. "For what purpose?”
"For business, of course. | deal cards for a licensed ganbling franchise. Those

twenty-two trunps add luster to the game; people like the pictures, and of
course there are special prizes."
"For ganbling," she murnured sadly. "That is all you see in the Tarot?"

"Ch, no. After I'd worked with the cards for a while, | found they were fun for
general entertainnent, too. There are nmany ganes. Sonetines when |'mdriving
fromone stand to another, like now, | put the car on auto and play solitaire."

That established his own cover, for what it was worth. Not nuch, if they ran an
enpl oynent check.

"W use themfor neditation,” she said. "The contenplation of a single Arcanum
or a group of Arcana, can bring special insights, well worth the effort. | never
really understood nmy purpose in life until | neditated with the gui dance of the
Tarot. W al so study the deck as a whole, analyzing the distinctions between

i ndi vidual cards, and between the concepts of different experts. Wole separate
phi | osophi es are reveal ed, |leading to insights on the nature of human thought."
Paul smled. "Interesting how one deck can have four different uses," he
observed. "Meditation and study for you, business and entertainment for ne. A
pur pose for every person.”

"True," she agreed with a small, fetching smle of resignation. "I wish | had ny
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Tarot with ne. But the deprogrammers took it away, calling it a crutch.”

Paul did have his deck with him but decided not to nention that. There was yet
anot her use of the Tarot, he renmenbered: character reading or divination, and
that could be unnervingly accurate. He did not believe in the supernatura
(except as it might relate to the linited area of inexplicable runs of |uck,
good or bad), but he was not about to risk any analysis of his character through
the Tarot. Besides that, his prints and sweat were all over that deck; a

pol i cewoman coul d take a sanple or sliver fromone card and give the | aboratory
enough to identify himreadily. It had been a m stake to give her his nane, but
he coul d change that. It was a m stake to keep talking to her; she m ght be
recording his voice through sone hi dden device. (A bracelet? No, she wore no
jewel ry. But wonen had so nany secret places...) Regardless, he was getting to
like her too well. She nmight be a religious nut, but there was an odd appeal to
her phil osophy. That could mean either that this Oder of Vision really was a
sensi bl e organi zation, or that this policewoman had done her hormewor k extrenely
wel | .

Enough. He had to act—ow.

Paul put the car on auto and renoved his hands fromthe wheel. He turned to her,
smling somewhat crookedly. "I guess you know why | picked you up," he said,
forcing a leer. A wiman with a body like hers had to have encountered this
expression many tines before, and had to recognize it instantly.

Sister Beth's eyes widened. She did not pretend to m sunderstand. "Ch, M.

Cenji, |-+ hoped it wouldn't be that way. You seened so nice."

Paul felt like a conplete heel. But he had to do it, or she would finish him He
had to play the part of the callous nmale who had nothing on his mnd but sex.
This was not really far fromthe mark; any nan near to this girl would react
simlarly, differing only in the manner he expressed it. He was being purposely
crude, and hating it, for if by sonme freak she was what she clained to be, a
gentle, circuitous approach just nmight land her. "I amnice. Gve ne a try."

She shrank back as far as the crashproof seat pernitted. Her bosom heaved within
the seat's enbrace. "I don't have the strength to resist you, but at the Order
we prefer chastity before marriage."

Marriage? Hell! He took hold of her arm drawing her in for a kiss as the seats
| evel ed out in response to his pressure, forning into a bed. Her lips trenbled
as his owmn |ips touched them "Please," she whispered. "WII you |let ne go?
Not hi ng you could gain for yourself could match what you woul d take from ne. Put
me back on the highway; maybe | can get another ride before the police net

cl oses. "

That was exactly what he had wanted: her voluntary departure. It would nean he
had fool ed her, that she was satisfied he had no serious comm tnents—such as to
mem Thus her tine would be better spent baiting some other sucker, while that
police net hung | oose, waiting for her signal

But now the touch of her aroused him Disheveled and frightened as she seened,
she renmai ned a conpelling figure of a young wonan. He could force her; he was
sure of that. She might be a policeworman, but he was trained in physical conbat
hinmsel f. A wist-twist would keep her hand from her weapon, wherever it was, and
make her submit w thout physical struggle. Yes, he could do it...

And she would know himfor a mendict. It always showed, somehow, in the passion
of | ovemaking. Al addicts and dealers were agreed on that, and he had been
spotted hinself once that way. The woman in that case had had no intention of
turning himin, but she had adamantly refused to enlighten himon what had given
hi m away. "Wbnen have secrets," she had nmurrmured smugly. Men had them too, but
he had never been able to spot another mmendict. Probably with further
experience—but he was drifting fromthe subject, as he did chronically. If
"Sister Beth" were a police fishhook, sex would nmean nothing to her; she would
be right up on her a-preg, a-veedee, a-allergy shots. She probably intended to
seduce him by her nost artful protests, and read the telltale traces then

"I can drop you off right now," he said. He put his left hand on her snooth |eg
where the nightie was hiked up. This was very like the |l eg he had seen—where?
When? But the translucent material nmade it nmore exciting than full exposure
woul d have been. The leg was classic, like the rest of her. Suddenly the sexua
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conpul si on was al nost over powering. Maybe it would be worth betrayal..

"Pl ease do," she whispered. He could see the cloth over her bosom shaking with
the force of her elevated heartbeat. O course she protested; that was part of
the role. Her excitenent could even be genui ne because she was on the verge of
nailing him Wat normal nman could resist as delectable a norsel as this, so
provocatively packaged and with such an ingenious story? A girl fleeing
deprogramm ng, ready to do anything for a private ride, unable to protest even
rape, |lest she be erased by the drug. A decent |aw abiding citizen would turn
her in; a soft-hearted one would give her a ride to her Station. A callous or
crimnal one would take advantage of her

Paul was none of these. Not precisely. Now he was about to prove that. He

twi sted around to touch the STOP key, and the car slowed, picked its way out of
the traffic flow, and cane to a stop at the roadside. The seats elevated to
normal sitting posture and rel eased their clasps. "Goodbye," Paul said.

Sister Beth | ooked at himw th surprise and sonething else. "I"'msorry | wasn't
what you expected," she said, then quickly got out "God bless you, M. Cenji."
God bl ess you. Those unfamliar words struck himw th peculiar inpact. Even to

him the brutalizer, she gave her prayer. Was she, after all, genuine?
The door closed. Automatically he punched DRI VE, and the car glided forward,
still guiding itself. Paul turned in the seat to peer back at her

Forlorn and lovely, Sister Beth was standing on the gravel shoul der, the w nd
tugging at her hair and gown. Paul felt a wenching urge to go back to pick her
up again, and to hell with the consequences; there was al ways the chance she was
| egitinmate.

Then he saw a traffic hoverer descending toward her. The police had spotted her,
and mght spot himif he didn't lose hinself in a hurry. He merged with the flow
and sweated it out. Probably she had a hom ng signal, so her enployers could

al ways | ocate her. He had had a narrow escape.

Yet, unbi dden, he repeated her words. "God bl ess you." He believed neither in
God nor in Sister Beth, but the power of that unexpected benedicti on had shaken
hi m

Paul conpleted the trip uneventfully and delivered the car. He waited in the

pl ush office for his paynent—n the formof a boosted credit rating that woul d
gain himunofficial but valuable privileges in a nunber of legitimte

busi nesses, and of course his renewal supply of mem concealed in the holl ow
tines of his pocket conmb. It took the warehouse a little while to unload the car
and verify the potency and purity of the stock and nake sure no police were
tracing the vehicle. As soon as they had satisfied thenselves in a businesslike
manner about these things, they would settle with him It was a nost

pr of essi onal operati on.

In fact, the whol e bl ack-market mem i ndustry was prof essi onal —Apre so than many
legitimate enterprises. Paul had gotten into it gradually, his philosophy of
life bending in small increnments to accomobdate the needs of an expandi ng
lifestyle. He had left college with a |iberal arts degree, but had found no

sui tabl e enploynment. Clever with his hands, he had used themto do tricks with
cards. That had led himinto contact with legitimte ganbling interests. One of
the popul ar ganmes, not really ganbling but nore of a warnmup for those not ready
to take the full plunge, was said to be a nedieval revival, Tarocchi, using the
seventy-eight-card Tarot deck instead of the fifty-three-card standard deck. The
Joker of the regular deck had been expanded into twenty-two trunps for the
Tarot, basically. He had adapted that deck to other ganes, partly |uck and
partly skill. A really sharp nenory decreased the fornmer factor and increased
the latter, which had led himto mem A casino, irritated by his penchant for
Wi nning, had attenpted to have himsunmarily bounced. That had been their

m stake, for Paul was nore nearly professional in his unarnmed conbat than in his
ganbl i ng. The casi no manager, no dumry, had quickly changed tactics and bought
Paul off with a job. Now Paul was well set, so long as he rocked no jethoats.
God bl ess you..

The news was on the video outlet. Suddenly an item caught his attention: "A
young worman conmmtted suicide |ast night by flinging herself froma police
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craft,” the announcer said. "She has been identified as Sister Beth, for the
past year a resident at a station of a religious cult, the Holy Order of Vision
Apparently she was depressed over the prospect of drug-assisted deprogranmm ng
necessitated by her theft of jewelry..."

"She didn't steal those jewels!" Paul exclainmed, then caught hinself, feeling
foolish. A picture flashed on the screen. It was the girl he had picked up,

al nost exactly as he had seen her last, her translucent nightgown resisting the
wi nd. Even robocanmeras had a sharp eye for detail, especially when it was

associ ated with sonet hing genuinely norbid, such as death.

"She seened so quiet,” a uniformed police officer was sayi ng apol ogetically. "I
never thought she'd pull a stunt like that, or |'da cuffed her." He tapped the
handcuffs hanging like genitalia at his crotch.

Paul felt disbelief. It couldn't be her; he had seen her only yesterday. She had
been a police hooker with a sharp cover. Then he felt anger. How could this have
happened? Way hadn't the police taken proper care of her? But even if they had,
she woul d be just as dead, with her conplete nenory erased.

Could it be part of the set-up? No, that nade no sense; no policewonan woul d

bl ow her cover by such a newsflash, even a faked death. Her picture would alert
her potential victims to the threat. She was too menorable, with that |ush body,
that innocent face. Man's dream of heaven! She had to be legitimate— and

t her ef ore dead.

Wiy hadn't he believed her, believed in her, when it had counted? He knew why;
he was cynical about the legitinmacy of any religious association. He had
listened to the incredibly selfish appeals of religious nessages: Support Us,
Gve Us Credit, so that You will go to Heaven and Live Forever in Bliss, Free
from Sin. That sort of thing. How anyone coul d have simnultaneous bliss and
freedomfromsin was a nystery to him

Yet Sister Beth had seemed different, as though she really believed in the
particul ar sal vati on she sought. She had not invoked Heaven once. |f only he had
paid attention to her words as well as to her body!

But if she had really been a Sister, why hadn't her God protected her? Surely He
woul d have struck some bargain with the authorities. He would have arranged it
sonehow, fixing it so she would recover. It was only necessary to have faith..
Paul had no faith. He was the cause of her denise. He had attacked her sexually
and dunped her back on the roadsi de. They had been watching for her, and zeroed
in rapidly.

If he had only trusted her as she had trusted him He could so easily have
delivered her safely to her Station. There had been too little decency in his
recent |ife. He had been given the opportunity to help a better human being than
hi nsel f, and instead he had—

"Sir, your account has been verified," the secretary inforned himdulcetly.

Paul | ooked at her, and for a nonent saw the inmage of Sister Beth. Sonething
horrible boiled up inside him a depression verging on violence. But what could
he do? This was only an ordinary secretary, a conform st shell covering a

form ess soul, not worth even his passing attention. Sister Beth was already
dead.

Paul stood with abrupt and terrible decision. "I amclosing ny account,” he
said. "All prior dealings shall be cancel ed without prejudice and forgotten."
She never flinched. Why shoul d she? She was flesh and blood, with the mind of a
robot. "This will have to be approved by the front office," she said.

"Fuck the front office." He whirled and wal ked out.

Qutside, the reality of what he had done struck him In the | anguage of this
busi ness, he had informed the drug nagnates that he was quitting, that he
expected no severance pay, and would not talk to the police. He was through with
mem

Unfortunately, he was now in trouble. He would no | onger have the perquisites of
hi s secondary enpl oynent—and that nmeant his lifestyle would suffer. H's primary
enpl oynent at the casino would rapidly suffer too, for he was out of mmem and
woul d soon feel the effects of wthdrawal

It was a good evening at the casino. The clients were present in force, and free
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with their credit. Paul took his stint at the blackjack table, dealing the cards
with the dispatch of |ong experience. His responses to the clients' calls were
automatic, while his thoughts were el sewhere. "Hit ne." He dealt that man an
extra card. Why did Sister Beth doit. "Ht nme." He gave the | ady one too. She
had a peek-a-boo décoll etage, but today he wasn't interested. If only | had
known! He hit her again, noting the jellylike quiver of one breast as she
reached for the card. Wth increasing age, such jelly either liquefied or
solidified, and this was beginning to age. Sister Beth's breast would have

qui vered true. Sister Beth could have been the one. Not sensational and cheap
and fading, like this ganbling addict.

The routine becane interm nable. He had suddenly lost all zest for it. Yet this
was the way he earned his living, bringing in the house percentage. Were woul d
he go from here?

"I cry foul!" a gravelly voice said, cutting into Paul's reverie. "He's dealing
seconds!"

Deal i ng seconds: giving other players the second card in the pack, saving the
top one for hinself. One of the ol dest and slickest devices in the arsenal of
the nmechanic, or slick dealer.

Paul 's hands froze in place. All eyes were on the deck he held. The charge of
cheating was serious. "The casino conputer stores a record of every shuffled
deck put into play," Paul said w thout rancor. There were established procedures
to handl e such charges, just as there were for the play. "Do you want the

pri nt out ?"

"l don't care about the shuffle,” the nan snapped. He was tall, slender, and of

i ndeterm nate age. He did not |ook |ike the ganbling type, but Paul had | ong
since |l earned that there were no sure indicators. A person was the ganbling type

if he ganbled; that was all. "It's the dealing that counts. You gave ne an ei ght
to put nme over, saving the low card for yourself. | saw you! No wonder ny luck's
been bad."

"Sel ect soneone to handle the verification deck," Paul told himcoldly, "I think
we can satisfy you that the ganme is honest."

"No! You've got shills all over the place! I'll handle it!"

Paul nodded equably. If the man was honest, he would soon realize he had been
m staken. If he tried to frane Paul by nisdealing hinself, the conputer record
of the cards would catch himand discredit him "Take the deck fromthe hopper
and deal it out slowy, face up. The cards will nmatch those | have dealt."

"Of course they will!" the man exclaimed angrily. "You dealt them all right,
but in what order? You got an advance printout, so you knew what cards were
com ng, and you—

"W want you to be satisfied, sir," Paul said. But he saw that a rationa
denmonstrati on woul d not satisfy this man. WAs he a troubl enmaker froma riva
casi no? Paul touched the alarmbutton with his foot.

The casino's closed-circuit screen canme on. "What's the problen?" the floor
manager inquired, his gaze piercing even in the tel evised i mage.

"Accusation of dealing seconds," Paul said, nodding at the accuser

The nmanager | ooked at the man. "W do not need to cheat, sir. The house
percentage takes care of us. The verification deck will—=

"No!" the man said.

The nmanager grasped the situation. He was quick on the uptake; that was what he
was paid for. His range of options was greater than Paul's, and he drew on them
with cool nerve. "Play it again, Paul. Your way. Show him"

Paul snmiled. His reins had just been | oosened. "Here is the way it would have
gone, had | been cheating," he said, taking the verification deck. "None of
these replay hands is eligible for betting; this is a denonstration only." And
the NEGATION sign lit.

He dealt the cards as he had before, to the sanme people in the sane order. M ss
Peek- a-boo was fascinated; this was the closest she had conme to excitenment al
evening. This time Paul's hands worked their hidden magic; his own display

al ways cane up high, making the house a one hundred-percent w nner. Yet it

| ooked exactly as though it were an honest deal

"W hire the best nmechanics, so that they will not be used against us," the
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manager said fromthe screen. Perhaps he was renmenbering the circunstances
surrounding Paul's own hiring. "But our games are honest. W take twenty
percent, and our records are open to public inspection. W have no need to cheat
anyone, and no desire to, but we cannot afford to |l et anyone cheat us, either
Are you satisfied, sir? O do you wish to force us to | odge a charge of sl ander
agai nst you?"

The manager was hitting hard! No charge of slander could stick, but with |uck
the client would not know that. The manager was show ng how t he professionals
ganbl ed, with nerve and flair.

Grudgi ngly the challenger turned away. The manager's eyes flicked toward Paul
"Take a break; the flow has been interrupted here.”" Cient flow was inportant;
people had to feel at ease as they noved fromgane to gane and entertainnent to
entertai nnent, spending their credit. Cient flow neant cash fl ow

Paul cl osed down the table. Mss Peek-a-boo |ingered, evidently toying with the
noti on of making a pass, but he ignored her rather pointedly. She shrugged and

t ook her wares el sewhere.

But the irate ganbler was not finished. He was a poor |oser, through and
through. He followed Paul —not too obviously, because he didn't want to be
booted out of the casino, but not too subtly either

Paul anbl ed past the ballroom area, where the decade of the seventies was in
vogue at this hour; mldly dissonant groups of singers and instrunentalists
performed on a raised stage, their enphasis on volune rather than finesse, while
peopl e danced singly and in pairs. A young worman in a tight-fitting costune sang
into a m crophone whose head and stemwere conpellingly phallic; she held it
with both hands, close to her shaped bosom and virtually nouthed it. M kes, of
course, had been superfluous in the seventies and since; the need being served
was synbolic, not practical.

Paul gl anced at his pursuer as he circled the stage. The nman seened i ndifferent
to the presentation. Paul found a table at the side and sat down, forcing the
man to sit at another table within range of the show, where the decibels were
deaf ening. Loud noise had erotic appeal, of course; that was the secret. Those
old-tinme singing groups had been notorious for their seductions, and perhaps the
"groupi es" who had so eagerly sought those seductions had not understood the
basis of that appeal. Those who disliked sex were simlarly turned off by the
vol ume, without understanding why; their protestations that it was only "poor
musi ¢" to which they objected were pitiful fromthe point of view of succeeding
gener ati ons.

Naturally a waitress cane i medi atel y—a physical, hunman, fermal e one, another

peri od piece, rather than the efficient nodern keyboard table terni nal
"Vodka—straight," Paul told her, making a tiny notion with one hand to signa
negati on. She recogni zed himas an enpl oyee and nodded; in a nonent she brought
himpure water in a vodka glass. He proffered his credit card, and she touched
it to her credit termnal, recording NO SALE. But none of this was evident to
the client at the other table. The man had to buy a legitinmate dri nk—and Paul
suspected that he was a teetotaler. That kind tended to be. This was becom ng
fun.

The banj o player stepped forward on the stage for his solo stint, squatting | ow
so that the swollen bulk of the instrunent hung between his spread | egs, with
the neck angling forward and up at a forty-five-degree angle. H's fingers jerked
on the taut strings at his crotch while the instrument thrust up and down
orgasmcally, blasting out the sound. Paul smled; they m ght not have been much
for quality nmusic in those days, but they had really animated their synbol s!

At the other table, the client was averting his gaze, but the sound was striking
at himmercilessly. Sure enough, he was a prude. The question was, why had he
come to an establishment |ike this? Was he the agent of a rival casino? That
seened unlikely; he was too clunsy, and woul d not have bungl ed the bl ackjack
chal l enge like that. Could he be an inspector fromthe feds, checking on
possi bl e cheating or other scal ping of clients? Again, too clunsy. The days of
readily identifiable government agents were | ong gone; the feds hired rea
professionals, |ike anyone else. Could he be soneone fromthe mem front, naking
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sure Paul was not about to betray thenf

No, the only thing that nmade sense was that he was a poor |oser, |ooking for a
way to get even. The nman had not even dropped a |large sumof credit; his |oss
was one of status, because he had been outbluffed by Paul and the nanagenent, as
he shoul d have antici pated. No amateur had a chance agai nst the professionals.
The ganes were honest, and any that were not would be too subtly rigged for a
person |ike himto expose that way. Paul hinself could win at blackjack w thout
mani pul ating the cards at all, sinply by keeping track of the cards played and
hedgi ng his bets according to the prospects for the remaining cards. Sometines
he shilled for the managenent by doing just that, denobnstrating tangibly that
the house could be beaten, drawing in many nore clients. O course it was his
mem boosted nmenory that nade this possible; the regular clients, as a cl ass,
coul d not beat the odds. Lucky individuals sometimes did, of course, but they
were nore than bal anced by the unlucky ones.

That thought saddened him He would not be able to do that anynore, beat the
odds. He had given up a |l ot when he had quit mmem Had it really been worth it?
He visualized a young woman falling froma cop-copter. Maybe the nmem backl ash
woul d wi pe out that nenory!

Paul finished his water and got up. The client followed. They wal ked past the
wheel of fortune—and that rem nded Paul of the Tarot. Key Ten was the Weel of
Fortune. Certainly these wheels uplifted the clients' fortunes—and dashed them
down again! But the Tarot, in turn, renminded himagain of Sister Beth of the
Holy Order of Vision, the girl he had killed. Full circle, as the wheel of
fortune turned. He could not escape hinself. And that destroyed sonething in
hi m

Paul turned around. The nman was right behind him "Wat do you want?"

"I want nmy noney back," the man said.

Paul brought out his credit card. "Wat are your |osses?"

"Not that way. | want to win it back. | want to beat you."

What an idiot! "You can't beat nme. | deal for the house; the percentage is with
me, in the long run."

"l can beat you—pl ayi ng nman-to-man."

"Al'l right," Paul agreed, desiring only to be rid of this nuisance. "Mn-to-nman.
Nanme your gane."

"Do you know Accor di on?"

"I knowit. | never lose, if it is played ny way."

"Your way," the man agreed. His foolish, pointless pride was really driving him
"The Tarot deck. Trunps half-wild."

"Hal f-wild?"

"Each of the twenty-two Trunps takes any suit card —but no Trunp has a nunber,
so it can't junp to any suit card. Trunps are passively wild; all they do is

di sappear."

"What if the last card' s a Trunp?"

Not entirely naive! "That one card's full-wild until designated. Then it
freezes."

The nman shook his head in wonder. "Half-wild Tarot Accordion!"

"I's the challenge still on?" Paul prodded him

The man scow ed. "Still on. ldentical deals, separate cubes, cheat-neters on."
"Naturally," Paul agreed. "For the ampunt of your previous |osses." This night
be fun after all —and the mark had asked for it. "One gane only," Paul said, to

prevent rechall enges.

They went to the Accordion table. They sat in facing cubicles. The nmechanica
deal er dealt themidentical |ayouts, but they could not see each other's plays.
Paul coul d al nbst al ways win an "open" Accordi on gane, because success depended
largely on a player's menory of the cards he dealt. If he were allowed to see
the order of the cards before play, on the printout screen, even for a single
second, his mmem enhanced nenory nmade it seem as though the entire deck were
laid out in aline. He could thus plan his strategy on a seventy-eight-card
basis. But even in a "closed" gane like this, where the fall of the cards was
unknown, he could still do well, because as each card was played, his nenory
checked it off, and he had a better notion of what renained to be played. Thus,
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as with blackjack, his play got sharper in the |later stages, while that of the
average person did not.

But now Paul found hinself in trouble. The memwas fading fromhis system so
that he no longer had reliable eidetic recall. He was still a good player, |ong
famliar with the strategies for aligning suits and nunbers in potential chains
so as to extend his options without giving away his position to his opponent,
but he had not realized how nuch he now depended on his perfect nenory. He felt
naked without it, uncertain, weak. He could | ose—and that bothered himfar nore
than it should have. He had al nbst forgotten what it felt Iike to be a |oser,
and the prospect of returning to that status was not at all attractive. To | ose
on occasion during one's strength, as a result of the breaks, was one thing; to
| ose as the result of one's weakness was another. That was what had driven the
ot her man.

Shoul d he return to men®? He could still do that, he knew. He would hardly be
the first—er the tenth or the hundredth—person to try to drop mem and fail
The addi ction was nore subtle than that of physiol ogi cal -dependence drugs. Sone
experts still refused to classify mem as addictive at all. But those people
were ivory-tower fools; addiction was nore than a physical dependency, as
cocai ne users knew. A person's fundanental perception of self was involved; if
he lost his nmenory, he lost his identity. That was Sister Beth's nenesis. So
Paul could admit his error and go back and—

No! This was his penance for killing the innocent girl; it mght not be
rational, but it was final. He would live or die a free man—as she had sought to
be free.

Meanwhi | e, he played. Seven of Cups on Five of Cups; Five of Wands on Tower
Trunp—eops, he had m spl ayed. He should have aligned the two fives—no, it didn't
make a difference in this case. But he should at |east have considered the fives
bef ore choosing the other option. On such decisions wins and | osses were

det er mi ned.

Paul noved on, concentrating his play nore efficiently, matching suits and
nunbers to second or fourth piles down, condensing his spread in the fashion
that gave this gane its nane. The frequent half-wld Trunps gave hi mval uabl e
spaci ng, enabling himto keep the accordion contracted, but of course his
opponent had the sane advantage. And the man was pushing him for in

mat ch- Accordi on both players had to agree to the | ay-down of each new card.

Paul 's opponent had evidently seen a play Paul had mi ssed, and had his |ayout
contracted one card snaller than Paul's, so that he could draw two or three
cards while Paul's | ayout was hung up. He knew how to play conpetitive
Accordion, all right! He had Paul on the ropes and knew it, and never let up
Try as he might, Paul could not regain the initiative.

The final card was a Trunp: the H gh Priestess, ironically associated with
menory. Menory—now his liability. Sure enough, she was reversed. The Tarot had
uncanny ability to turn up significant associations! So now the Priestess was
full-wild, ready to help himconpress his spread inpressively. But he had not
anticipated this, sinple as it would have been to count Trunps, and was able to
knock off only two piles. He was left with eight piles: not a good score, for
hi m

Sure enough: his opponent had seven piles. Paul had | ost. He scow ed and brought
out his credit card.

"No," the man said, becoming slightly nagnaninous in victory. "Settle in
private."

What did that nmean? An exchange of credit was inherently unprivate; it becane a
matter of instant record in the broadest conputer network in the world. So the
man di d not want noney. But the bet had been for nobney; Paul was not obliged to
make any ot her type of paynent.

He shrugged. They left the casino. In the street the man began tal king, softly
and rapidly. "You are a mmem addi ct on crash-cure. | ama federal drug agent.
Your credit will be cut off soon, if it has not been already. That's why | kept
you from maki ng any credit transactions; we don't want anyone to know yet.
You're in trouble. Turn state's evidence and we will guarantee that no one ever
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will know "

A federal narc! So deliberately clunsy that Paul had entirely mnisread him

"l don't know what you're tal king about," Paul said, knowi ng protest was

usel ess.

"You carried a |l oad that you delivered this norning for the cartel,"” the man

i nsisted. "W've been watching you for six nonths, along with a hundred other
addicts. W didn't nail you because we don't want you, we want the wheels. Your
psych profile indicated you were one of our best prospects, because you're
honest and intelligent; memis a dead end for you. Sooner or later you'd have
to break with it, and you had the courage to carry through when you did.
Sonet hi ng happened, triggering that break, and now you're out of it. Was it that
femal e you turned in, that cult nut?"

"She was no cult nut!" Paul snapped. "She was a nice girl!"

"Very well, she was a nice girl, too unstable to sit still in a police copter
Very nice for us, because she must have done what we couldn't do, and set you up
for your break with mem Her fanaticisminfected you, nmaybe. She was a pretty
girl, I hear. Now we're noving in on you because you're ready to turn agai nst
the wheels. Wth your help we can break this thing open, and cl ose mMmem down
permanently."

"No, " Paul said.

"I know you're off it; | saw the signs at blackjack. Your mnd was drifting.
broke that game up and took you out of circulation before your casino enpl oyer
caught on. It was worse in the Accordion gane. You' ve |ost your enhancenent, and
soon you'll suffer withdrawal |apses. Talk to ne now, finger the wheels. Gve ne
the data while you can still renmenber it, and well take care of you. There are
counter-drugs we can use to ease the transition and protect nmuch of your nenory.
My recorder is on. It's your only chance."

For a nonent Paul was tenpted. But he realized that this man was just as likely
to be a memcartel agent as a fed narc. The cartel might be testing him naking
sure he was keeping the faith. And he had to keep the faith, or he night be
rapidly dead. "I don't know anything about it," he said. "Leave ne al one."

"You can't make a living anynore," the narc (mem agent?) insisted. "You're
finished. We can help you if you' Il help us. R ght nowwhile you can."

Paul ducked into the crowd, |eaving the nman. He wove around and through knots of
people until he had |ost the narc. Soon he was on a different street. A huge
nova-neon sign illumnated as his approach activated its nechani sm

CHRI ST=GUI LT.

Paul smiled. Was this unintentional irony? One never could tell with religious
cults. He passed under it and glanced back. Fromthis side it said: SEX=SIN. No
m stake, evidently; to many religionists, any form of pleasure was i moral, and
no person could be holy unless he felt guilty. Even in the Joy of true faith, he
had to feel guilt for that very enotion of joy.

Yet in sone people it assunmed an attractively denmure quality, and there could be
a certain allurenment, the security of belonging. What was that one Sister Beth
was in? The Holy Order of Vision. His nmenory had not failed' Mybe that was just
anot her repressive cult, reacting to repressive soci ety—but she had been one
sweet girl. Wiy had she had to die?

Paul paused, feeling a kind of explosion in his chest. Heat erupted and spread
out under his ribcage, a burning tide, slowy fading. Suddenly he understood
what was popul arly called heartbreak. There was no physical pain; the sensation
was oddly pleasant. But sonething that had been subtly vital to himwas gone,
even as he realized its existence. In its place was—qguilt

There was a nonent of confusion, then it was |ate afternoon and he was al one,
entering a rundown building. It was unmarked, but everyone who had busi ness here
knew its nane. It was the Dozens—the hangout of the di sowned. Mre specifically,
it was the expressly nonwhite enclave of an age when there was, by law, no

soci etal discrimination based on race or creed. So this institution had no | ega
foundation. But neither did the nmmemcartel. Legality deviated fromfact, and no
whi te person was foolish enough to set foot inside the Dozens.

Paul ' s presence caused an imediate stir. In monents, three husky nmen bl ocked
his progress. One was the reddi sh hue of an al nost full-bl ooded Amerind; another
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was Oriental; the third was bl ack. "Maybe you just |ost your way, snowball?"
Bl ack i nquired softly.
A snowbal | was a hundred-percent white person, and would not survive long in

this colored hell. Paul dropped into a balanced crouch whose neani ng coul d not
be misinterpreted. "No." He refrained fromusing the counter-insult,
"Pitchball."

"Mne," Yellow said. The two others gave way. The Oriental stood opposite Paul,
standi ng naturally. "Karate?"

"Judo. "

" Kodokan?"

"l'kyu," Paul replied.

"Ni dan," Yellow said

They bowed to each other, a stiff little notion fromthe waist. They had just
identified their schools of martial arts and respective ranks. Yellow outranked
Paul by two grades, and these grades were not casually acquired things; he was
quite likely to tronp Paul in a normal match. Paul could fight Yellow if he

wi shed, but he would not remain |ong on the Dozens prem ses. It would be better
to desist fromthis approach. He had, at any rate, obtained his hearing, which
was hi s purpose.

"l belong," Paul said. "I amone-eighth black. I'ma casino dealer, a skilled
mechanic, and the feds are after ne. Mendict" This was the one place where he
woul d have nothing to fear fromeither fed or cartel; the Dozens took care of
its owmn with fiendish efficiency, and its resources extended as far as nonwhite
bl ood did. But first Paul had to gain admttance.

Yel | ow st epped back and Bl ack cane forward. "W can use a nechanic. But you're
seven-ei ghths white." The tone nade it an insult.

"Yes. My nane is Paul Cenji. | was raised white. But you can verify ny ancestry
with the bureau of records."
Bl ack produced a button transceiver. "Paul Cenji," he said into it.

In a nonent it responded. "Twel ve-point-five percent black. Three percent

yel low. Trace adm xture of other nonwhite. On the lamfromfed and cartel this
date."

Bl ack studied himcritically. "You are in trouble. Your body nmakes it, by the
skin of your prick. But your soul is white."

"Try nme," Paul said. He knew t hey woul d—and before they were through, the truth
woul d be known.

Bl ack spoke into his unit again. This was evidently no standard conputer
termnal; the Dozens had information nore current and extensive than he had
bel i eved possi ble. They knew about his mmem conplication and the federal nman's
offer already! And that three-percent Oriental ancestry; this was the first Paul
had heard of that. It nust derive fromsonewhere in his white conponent; he had
not checked that out as thoroughly as the black. "Karrie."

I n another nmonent a brown-skinned girl about six years of age joined them Bl ack
gave way to her with a certain formal courtesy rem niscent of the martial arts
practice. What was devel opi ng?

The child gazed at Paul with open contenpt. She had a slightly crooked lip that
lent itself admirably to a sneer. "Know the dozens?" she asked.

She was not referring to this building. Not directly. Disconcerted, Paul raised
his hands in partial negation. "I know it sonme—but not with wonen or children.”
"Then haul your white ass hone," the girl said.

Paul stared at her. He did know the "dirty dozens," or contests in insult, a
typically black formof ordeal. Black hunmor, in a very special sense. The nane
of this club derived fromit. This was a nost appropriate challenge; if he could
beat the house chanpion, he would prove the bl ackness of his soul, for Wites
sel dom conpeted and were not good at this. He had cone prepared. But he had
thought of it strictly as man-to-nman. This man-vs.-fenmal e-child situation was
extrenely awkwar d.

Yet this was the way they had set it up. If he wanted to join the club, he would
have to perform

He focused on the child, Karrie. She had denonstrated her readi ness to fight
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wi th shocking directness. This was as real an encounter as the prospective judo
match with Yellow, and rather nore to the point. Little Karrie had invited him
to depart with an unkind reference to the color of his ass. He had to refute
this, turning the insult on his opponent, and rhyne it if he coul d.

"Il haul ass hone/when you learn to use a conb," he sai d—and was i medi ately
di sgusted with hinself. He had gotten the refutation and rhyne, but it was a
pretty weak attack. A girl her age would use a conb—f she chose to. Often it
was a point of pride to need no conb, or to borrow one froma nal e conpani on. So
he hadn't really scored. He had nerely entered the lists.

She snapped right back: "I'lIl take that conb/and jamit through your chrome."
She paused, then struck hard: "Wth foam™"

This was no i nnocent, despite her age! Chrone generally reflected white, not

bl ack. Foanmi ng agents were still used by nminority groups for prophylactic

pur poses. Score a couple of points for her; she had adapted his concept to his
di sadvant age.

"I'f your mama had put foamin, you'd never have cone out," he told her. No
rhyme—but the insult was stronger: the suggestion that she had been an

acci dental, unwanted baby. It was hard to put it all together, rel evance, rhyne,
and insult, without tine for thought. But that was what nade it such a
chal l enge. Even many bl acks could not performwell at the dozens, |acking the
ready wit. |If he could handle it, it would nore than conpensate for the nargi na
quality of his genetic score. Now, too |late, he thought of the rhyne: "you'd
never have been."

A crowd was gathering. This was their kind of entertainnent. Not all of them
were agai nst him he was beginning to prove hinmself by fighting dozens-style,
and a nunber of themwere |ight-skinned blacks like hinself. A dozen or so. A
pun, perhaps; the dozens had nothing to do with the figure twelve. It derived
froma white expression applying to stunning or stupefying. If he won this
contest, he would have instant friends, and his future would be feasible, if not
absol utely secure. "Good shot," one murnured.

Stung, Karrie canme back viciously: "Your nma's foam squirted out/when she fucked
that white lout."

"Reversed," one spectator comrented with professional acunmen. He neant she had
taken Paul's insult and applied it to him reinforced by rhyne and anot her
racial reference. Those "white" shots were hurting him here!

He had to take off the gloves. He could not afford to think of Karrie as either
femal e or child; she was the eneny, out to destroy him "That was no | out, that
was her man. Your ma got two bucks for baring her can."”

There was a smattering of applause. Paul had topped her verse with his own,
implying that her nother was a prostitute. The nother was al ways the target of
choice in such contests, the vulnerability of every living person. "Two bucks!"
sonmeone nmuttered appreciatively. That figure had been traditional half a century
ago; now it denoted inpossible cheapness, barely the price of the required shot
of foamwhich inmproved the quality of the gibe. He was hitting his stride now,
after a shaky start.

The girl felt the thrust and knew she had been wounded. Maybe she was the
accidental child of a prostitute. The insults were not intended to be accurate
reflections on one's opponent, but if one struck close enough to hone to nmake a
person | ose his conposure, he was al so |l osing the contest. "Get out of here,
seven-ei ghths ball!" she screaned. "Go back to your ma's lily-white cunt!"
"Hoo!" soneone exclaimed admringly. Losing ground, Karrie had struck hard

i ndeed, producing a narvel ous eight-ball pun on his white ancestry, and calling
hi m a not herfucker. That was close to the ultimte insult, alnost inpossible to
top in the normal course of the game, and in this case he was unable to reply in
ki nd. She could not convincingly be called a notherfucker. He realized now that
the match had been wei ghted against him some prinme insults did not apply to
femmal es or children. Karrie presented a disconcertingly small target.

Still, he was warned up now, and not out of it by any neans. "My na's in Africa;
I never saw her cunt./And it's none of your business, you little black runt."
No comment fromthe gallery. Paul had defended hinself aptly enough, but had not
taken the attack to her. He had lost the initiative.
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Karrie sensed victory. She went for the kill. "Her ass is in Africa so she can
see/ how to get the cure for your pa's veedee."

Maki ng himthe child of venereal disease. How was he to top that?

Suddenly it came to him the irrefutable inplication, utterly dastardly. The
fecal connection! "Wen your pa fucked your ma, he missed the slit;/he peed up
her ass and didn't quit;/and you cane out as brown as shit." Atriple rhyne,

yet!

Karrie stared at him defeated, unable to respond. He had really nailed her,
maki ng her the spawn of urine and defecation. But there was no appl ause fromthe
audi ence; all stood in stony silence.

Then he realized: he had won the dozens, but |ost his objective. For he had by
inplication |ikened all brown people to feces, and yell ow people to urine,
including his own nonwhite conponents. In his heat to win, he had |l et the neans
justify the end, and so destroyed the value of that end. Only a white soul would
have conceived and executed that insult.

Once agai n, he had grasped sal vati on—and di scovered a turd.

It seenmed only a nonment before it happened. He found hinself standing in the
street, wondering where he was going. He knew that hours had passed, for now the
city's shadows were | ong, and he was hungry. The mmem was draining fromhis
system and he had no replacenent; his nmenmory was going. He nust have suffered a
bl ackout; the drug was like that. Sonetinmes the fading was perceptible; at other
times it was in chunks.

He snelled shit. And he knew. This was the Animation that reveal ed his inner
worth, the sources of his fecul ence. The woman Amaranth had pl ayed the part of

Si ster Beth—but the nenory was genui ne. He had murdered an innocent girl, ten
years ago. O nine, or eight. Miem had shrouded his nenory, and now Ani nation
had brought it back, his dirtiest secret. He was worthl ess.

A window |ighted. He stood before a residential building, and the shade was not
drawn on this ground-level aperture, or else he was up on a fire escape,
snhooping. It wasn't clear, and it didn't matter. He peered in, and saw Therion
standi ng naked while the girl squatted, clothed, in the corner. Call her
Amaranth, call her Light, call her Sister Beth or a cartel secretary or an
anonynous casiho waitress; she was Everygirl, the focus of nan's eye and penis.
This was the castle of discovery of human interrel ations.

Sonet hi ng nagged hi m about the positioning of the two in the room It was the
sanme room he had shared with them and he understood why he hinself was absent,
because now he was out here looking in, seeing it all from another perspective.
But he had made love to her in the center, not the corner. And she had been
nude, not clothed. Here it was Therion who was in the center, naked.

Now Paul heard Therion's voice: "Stab your denpniac snmile to my brain; soak ne
in cony-ack, cunt, and cocaine." And the paunchy nan pushed out his flabby rear
The snell of shit becane overpowering. Paul's gorge rose; he tried to suppress
it, but could not. He turned away fromthe wi ndow, teetering vertiginously o'er
the abyss of the alley. Vomt spewed out of his nmouth and nose, heave after
heave, brown in this light, trailing yellow strings of nmucus that would not |et
go. Yet even so, he snelled the shit.

The dart, inperfectly throwm in the dark, struck his belt and was turned aside.
The needl e had not penetrated his flesh, by sheer chance and the notion of his
heavi ng body. But Paul clapped his hand to his flank and cried out as if in

pai n.

A man energed fromthe shadows. "Nothing personal about this," he said. "I guess
you thought you could just quit the cartel, and in a few days you woul dn't
renenber nothing about it anyway."

Paul realized he had suffered another nmenory | apse. Now it was full night, and
the vonit stains on his shirt were dry; the snell of shit was fault. Wat had he
done in the intervening hours? He had no notion; mmem had taken that away, as
cleanly as the knife took away the infant's foreskin. The dart had jogged him
into full awareness, though; he knew its significance. The survival instinct was
nmore basic than these routine events; all his faculties were being nmarshalled to
meet this threat. The dart bore an anesthetic, to nake his body |ethargic and

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%201%20-%20G0d%200f%20Tarot.txt (101 of 109) [1/19/03 8:29:27 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Pi ers%20-%20T arot%201%20-%20G0d%200f%20T arot.txt

uncoordi nated so that he could be conveniently dispatched. It had happened to
ot hers he knew.

"Now you just cone along with ne," the man said, unaware that the dart had

m ssed and that he faced an alert, dangerous man. "A nice little ride. See, if
you turned up with a memwash, the police'd pick you up in no tine and check
you out, and then they'd know you was an addict. And that'd be bad nuts for us
all. So we can't afford for themto find you. Ever." He |eached for Paul's
shoul der.

Paul put up his right armto ward himoff, forearmto forearm He spun to the
right, stretching the man out, overbal ancing him then closed his right hand
around the man's right, his fingers grasping the knife-edge of the man's hand.
Paul turned under his own armas if doing a figure in a mnuet. As he conpleted
his turn, his two hands were gripping the man's arm bending the wist cruelly.
He applied | everage.

Wth an exclamation of surprise and pain, the man went down. As well he m ght;
had he resisted, his armwould have been wenched out of joint. A child could
bring down a 180-kil ogram sunb wrestler with this hold.

Paul twisted the man's arm forcing himto lie facedown on the pavenent. He
picked up the fallen dart and jabbed it into the flesh of the nan's exposed
neck. He waited a few seconds until the man rel axed, then let go and stepped
back. The man did not get up. "Nothing personal, friend," Paul said, adding,
"God bl ess you." He wal ked away.

So now he knew what shoul d have been obvi ous before: the cartel would not |et
himquit. Hs life was in peril, regardless of the fate of his nnd. He would
have to hide, before the next goon squad caught up with him O the feds.

She was a fortune-teller of the age-old school: a woman of indeterm nate years
and | arge, dark eyes, wearing a | ong gown decorated with enignmatic synbol s,
seated in a curtai ned, gl oomshrouded conpartment, at a table with a genuinely
faked crystal ball. Mdern technology had insinuated itself into the act. The
crystal contained an illuninated hol ograph of a twilight |andscape, with a ful
nmoon rising over gnarled oaks.

"Your card," she nurnured.

"No, |-have no card," Paul said. He knew his credit had been cut off, and even
attenpted use of his card would alert his pursuers to his whereabouts. It had
been a great hour for the technocracy when credit had becone universal, for
every person had to spend to live, and when he spent he was identified.

Conveni ence had increased, but freedom had suffered.

The fear that Sister Beth had expressed, of being caught through the conputer
system was now his own fear

Si ster who? Pursuit? Was he in sone sort of trouble? He couldn't renenber.
"Money, then," she said with resignation. Physical cash was an uncertain tool;
it was too easy to counterfeit, and it offered no inherent proof of identity.
But a fortune-teller couldn't be choosy.

Paul delved into a pocket and came up with what small change he had: two
fifty-dollar bills and a twenty-five. He laid themon the table beside the
crystal ban.

She sighed. It wasn't enough—but again, she was constrained to accept what she
could get This was evidently a slow day. "Sit down."

Paul sat. "I don't know why |I'm here," he said.

"W shall find out." She |ooked into the crystal, and the hol ograph changed,
becoming a swirl of colors. That was the thing about nultiple-facet hol ography:
the slightest notion of the globe changed the view ng angle, bringing out a new
i mge. But this could be tricky, because the three-di mensional effect suffered
if the shift occurred on the vertical plane between the two eyes, making
different pictures. There had to be sone | eeway. Generally the facet-lines were
hori zontal, so that both eyes showed the sane view, and the ball was rotated on
a horizontal axis. The colors spiraled hypnotically, and Paul knew it, but
didn't care

"You are confused, tired, hungry, alone," the fortune-teller said. "You need
hel p, but do not know how or where to seek it."
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Paul nodded. "Programmng," he said, in a small flash of nenory.

" Depr ogr amm ng—Aust escape—drug—

Her eyes narrowed slightly. "Let nme have your hand."

Paul put out his hand. She turned it pal mupward and studied the lines. "M xed
type, unclassifiable, but with indications of psychic gifts," she said, reading
as if froma text. "Long Line of Life, broken..." She paused, |ooking very
closely. "But there is a faint Line of Mars. And a fork at the |lower end." She

| ooked up, her eyes neeting his. "You have a long |life ahead, but soon—even
now—an accident or a very serious illness. You will survive, but in changed
form Your life will never be the sane as before, and you will live and die in a
country or manner alien to your birth."

"Quite likely," Paul agreed.

"Clear Line of the Head, rising fromthe Munt of Jupiter, tangent to the Line
of Life, branching to the Munt of the Mon. You have an exceptionally powerfu
intellect and strong anbition, and will succeed through i magi nati on and psychic
awar eness. "

"At the nonent | seemto have failed," Paul said.

"Your hand knows better than your mind," she assured him "You may be in flux at
the nonent, but you have form dable powers."” She returned to the hand. "The Line
of the Heart rises between the Mounts of Jupiter and Saturn. You have the
capacity for both idealistic and passionate | ove—and that love is exceptionally
strong." She | ooked into his eyes again. "In fact, you are a nobst attractive
man. | could make you an offer..." She shrugged, letting her shaw slide down to
expose her bosom Amaranth, in a newrole, turning on her sex appeal again.

"I just want to know ny future," he said.

She sighed. "Line of Fate—very short, not rising at all until the mddle of the
palm then well-nmarked and forked. You have had an extrenely difficult early
life, but will win success through your own efforts, especially through your

i magi nati on. The Line of Fortune, clear and sharp across the Munt of Apollo.

You will have good fortune and contentnent in the later years of your life."
"Aren't you just telling nme what | want to hear?" Paul demanded. "I don't want
to hear what | want to hear! | nmean—what do | nmean?"

"I amtelling you what your own hand tells ne," she insisted. "Wuld you prefer
anot her node? The Tar ot —=

"No, not the Tarot!"

"l Ching?"

Paul didn't know what that was, at this stage of his life, so he was suspi ci ous.
"No. "

"Then the ouija board."

Paul had bad associations with that; he regarded it as a child' s gane, not to be
taken seriously. "No."

"Then it will have to be astrology."
Paul rose, confused and disturbed. "No. | don't want to know any nore! | just
want..." But he could not continue, because he did not know what he wanted,

other than relief fromwhat? Sone terrible feeling..

"Or divination by dreans," she suggested. "Or the tea | eaves. O by the

f orehead—you have a very expressive forehead, with good Iines of Saturn and
Jupiter.”

But Paul was noving out, fleeing her. He knew there were a hundred or a thousand
nodes of divination, and they mght all be valid, but just now he was afraid of
his future and wanted to avoid it.

Dawn. H's |legs were weary, one armwas bruised, and dust and dried vonit filned
his clothing. He was hungry and sl eepy, but he couldn't sleep. He nust have been
running all night, wearing hinmself out, and now he had no menory of it and no
know edge of where he was. He nust have had to fight again, and he knew he was
not safe yet. But where could he go?

Where had he been going, during his | apse? He nmust have been consci ous and

t hi nki ng, and he was not stupid. Maybe he had figured out a good hiding place,
and was al nost there—f only he could renenber. But maybe he could figure it out
agai n; maybe he had already figured it out half a dozen tinmes in the course of
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the night, and made further progress toward it each tinme before |apsing out.
Qoof f! He stunbled forward. Then the slow pain started. He saw the brick bounce
on the pavenent. It had hit himon the back of the head, but it hadn't knocked
hi mout. He staggered, feeling his consci ousness wani ng; the mmem wi t hdrawal was
complicating it, naking his brain react inadequately. He put out a hand to brace
hi nsel f against a brick wall.

Children enmerged from al coves, carrying scrounged weapons. A sub-teen gang, out
for thrills, noney, and naybe a fat conmission froma bootleg organ bank
Artificial blood and organs nmade natural ones unnecessary, but sone patients
insisted on the genuine article. Lungs, kidneys, and livers fetched excellent
prices if they were fresh and healthy, and his own were.

Paul tried to organize hinself to flee, but he had trouble renmenbering why he
was fleeing or what the i mmedi ate threat was. Deprogranm ng—was that it? No,
that was the girl, Sister W, and she was dead, and he had killed her, and a
strange man had defecated on her face, and what could he do now to bring her
back? He was guilty of persecuting an innocent person, and he had to pay-the
penalty had to fit the crime. Christ equaled guilt. He had to be sacrificed to
the inanities of this society—a tooth for a tooth, alife for alife, shit for
shit—yet that was capital punishnent, and she didn't |ike that—

"Now, that isn't nice," a gentle voice said. Abashed, the children faded into
the crannies fromwhich they had i ssued. A strange young man took Paul's arm
supporting him "Cone, sir, | fear you are injured. W can help you."

"No, no," Paul protested weakly. "I have sonewhere to go—

"You are bl eeding fromthe head, you are dead tired, filth-encrusted, and— the
man paused, exam ning himsharply. "You have the aspect of a mendict in the
throes of sudden withdrawal. You are in trouble, sir."

"Can't renenber," Paul said. "Wo—

"I am Brother John of the Holy Order of Vision," the man said. "W understand
mem addi ction; we can help you. Trust us."

The Holy Order of Vision! That was where he had been headed! And he had al nost
made it, before lapsing out. But what would they do when they |earned of his
part in the death of Sister Beth? For he would have to tell them Before he
forgot his guilt.

Quilt! That was the thing pursuing him How could he ever escape it?

"You can't help nme," he said. "My life is shit. My innernost self-—y soul —+s a
steanming turd. Worthless. Don't soil your hands on ne."

Brot her John neither flinched nor scow ed. "Fecal matter is the raw material for

conpost,"” he said. "A vital stage in the cycle of renewal. Soil, the fundanent;
without it, nost |life on this and any other planet would soon stifle and becone
extinct. There must be death and rebirth, and between themis the soil. Your
soul serves God's purpose there, and there need be no shame in that."

No shanme! If only he could believe that! Still, the other matter, the death of —
"l can't."

Brot her John held out a deck of cards. "WII| the Tarot hel p?"

Benused, Paul took a card at random He turned it up. It was the Ei ght of Wands:
ei ght sprouting poles flying through the air, comng to rest on the ground.
Their force was spent. "My force is spent," Paul repeated.

"Because you are sw ftly approachi ng your goal, your true desire?" Brother John
i nquired.

Hi s goal. Suddenly it was as though a great |ight shone about him blindingly.
Paul knew what he had to do.

"Do not stare into the norning sun, sir,
injure your eyes."

But that didn't matter. Wat was physical sight, conpared to the phenonenal

revel ati on he was experiencing? He had persecuted and taken the life of a nenber
of the Holy Order of Vision; he nust return alife to that Oder. Hs ow life.
There had been death; there woul d be renewal . Between themwas the soil. H's
soul

He had found—hone. "God bl ess you, Brother," Paul said.

Brot her John cautioned him "That wll

Appendi x: ANl MATI ON TAROT
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The Ani mati on Tarot deck of concepts as recreated by Brother Paul of the Holy
Order of Vision consists of thirty Triunphs roughly equivalent to the twenty-two
Trunps of contenporary conventional Tarot decks, together with five variously
tilted suits roughly equivalent to the four conventional suits plus Aura. Each
suit is nunbered fromone through ten, with the addition of four "Court" cards.
The thirty Triunphs are represented by the table of contents of this novel, and
keys to their conpl ex neanings and derivations are to be found within the
appl i cabl e chapters. For conveni ence the Triunphs are presented bel ow, followed
by a tabular representation of the suits, with their nmeani ngs or sets of

meani ngs (for upright and reversed fall of the cards); the synbols are described
by the italicized words. Since the suits are nore than nere collections of
concepts, five essays relating to their fundanental nature follow the chart.

No Ani mation Tarot deck exists in published format present. Brother Paul used a
pack of three-by-five-inch file cards to represent the one hundred concepts,
simply witing the neani ngs on each card and sketching the synbols hinself,
together with any other notes he found pertinent. These were not as pretty or
conveni ent as published cards, but were satisfactory for divination, study,
entertai nnent, business and neditation as required. A full discussion of each
card and the special conventions relating to the Animation deck woul d be too
conplicated to cover here, but those who wish to make up their own decks and use
them shoul d di scover revelations of their own. According to Brother Paul's
vision of the future, this deck will eventually be published, perhaps in both
archai ¢ (Wal dens) and future (Cluster) fornms, utilizing in the first case

medi eval images and in the second case i mages drawn fromthe nyriad cul tures of
the Galactic Cluster, circa 4500 A.D. It hardly seens worthwhile for interested
persons to wait for that.

SU T CARDS
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Dri veSi cknessDr eanExcl usi onSel f

Tor chScal pel Grai | R hgAur a
3G owl nt el | i genceBount yGai nPer specti ve

Shri nkCuri osityW ndf al | LossExperi ence
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TRI UVPHS

0 —Folly (Fool)

1 —Skill (Magician)

2 —Menory (H gh Priestess)
&#8734; — Unknown (Chost)
—Action (Enpress)

— Power ( Enper or)
—Intuition (Hi erophant)
— Choi ce (Lovers)
—Precessi on (Chariot)
—Enotion (Desire)

—Di scipline (Strength)
10 —Nature (Famly)

11 —Chance (Weel of Fortune)
12 —Time (Sphinx)

13 —Reflection (Past)

14 —WII (Future)

15 —Honor (Justice)

16 —Sacrifice (Hanged Man)
17 —Change (Deat h)

18 —Vision (I nmagination)
19 —Transfer (Tenperance)
20 —Viol ence (Devil)

21 —Revel ation (Lightning-Struck Tower)
22 —Hope/ Fear (Star)

23 —Deception (Moon)

24 —Triunph (Sun)

25 —Reason (Thought)

26 —Deci si on (Judgnent)

27 —W sdom ( Savant)

28 —Conpl etion (Universe)
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The Goddess of Fertility was popular in spring. Prinitive peoples believed in
synpat hetic nmagi c: that the exanples of nen affect the processes of nature—that
human sexual ity nmakes the plants nore fruitful. To nmake sure nature got the
message, they set up the Tree of Life, which was a giant phallus, tw ce the

hei ght of a man, pointing stiffly into the sky. Nubile young wormen capered about
it, singing and wapping it with bright ribbons. This celebration settled on the
first day of May, and so was called May Day, and the phallus was called the
Maypol e. The nmodern pronotion of May Day by Communi st countries has led to its
decline in the Western world, but its underlying principle renmains strong. The
Maypol e is the same Tree of Life found in the Garden of Eden, and is represented
in the Tarot deck of cards as the synbol for the Suit of Nature: an upright rod
formed of living, often sprouting wood. This suit is variously titled Wands,
Staffs, Scepters, Batons, or, in conventional cards, Cubs. Life perneates it;

it is the male principle, always ready to grow and plant its seed. It also
relates to the classic "elenent" of Fire, and associates with all manner of
firearns, rockets, and explosives. In religion, this rod beconmes the scepter or
crozier, and it can al so be considered the neasuring rod of faith, the "canon."

FAlI TH

The true source of the multiple |legends of the Grail is unknown. Perhaps this
famous chalice was originally a femal e synbol used in pagan fertility rites, a
counterpart to the phallic Maypole. But it is best known in Christian mythol ogy
as the goblet forned froma single |arge enmerald, fromwhich Jesus Christ drank
at the Last Supper. It was stolen by a servant of Pontius Pilate, who washed his
hands fromit when the case of the presunptuous King of the Jews canme before
him Wen Christ was crucified, a rich Jew, who had been afraid before to
confess his belief, used this cup to catch sone of the blood that flowed from
Jesus's wounds. This man Joseph deposited Jesus's body in his own tonb, from
whi ch Jesus was resurrected a few days later. But Joseph hinsel f was puni shed;
he was inprisoned for years wi thout proper care. He received food, drink and
spiritual sustenance fromthe Gail, which he retained, so that he survived.
When he was rel eased, he took the Gail to England, where he settled in 63 A D
He began the conversion of that region to Christianity. The Gail was handed to
his successors fromgeneration to generation until it came at last to Sir

Gal ahad of King Arthur's Round Table. Only the chaste were able even to perceive
it. The Grail may also relate to the Cornucopia, or Horn of Plenty, the ancient
synmbol of the bounty of growing things. It is the cup of love and faith and
fruitful ness, the container of the classic "elenent"” of water, and the synbol of
the essential fenmale nature (i.e., the wonb) represented in the Suit of Cups of
the Tarot.

TRADE

It is intriguing to conjecture which of the human instincts is strongest. Many
peopl e assune it is sex, the reproductive urge—but an interesting experinent
seens to refute that. A group of volunteers including several married couples
was systematically starved. As hunger intensified, the pin-up pictures of girls
were replaced by pictures of food. The sex inmpul se decreased, and sone couples
broke up. Food domi nated the conversation. This suggests that hunger is stronger
than sex. Simlarly, survival —the instinct of self preservati on—seens stronger
than hunger, for a starving person will not eat food he knows is poisoned, or
drink salt water when dehydrating on a raft in the ocean. This hierarchy of
instincts seens reasonable, for any species nust secure its survival before it
can successfully reproduce its kind. Yet there may be an even nore fundanental
instinct than these. Wen the Jews were confined brutally in Nazi concentration
deat h- canps, they cooperated with each other as well as they could, sharing
their belongi ngs and scraps of food in a civilized manner. There, the last thing
to go was personal dignity. The Nazis did their utnost to destroy the dignity of
the captives, for people who retained their pride had not been truly conquered.
Thus dignity, or status, or the perception of self-worth, may be the strongest
human instinct. It is represented in the Tarot as the Suit of Disks, or
Pent acl es, or Coins, and associates with the "elenent"” Earth, and w th noney
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(the ignorant person's status), and business or trade. Probably the origina
synbol was the blank disk of the Sun (gold) or Mon (silver).

MAG C

In the Garden of Eden, Adam and Eve were tenpted by the Serpent to eat of the
fruit of the Tree of Know edge of Good and Evil. The fruit is unidentified;
popularly it is said to be the apple (i.e., breast), but was nore probably the
banana (i.e., phallus). Qbviously the forbi dden know edge was sexual. There was
a second special Tree in the Garden: the Tree of Life, which seens to have been
rel ated. Since the human couple's acquisition of sexual know edge and shame
caused themto be expelled fromEden and subject to the nortality of Earthly
exi stence, they had to be provided an alternate neans to preserve their kind.
This was procreation—+inked punitively to their sexual transgression. Thus the
fruit of "know edge" led to the fruit of "life," forever tainted by the Oigina
Sin.

Naturally the couple woul d have escaped this fate if they coul d, by sneaking
back into Eden. To prevent re-entry to the Garden, God set a flaming sword in
the way. This was perhaps the origin of the synbol of the Suit of Swords of the
Tarot, representing the "element” of air. The Sword associates with viol ence
(war), and with science (scalpel) and intellect (intangible): God' s manifest
masculinity. Yet this vengeful if versatile weapon was transformed in Christian
tradition into the synbol of Salvation: the Crucifix, in turn transformed by the
bending of its extremties into the Nazi Swastika. And so as man proceeds from
the ancient faith of Magic to the nodern specul ati on of Science, the Sword
proceeds inevitably fromthe Garden of Eden... to Hell

ART

Man is frightened and fascinated by the unknown. He seeks in diverse ways to

fat hom what he does not conprehend, and when it is beyond his power to do this,
he invents sone rationale to serve in lieu of the truth. Perhaps the religious
urge can be accounted for in this way, and also man's progress into
civilization: man's insatiable curiosity driving himto the ultinmate reaches of
experience. Yet there remain secrets: the origin of the universe, the small est
unit of matter, the nature of God, and a nunber of odd phenonena. Do psychics
really comune with the dead? How does water dowsing work? Is tel epathy
possi bl e? What about faith healing? Casting out denons? Love at first contact?
Di vi nati on? Ghosts?

Many of these inexplicable phenonena becone explicable through the concept of
aura. If the spirit or soul of man is a patterned force perneating the body and
extending out fromit with dimnishing intensity, the proximty of two or nore
peopl e woul d cause their surrounding auras to interpenetrate. They could thus
becone aware of each other on nore than a physical basis. They m ght pick up
each other's thoughts or feelings, much as an el ectronic receiver picks up
broadcasts or the coil of a nagnetic transformer picks up power. A dowser m ght
feel his aura interacting with water deep in the ground, and so know the water's
| ocation. A person with a strong aura m ght touch one who was ill, and the
strong aura could recharge the weak one and help the ill person recover the wll
to live. A nan and a wormman mght find they had highly conpatible auras, and be
strongly attracted to each other. An evil aura mght inpinge on a person, and
have to be exorcised. And after the physical death of the body, or host, an aura
mght float free, a spirit or ghost, able to communicate only with specially
receptive individuals, or mediuns.

In short, the concept of aura or spirit can nake nmuch of the supernatural becone
natural. It is represented in the Aninmation Tarot deck as the Suit of Aura,
synbolized in nedieval tines by a lanp and in nodern tinmes by a | etmi scate
(infinity synbol: &#8734; ), and enbracing a fifth major human instinct or drive: art,
or expression. Only man, of all the living creatures on Earth, cares about the
esthetic nature of things. Only man appreciates painting, and scul pture, and
nmusi ¢, and dancing, and literature, and mathenatical harnonies, and ethical
proprieties, and all the other forns and variants of artistic expression. Were
man exi sts, these things exi st—and when man passes on, these thing remain as
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evi dence of his unique nature. Man's soul, synbolized as art, distinguishes him
fromthe aninals.

Copyright © 1977 by Piers Anthony.
Cover illustration by Rowena Morill.
| SBN: 0-425-08009-9

file:/lIF|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%201%20-%20G0d%200f%20Tarot.txt (109 of 109) [1/19/03 8:29:27 PM]



	Local Disk
	file:///F|/rah/Piers%20Anthony/Anthony,%20Piers%20-%20Tarot%201%20-%20God%20of%20Tarot.txt


