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PASTWATCH: THE REDEMPTI ON OF CHRI STOPHER COLUMBUS
by Orson Scott Card

(c) 1996 by Orson Scott Card

Past wat ch

Sone people called it "the tine of undoing"; sone, wishing to be nore positive, spoke of it as
"the replanting" or "the restoring" or even "the resurrection" of the Earth. Al these nanes were
accurate. Sonething had been done, and now it was bei ng undone. Mich had di ed or been broken or
killed, and now it was comi ng back to life.

This was the work of the world in those days: Nutrients were put back in the soil of the great
rain forests of the world, so the trees could grow tall again. G azing was bani shed fromthe edges
of the great deserts of Africa and Asia, and grass was planted so that steppe and then savanna
could slowy reconquer territory they had lost to the stone and sand. Though the weather stations
high in orbit could not change the clinmte, they tweaked the wi nds often enough that no spot on
Earth woul d suffer drought or flood, or lack for sunlight. In great preserves the surviving
animals |l earned howto live again in the wild. Al the nations of the world had an equal claimon
food, and no one feared hunger anynore. Good teachers cane to every child, and every man and wonman
had a decent chance to becone whatever his or her talents and passions and desires led themto
becone.

It should have been a happy tine, with humanity pressing forward into a future in which the
world woul d be healed, in which a confortable Iife could be lived wi thout the shame of know ng
that it came at someone el se's expense. And for many -- perhaps nost -- it was. But many others
could not turn their faces fromthe shadows of the past. Too many creatures were m ssing, never to
be restored. Too many people, too many nations now lay buried in the soil of the past. Once the
worl d had teened with seven billion human |ives. Now a tenth that nunber tended the gardens of
Earth. The survivors could not easily forget the century of war and plague, of drought and fl ood
and fam ne, of desperate fury leading to despair. Every step of every living man and wonan trod on
sonmeone's grave, or so it seened.

So it was not only forests and grasslands that were brought back to |ife. People also sought to
bring back the lost nmenories, the stories, the intertwi ning paths that nen and wonen had fol | owed
that led themto their tinmes of glory and their times of shanme. They built nachines that et them
see into the past, at first the great sweeping changes across the centuries, and then, as the
machi nery was refined, the faces and the voices of the dead.

They knew, of course, that they could not record it all. There were not enough alive to witness
all the actions of the dead. But by sampling here and there, by following this question to its
answer, that nation to its end, the nmen and wonen of Pastwatch could tell stories to their fellow
citizens, true fables that explained why nations rose and fell; why nmen and wonen envi ed, raged,
and | oved; why children | aughed in sunlight and trenbled in the dark of night.

Past wat ch remenbered so many forgotten stories, replicated so many | ost or broken works of art,
recovered so many custons, fashions, jokes, and ganmes, so many religions and phil osophi es, that
sonetinmes it seened that there was no need to think up anything again. Al of history was
available, it seenmed, and yet Pastwatch had barely scratched the surface of the past, and nost
wat chers | ooked forward to a limtless future of rumragi ng through tine.

Chapter 1 -- The Governor

There was only one tinme when Col unmbus despaired of making his voyage. It was the night of August
23rd, in the port of Las Pal mas on Grand Canary | sl and.

After so many years of struggle, his three caravels had finally set sail fromPalos, only to run
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into trouble alnost at once. After so nmany priests and gentlemen in the courts of Spain and
Portugal had sniled at himand then tried to destroy hi mbehind his back, Colunbus found it hard
to believe that it wasn't sabotage when the rudder of the Pinta cane | oose and nearly broke. After
all, Quintero, the owner of the Pinta, was so nervous about having his little ship go out on such
a voyage that he had signed on as a common seanman, just to keep an eye on his property. And Pinz¢n
told himprivately that he had seen a group of nen gathered at the stern of the Pinta just as they
were setting sail. Pinz¢n fixed the rudder hinself, at sea, but the next day it broke again.
Pinz¢n was furious, but he vowed to Col unbus that the Pinta would neet himat Las Palms within
days.

So confident was Col unbus of Pinz¢n's ability and commitnment to the voyage that he gave no nore
thought to the Pinta. He sailed with the Santa Maria and the Niha to the island of Gonera, where
Beatrice de Bobadilla was governor. It was a neeting he had | ong | ooked forward to, a chance to
celebrate his triunmph over the court of Spain with one who had nade it plain she |onged for his
success. But Lady Beatrice was not at hone. And as he waited, day after day, he had to endure two
i ntol erabl e things.

The first consisted of having to listen politely to the petty gentlenen of Beatrice's little
court, who kept telling himthe nost appalling |lies about how on certain bright days, fromthe
i sland of Ferro, westernnopst of the Canaries, one could see a faint inmage of a blue island on the
western horizon-- as if plenty of ships had not already sailed that far west! But Col unbus had
grown skilled at snmiling and nodding at the nost outrageous stupidity. One did not survive at

court without that particular skill, and Col unbus had weat hered not only the wandering courts of
Ferdi nand and Isabella, but also the nore settled and deeply arrogant court of John of Portugal
And after waiting decades to win the ships and nen and supplies and, above all, the pernmission to

make this voyage, he could endure a few nore days of conversation with stupid gentlenmen. Though he
sometimes had to grind his teeth not to point out how utterly useless they nmust be in the eyes of
God and everyone else, if they could find nothing better to do with their lives than wait about in
the court of the governor of Gonera when she was not even at home. No doubt they anused Beatrice --
she had shown a keen appreciation of the worthlessness of nost nen of the knightly class when she
conversed with Col unbus at the royal court at Santa Fe. No doubt she skewered them constantly with
i ronic barbs which they did not realize were ironic.

More intolerable by far was the silence fromLas Palnas. He had |eft men there with instructions
to tell himas soon as Pinz¢n managed to bring the Pinta into port. But no word cane, day after
day, as the stupidity of the courtiers becane nore insufferable, until finally he refused to
tolerate either of the intolerables a nonent |onger. Bidding a grateful adios to the gentlenmen of
Gonera, he set sail for Las Palmas hinself, only to find when he arrived on the 23rd of August
that the Pinta was still not there.

The worst possibilities imediately came to mind. The saboteurs were so grimy deternined not to
conpl ete the voyage that there had been a mutiny, or they had sonmehow persuaded Pinz¢n to turn
around and sail for Spain. O they were adrift in the currents of the Atlantic, getting swept to
some unnaneabl e destination. Or pirates had taken them-- or the Portuguese, who m ght have
thought they were part of sone foolish Spanish effort to poach on their private preserve along the
coasts of Africa. O Pinz¢n, who clearly thought hinself better suited to | ead the expedition than
Col unbus hinmself -- though he woul d never have been able to win royal sponsorship for such an
expedi tion, having neither the education, the nmanners, nor the patience that it had required --
nm ght have had the foolish notion of sailing on ahead, reaching the Indies before Col unbus.

Al of these were possible, and fromone noment to the next each seened |ikely. Col unbus
wi t hdrew from human conpany that night and threw hinmself to his knees -- not for the first tine,
but never before with such anger at the Al nmighty. "I have done all you set for nme to do," he said,
"l have pushed and pl eaded, and never once have you given ne the slightest encouragenent, even in
the darkest tines. Yet ny trust never failed, and at last | got the expedition on the exact termns

that were required. W set sail. My plan was good. The season was right. The crewis skilled even
if they think thensel ves better sailors than their commander. Al | needed now, all that | needed,
after everything |I've endured till now, was for sonething to go right."

Was this too bold a thing for himto say to the Lord? Probably. But Col unbus had spoken boldly
to powerful nen before, and so the words spilled easily fromhis heart to flow fromhis tongue.
God could strike himdown for it if he wanted -- Colunbus had put hinself in God's hands years
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before, and he was weary.

"Was that too nmuch for you, nmost gracious Lord? Did you have to take away ny third shi p? My best
sailor? Did you even have to deprive ne of the kindness of Lady Beatrice? It is obvious that |
have not found favor in your eyes, O Lord, and therefore | urge you to find sonebody else. Strike

me dead if you want, it could hardly be worse than killing me by inches, which seens to be your
plan at this nonent. I'll tell you what. | will stay in your service for one nore day. Send mne the
Pinta or show ne what el se you want ne to do, but | swear by your nobst holy and terrible nane, |
will not sail on such a voyage with fewer than three ships, well equipped and fully crewed. |'ve
becone an old man in your service, and as of tonorrow night, | intend to resign and live on

what ever pension you see fit to provide ne with." Then he crossed hinmself. "In the name of the

Fat her, the Son, and the Holy Ghost. Anen."

Havi ng finished this nost inpious and offensive prayer, Colunbus could not sleep until at |ast,
no |l ess angry than before, he flung hinself out of bed and knelt again

"Nevertheless thy will not mne be done!" he said furiously. Then he clinbed back into bed and
pronptly fell asleep.

The next nmorning the Pinta linped into port. Colunbus took it as the final confirmation that God
really was still interested in the success of this voyage. Very well, thought Col unbus. You didn't
strike ne dead for nmy disrespect, Lord; instead you sent ne the Pinta. Therefore | will prove to
you that | amstill your |oyal servant.

He did it by working half the citizens of Las Palmas, or so it seened, into a frenzy. The port
had plenty of carpenters and caul kers, smiths and cordwai ners and sail makers, and it seened that

all of themwere pressed into service on the Pinta. Pinz¢n was fall of defiant apol ogies -- they
had been adrift for nearly two weeks before he was finally able, by brilliant seamanship, to bring
the Pinta into exactly the port he had pronised. Col unbus was still suspicious, but didn't show

it. Whatever the truth was, Pinz¢n was here now, and so was the Pinta, conplete with a rather
sul l en Quintero. That was good enough for Col unbus.

And as long as he had the attention of the shipworkers of Las Palmas, he finally bullied Juan
Ni no, the owner of the Nina, into changing fromhis triangular sails to the same square rigging as
the other caravels, so they'd all be catching the sane winds and, God willing, sailing together to
the court of the great Khan of China.

It took only a week to have all three ships in better shape than they had been in upon | eaving
Pal os, and this tine there were no unfortunate failures of vital equipnent. If there had been
saboteurs before, they were no doubt sobered by the fact that both Col unbus and Pi nz¢n seened
determned to sail on at all costs -- not to nention the fact that now if the expedition failed,
they mght end up stranded on the Canary Islands, with little prospect of returning anytine soon
to Pal os.

And so gracious was God in answering Col unbus's inpudent prayer that when at last he sailed into
Gonera for the final resupply of his ships, the banner of the governor was flying above the
battl ements of the castle of San Sebastidn

Any fears he nmight have had that Beatrice de Bobadilla no |l onger held himin high esteemwere
removed at once. When he was announced, she imedi ately disnmissed all the other gentlenen who had
so condescended to Col unbus the week before. "Cristobal, nmy brother, nmy friend!" she cried. When
he had ki ssed her hand she led himfromthe court to a garden, where they sat in the shade of a
tree and he told her of all that had transpired since they |ast net at Santa Fe.

She listened, rapt, asking intelligent questions and |aughing at his tales of the hideous
interference the king had visited upon Col unbus al nost as soon as he had signed the capitul ations.
"Instead of paying for three caravels, he dredged up some ancient offense that the city of Pal os
had commtted -- smuggling, no doubt--"

"The primary industry of Palos for many years, |'mtold," said Beatrice.

"And as their punishnent, he required themto pay a fine of exactly two caravels."
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"I"'msurprised he didn't make them pay for all three," said Beatrice. "He's a hard | oaf, dear
old Ferdinand. But he did pay for a war w thout going bankrupt. And he has just expelled the Jews,
so it isn't as if he has anybody to borrow from"”

"The irony is that seven years ago, the Duke of Sidonia would have bought me three caravels from
Pal os out of his own treasury, if the crown had not refused him perm ssion."

"Dear old Enrique -- he's always had far nore noney than the crown, and he just can't understand
why that doesn't nake himnore powerful than they are.™

"Anyway, you can inagine how glad they were to see ne in Palos. And then, to nake sure both
cheeks were well slapped, he issued a proclamation that any man who agreed to join nmy expedition
woul d wi n a suspension of any civil and crininal actions pending against him"

"Ch, no."

"Ch, yes. You can imgine what that did to the real sailors of Palos. They weren't going to sai
with a bunch of crimnals and debtors -- or run the risk of people thinking that they had needed
such a pardon."

"Hi s Majesty no doubt imagined that it would take such an incentive to persuade anyone to sai
with you on your mad adventure."

"Yes, well, his "help' nearly killed the expedition fromthe start."
"So -- how nmany felons and paupers are there in your crew?"

"None, or at |east none that we know of. Thank God for Martin Pinz¢n."
"Ch, yes, a man of |egend."

"You know of hinP"

"All the sailors' lore cones to the Canaries. W live by the sea.”

"He caught the vision of the thing. But once he noised it about that he was going, we started to
get recruits. And it was his friends who ended up risking their caravels on the voyage."

"Not free of charge, of course.”

"They hope to be rich, at least by their standards.'
"As you hope to be rich by yours."
"No, ny lady. | hope to be rich by your standards."”

She | aughed and touched his arm "Cristobal, how good it is to see you again. How glad | amthat
God chose you to be his chanpion in this war aganmst the Ccean Sea and the court of Spain."

Her remark was light, but it touched on a matter quite tender: She was the only one who knew
that he had undertaken his voyage at the command of CGod. The priests of Sal amanca thought hima
fool, but if he had ever breathed a word of his belief in God' s having spoken to him they would
have branded hima heretic and that would have brought an end to nore than Col unbus's plan for an
expedition to the Indies. He had not neant to tell her, either; he had not neant to tell anyone,
had not even told his brother Barthol onew, nor his wife Felipa before she died, nor even Father
Perez at La Rdbida. Yet after only an hour in the conpany of Lady Beatrice, he had told her. Not
all, of course. But that God had chosen him had conmanded himto nmake this voyage, he told her
t hat much.

Why had he told her? Perhaps because he knew inplicitly that he could trust her with his life.
O perhaps because she | ooked at himw th such piercing intelligence that he knew that no other
expl anation than the truth woul d convince her. Even so, he had not told her the half of it, for
even she woul d have thought hi m mad.
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And she did not think himmad, or if she did, she nust have sone special |ove of nadnen. A |ove
that continued even now, to a degree beyond his hopes. "Stay the night with me, ny Cristobal," she
sai d.

"My lady," he answered, unsure if he had heard aright.

"You lived with a commobn wonman naned Beatrice in Cordoba. She had your child. You can't pretend
to be living a nonkish life."

"l seem dooned to fall under the spell of |adies naned Beatrice. And none of them has been, hy
any stretch of the imagination, a common wonan."

Lady Beatrice laughed lightly. "You nanaged to conplinent your old | over and one who woul d be
your new one, both at once. No wonder you were able to win your way past the priests and schol ars.
| daresay Queen Isabella fell in love with your red hair and the fire in your eyes, just as
did"

"More grey in the hair than red, | fear."
"Hardly any," she answered.

"My lady," he said, "it was your friendship | prayed for when | cane to Gonera. | did not dare
to dream of nore."

"Are you beginning a | ong and gracefully convol uted speech that will, in the end, decline ny
carnal invitation?"

"Ah, Lady Beatrice, not decline, but perhaps postpone?"

She reached out, |eaned forward, touched his cheek. "You're not a very handsome man, you know,
Cristobal ."

"That has al ways been ny opinion as well," he answered.

"And yet one can't take one's eyes fromyou. Nor can one purge one's thoughts of you when you're
gone. I'ma widow, and you're a widower. God saw fit to renove our spouses fromthe tornments of
this world. Must we also be tornented by unfulfilled desires?"

"My lady, the scandal. If | stayed the night--"
"Ch, is that all? Then | eave before midnight. 1'lIl let you over the parapet by a silken rope."

"God has answered ny prayers,” he said to her.
"As well he should, since you were on his mssion."
"I dare not sin and |ose his favor now "

"l knew | should have seduced you back in Santa Fe."

"And there's this, ny lady. Wien | return, successful, fromthis great enterprise, then I'll not
be a comoner, whose only touch of gentility is by his marriage into a not-quite-noble fanily of
Madeira. |1'Il be Viceroy. I'll be Adnmiral of the Ccean Sea." He grinned. "You see, | took your
advice and got it all in witing in advance."

"Well, Viceroy indeed! | doubt you'll waste a glance on a nere governor of a far-off island.”

"Ah, no, Lady. I'll be Adniral of the Ocean Sea, and as | contenplate ny realm-"

"Li ke Poseidon, ruler over all the shores that are touched by the waves of the sea--"

"I will find no nore treasured crown than this island of Gonera, and no nore lovely jewel in
that crown than the fair Beatrice."

"You' ve been at court too long. You nmake your conplinents sound rehearsed."”
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"OF course |'ve rehearsed it, over and over, the whole week | waited here in tornent for your
return.”

"For the Pinta's return, you nean."
"Both were late. Your rudder, however, was undanmaged."
Her face reddened, and then she | aughed.

"You conpl ai ned that ny conpliments were too courtly. | thought you might appreciate a tavern
conpliment."

"I's that what that was? Do strunpets sleep with nen for free if they say such pretty things?"
"Not strunpets, Lady. Such poetry is not for those who can be had for nere noney."

"Poetry?"

"Thou art nmy caravel, with sails full-w nded --

"Watch your nautical references, ny friend."

"Sails full-wi nded, and the bright red banners of thy |lips dancing as thou speakest.'
"You're very good at this. O are you not naking it up as you go al ong?"

"Making it all up. Ah, thy breath is the blessed wind that sailors pray for, and the sight of
thy rudder |eaves this poor sailor full-masted --"

She sl apped his face, but it wasn't nmeant to hurt.
"I take it ny poetry is a failure."

"Kiss me, Cristobal. | believe in your mssion, but if you never return | want at |east your
kiss to renenber you by."

So he kissed her, and again. But then he took his | eave of her, and returned to the | ast
preparations for his voyage. It was God's work now, when it was done, then it was time to collect
the worldly rewards. Though who was to say that she was not, after all, a reward from heaven? It
was God, after all, who had nade a wi dow of her, and perhaps God al so who nade her, against al
probability, love this son of a Genovese weaver.

He saw her, or thought he saw her -- and who else could it have been? -- waving a scarl et
handkerchief as if it were a banner fromthe parapet of the castle as his caravels at |ast set
forth. He raised his hand in a salute to her, and then turned his face westward. He woul d not | ook
again to the east, to Europe, to home, not until he had achi eved what God had sent himto do. The
| ast of the obstacles was past now, surely. Ten days' sailing and he woul d step ashore in Cat hay
or India, the Spice Islands or in Ci pangu. Nothing could stop himnow, for God was with him as he
had been with himsince that day on the beach when God appeared to himand told himto forget his
dreans of a crusade. "I have a greater work for you," God said then, and now Col unbus was near the
culmnation of that work. It filled himlike wine, it filled himlike light, it filled himlike
the wind in the sails over his head.

Chapter 2 -- Slaves

Though Tagiri did not put her own body back in tine, it is still true to say that she was the
one who stranded Chri stopher Col unbus on the island of Hi spaniola and changed the face of history
forever. Though she was born seven centuries after Col unbus's voyage and never |left her birth
continent of Africa, she found a way to reach back and sabotage the European conquest of Anerica
It was not an act of malice. Some said that it was like correcting a painful hernia in a brain-
damaged child: In the end, the child would still be severely linmted, but it would not suffer as
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much along the way. But Tagiri saw it differently.

"History is not prelude,"” she said once. "W don't justify the suffering of people in the past
because everything turned out well enough by the tine we cane along. Their suffering counts just
as much as our peace and happi ness. W | ook out of our golden wi ndows and feel pity for the scenes
of blood and bl ades, of plagues and fami nes that are played out in the surrounding country. \Wen
we believed that we could not go back in time and nake changes, then we could be excused for
shedding a tear for them and then going on about our happy lives. But once we know that it is in
our power to help them then, if we turn away and let their suffering go on, it is no golden age
we live in, and we poi son our own happi ness. Good people do not |let others suffer needl essly."”
What she asked was a hard thing, but sone agreed with her. Not all, but in the end, enough

Not hi ng in her parentage, her upbringing, or her education gave any hint that one day, by
unmeki ng one world, she would create another. Like nbost young peopl e who joined Pastwatch,
Tagiri's first use of the Tenpovi ew machine was to trace her own fanm |y back, generation before
generation. She was vaguely aware that, as a novice, she woul d be observed during her first year.
But hadn't they told her that as she learned to control and fine-tune the nachine ("it's an art,
not a science") she could explore anything she wanted? It woul dn't have bot hered her, anyway, to
know t hat her superiors nodded know ngly when it becane clear that she was follow ng her
matrilineal line back to a Dongotona village on the banks of the Koss River. Though she was as
racially mxed as anyone else in the world these days, she had picked the one |ineage that
mattered nmost to her, the one from which she derived her identity. Dongotona was the name of her
tribe and of the nountainous country where they lived, and the village of |koto was her
forenot hers' anci ent hone.

It was hard to learn to use the Tenpoview. Even though it had extraordinarily good conputer-
assi sted gui dance, so that getting to the exact place and time you wanted was precise within
nm nutes, there was no conputer yet that could overcome what the pastwatchers called the
"significance problem" Tagiri would pick a vantage point in the village -- near the main path
wi ndi ng anong the housesand then set up a tine frane, such as a week. The conputer woul d then scan
for human passage and record all that took place within range of the vantage point.

Al'l this took only mnutes -- and enornous amounts of electricity, but this was the dawn of the
twenty-third century, and sol ar energy was cheap. Wat ate up Tagiri's first weeks was sorting
through the enpty conversations, the nmeani ngl ess events. Not that they seened enpty or mneani ngl ess
at first. Wen she started, Tagiri could listen to any conversation and be enthrall ed. These were
real people, fromher own past! Sone of them were bound to be ancestors of hers, and sooner or
| ater she'd sort out which ones. In the neantine, she loved it all -- the flirtatious girls, the
conplaining old nmen, the tired wonmen snapping at the rude children; and oh, those children! Those
fungus-covered, hungry, exuberant children, too young to know they were poor and too poor to know
that not everyone in the world woke up hungry in the norning and went to bed hungry at night. They
were so alive, so alert.

Wthin a few weeks, though, Tagiri had run into the significance problem After watching a few
dozen girls flirting, she knewthat all girls of Ikoto flirted in pretty nmuch the sane way. After
wat ching a few dozen teasings, tauntings, quarrels, and ki ndnesses anpong the children, she
realized that she had seen pretty nuch every variation on teasing, taunting, quarreling, and
ki ndness that she would ever see. No way had yet been found to programthe Tenpovi ew conputers to
recogni ze unusual, unpredictable human behavior. It had been hard enough to train themto
recogni ze hurman novenent in the first place; in the early days, pastwatchers had had to wade
t hrough endl ess | andi ngs and pecki ngs of small birds and scanperings of |lizards and mce in order
to see a few human interactions.

Tagiri found her own solution -- the nminority solution, but those who observed her were not
surprised that she was one of those who took this route. Were nost pastwatchers began to resort
to statistical approaches to their research, keeping counts of different behaviors and then
witing papers on cultural patterns, Tagiri took quite the opposite route, beginning to foll ow one
i ndi vidual fromthe beginning to the end of Iife. She wasn't |ooking for patterns. She was | ooking
for stories. Ah, said her observers. She will be a biographer; it is lives, not cultures, that she
will find for us.

Then her research took a tw st that her superiors had seen only a few times before. Tagiri had
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al ready worked her way seven generations deep into her nother's fanmily when she abandoned the
bi ogr aphi cal approach and, instead of follow ng each person frombirth to death, she began to
foll ow i ndivi dual wonmen backward, fromdeath to birth

Tagiri began doing this with an old woman named Amani, setting up her Tenpoview to keep shifting
vantage points to track Amani backward in time. It nmeant that except when she overrode her
program Tagiri was unable to nmake sense of the woman's conversations. And instead of cause and
effect unfolding in the normal linear pattern, she was constantly seeing the effect first, then
di scovering the cause. In old age Amami wal ked with a pronounced linp; only after weeks of
foll owing her backward in tine did Tagiri find the origin of the linp, as a nuch younger Aman | ay
bl eedi ng on her nmat, and then seenmed to crawl backward away fromthe mat until she uncrunpl ed and
rose to her feet to face her husband, who seermed to draw his wal ki ng stick sharply away from her
body agai n and agai n.

And why had he beaten her? A few nore ninutes of backtracki ng brought the answer: Amani had been
raped by two powerful men froma nearby village of Lotuko tribesmen when she went for water. But
Amam 's husband coul d not accept the idea that it was rape, for that would have neant that he was
i ncapabl e of protecting his wife; it would have required himto take sone kind of vengeance, which
woul d have endangered the fragile peace between Lotuko and Dongotona in the Koss Valley. So for
the good of his tribe and to salvage his own ego, he had to interpret his weeping wife's story as
alie, and assune that in fact she had been playing the whore. He was beating her to get her to
gi ve himthe noney she had been paid, even though it was obvious to Tagiri that he knew there was
no nmoney, that his beloved wife had not gone whoring, that in fact he was being unjust. H s
obvi ous sense of shame at what he was doing did not seemto make him go easier on her. He was nore
brutal than Tagiri had ever seen any man in the village -- needlessly so, continuing to cane her
| ong after she was scream ng and pl eading and confessing to all sins ever comitted in the world.
Since he was doing this beating, not because he believed in the justice of it, but so that he
coul d convince the neighbors that he believed his wife deserved it, he overdid it. Overdid it, and
then had to watch Amam |inping through the rest of her life.

If he ever asked forgiveness, or even inplied it, Tagiri had nissed it. He had done what he
t hought a man had to do to nmaintain his honor in Ikoto. How could he be sorry for that? Amani
m ght |inp, but she had an honorabl e husband whose prestige was undi m ni shed. Never mind that even
the week before she died, sone of the little children of the village had still been follow ng
after her, taunting her with the words they had | earned fromthe previous batch of children a few
years ol der: "Lotuko-whore!"

The nore Tagiri began to care about and identify with the people of lkoto, the nmore she began to
live in the back-to-front timeflow As she |ooked at other people's actions, in and out of the
Tenpovi ew, instead of waiting to see the results of actions, she waited to see the causes. To her
the world was not a potential future awaiting her nanipulation; to her, it was an irrevocabl e set
of results, and all that could be found was the irrevocabl e causes that led to the present nonent.

Her superiors noted this with nuch curiosity, for those few novices who had experinented with
backward timeflow in the past usually gave it up quite soon, because it was so disorienting. But
Tagiri did not give it up. She went back and back and back in tine, taking old wonen into the
wonb, and then following their nothers, on and on, finding the cause of everything.

It was because of this that her novice period was allowed to extend | ong past those uncertain
mont hs when she was still gaining skill at handling the Tenpovi ew and finding her own way past the
significance problem Instead of giving her an assignment in one of the ongoing projects, she was
all owed to continue exploring her own past. This was a very practical decision, of course, for as
a storyseeker instead of a pattern-seeker, she would not fit in with any of the ongoing projects
anyway. Story-seekers were usually allowed to follow their own desires. However, Tagiri's
conti nued backward wat ching made her, not just unusual, but unique. Her superiors were curious to
di scover where her research would | ead her, and what she would wite.

They were not |ike Tagiri herself. She would have watched herself in order to discover, not
where her peculiar research approach would | ead, but rather where it had cone from

If they had asked her, she woul d have thought for a moment and told them for she was and al ways
had been extraordinarily self-aware. It was nmy parents' divorce, Tagiri would have said. They had
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seermed perfectly happy to her all her life; then, when she was fourteen, she | earned that they
were divorcing, and suddenly all the idyll of her childhood turned out to be a lie, for her father
and not her had been jockeying all those years in a vicious, deadly conpetition for supremacy in
the household. It had been invisible to Tagiri because her parents hid their pernicious
conpetitiveness even fromeach other, even fromthensel ves, but when Tagiri's father was nade head
of Sudan Restoration, which would put himtwo | evels higher than Tagiri's nother in the sane
organi zation, their hatred for each other's acconplishnents finally emerged into the open, naked
and brut al

Only then was Tagiri able to think back to cryptic conversations over breakfast or supper, when
her parents had congratul ated each other for various acconplishnments. Now, no |onger naive, Tagiri
could remenber their words and realize that they had been di gging knives into each other's pride
And so it was that at the cusp of her chil dhood, she suddenly reexperienced all of her life til
then, only in reverse, with the result clear in her mnd, thinking backward and backward,

di scovering the true causes of everything. That was how she had seen life ever since -- |ong
bef ore she thought of using her university study in ethnology and anci ent | anguages as an entree
to Pastwat ch.

They did not ask her why her tineflow ran backward, and she did not tell them Though she was
vaguel y uneasy that she had not yet been assigned to anything, Tagiri was also glad, for she was
pl ayi ng the greatest gane of her life, solving puzzle after puzzle. Hadn't Amani's daughter been
late to marry? And hadn't her daughter in turn nmarried too young, and to a man who was far nore
strong-wi |l ed and sel fish than her mother's kind but conpliant husband? Each generation rejected
the choices of the generation before, never understanding the reasons behind the nother's life.
Happi ness for this generation, msery for the next, but all traceable back to a rape and an unj ust
beating of an already m serable woman. Tagiri had heard all the reverberations before at |ast she
came upon the ringing bell; she had felt all the waves before she cane, at last, to the stone
dropping into the pool. Just as it had been in her own chil dhood.

By all signs, she would have a strange and intriguing career, and her personnel file was given
the rare status of a silver tag, which told anyone who had authority to reassign her that she was
to be left alone or encouraged to go on wth whatever she was doing.

In the neantinme, unknown to her, a nonitor would be pernmanently assigned to her, to track al
her work, so that in case (as sonetinmes happened with these strange ones) she never published,
upon her death a report on her life's work would be issued anyway, for whatever value it m ght
then have. Only five other people had silver tags on their files when Tagiri achieved this status.
And Tagiri was the strangest of themall.

Her life m ght have gone on that way, for nothing outside her was allowed to interfere with the
course she naturally followed. But well into her second year of personal research, she cane upon
an event in the village of lkoto that turned her away fromone path and into another, with
consequences that would change the world. She was backtracking through the Iife of a woman naned
D ko. More than any ot her wonan she had studied, Di ko had won Tagiri's heart, for there was from
the day of her death on back an air of sadness to her that made her seema figure of tragedy. The
others around her sensed it, too -- she was treated with great reverence, and often was asked for
advi ce, even by nen, though she was not one of the omen-wonmen and perforned no nore priestly rites
than any ot her Dongot ona.

The sadness renmi ned, year before year, back and back into her years as a young wife, until at
last it gave way to something else: fear, rage, even weeping. | amclose, thought Tagiri. | wll
find out the pain at the root of her sadness. Was this, too, some act of her husband' s? That woul d
be hard to believe, for unlike Amam's husband, Diko's was a mld and kind man, who enjoyed his
wife's position of respect in the village while never seenmng to seek any honor for hinself. Not a
proud nman, or a brutal one. And they seened, in their npst private nmonents, to be genuinely in
| ove; whatever caused Di ko's sadness, her husband was a confort to her

Then Di ko's fear and rage gave way to fear alone, and now the whole village was turned out,
searching, hunting through the brush and the forest and al ong the riverbanks for sonething |ost.
Soneone | ost, rather, for there were no possessi ons anong the Dongotona that woul d be worth
searching for so intently, if lost -- only human beings had such value, for only they were
i rrepl aceabl e.
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And t hen, suddenly, the search was unbegun, and for the first tine Tagiri could see the Diko
that m ght have been: sniling, |aughing, singing, her face fined with perfect delight at the life
the gods had given her. For there in Diko's house Tagiri now saw for the first time the one whose
| oss had brought Di ko such deep sadness all her life: an eight-year-old boy, bright and alert and
happy. She called him Acho, and she talked to himconstantly, for he was her conpanion in work and
play. Tagiri had seen good nothers and bad in her passage through the generations, but never such
a delight of a nother in her son, and of a son in his nother. The boy also |loved his father, and
was |l earning all the manly things fromhimas he should, but D ko's husband was not as verbal as
his wife and firstborn son, so he watched and |istened and enjoyed themtogether, only
occasionally joining in their banter

Per haps because Tagiri had watched with such suspense through so many weeks, searching for the
cause of Di ko's sadness, or perhaps because she had cone to adnire and | ove Di ko so nuch during
her long passage with her, Tagiri could not do as she had done before, and sinply continue to nove
backward, to Acho's energence from Di ko's wonb, back to Di ko's chil dhood home and her own birth.
Acho' s di sappearance had had too many reverberations, not just in his nother's life but, through
her, in the lives of the whole village, for Tagiri to | eave the nystery of his di sappearance
unsol ved. Di ko never knew what happened to her boy, but Tagiri had the neans to find out. And
besi des, even though it neant changing direction and searching forward in tine for a while,
tracking, not a woman, but a boy, it was still a part of her backward search. She would find what
it was that took Acho and caused Di ko's endl ess grief.

There were hippos in the waters of the Koss in those days, though rarely this far upriver, and
Tagiri dreaded seeing what the villagers assuned -- poor Acho broken and drowned in the jaws of a
surly hi ppopot anus.

But it was not a hippo. It was a nan.

A strange man, who spoke a | anguage unli ke any that Acho had heard -- though Tagiri recognized
it at once as Arabic. The man's light skin and beard, his robe and turban, all were intriguing to
the nearly naked Acho, who had seen only people with dark brown skin, except when a group of bl ue-
bl ack Di nkas came hunting up the river. How was such a creature as this possible? Unlike other
children, Acho was not one to turn and flee, and so when the man sniled and tal ked his
i nconpr ehensi bl e babble (Tagiri knew he was saying, "Conme here, little boy, | won't hurt you")
Acho stood his ground, and even sm | ed.

Then the man |l ashed out with his stick and knocked Acho senseless to the ground. For a nonent
the man seenmed concerned that he might have killed the boy, and he was satisfied to find Acho was
still breathing. Then the Arab fol ded the unconscious child into fetal position and jammed his
snmall body into a bag, which he hoisted over his shoulder and carried back down the riverbank
where he joined two other conpani ons, who also had full bags.

A slaver, Tagiri realized at once. She had thought they did not conme this far. Usually they
bought their slaves from Di nkas down at the Wite Nile, and the Dinka slavers knew better than to
conme into the nmountains in groups so snmall. Their nmethod was to raid a village, kill all the nen,
and take the small children and the pretty wonen off for sale, |leaving only the old wonen behind
to keen for them Most of the Miuslim slavers preferred to trade for slaves rather than to do their
own ki dnappi ng. These nmen had broken with the pattern. In the old marketeering societies that
nearly ruined the world, thought Tagiri, these men woul d have been vi ewed as vigorous, innovative
entrepreneurs, trying to nake a bit nore profit by cutting out the D nka m ddl enen.

She neant to resume her backward watching then, returning to the Iife of Acho's nother, but
Tagiri found that she could not do it. The conputer was set to find new vantage points tracking
Acho's movenents, and Tagiri did not reach out and give the comand that woul d have returned to
the earlier program |nstead she watched and wat ched, noving forward through tinme to see, not what
caused all this, but where it |ed. Wat would happen to this bright and wonderful boy that D ko
| oved.

What happened at first was that he was al nost |iberated -- or killed. The slavers were stupid
enough to have captured slaves on their way up the river, even though there was no way to return
except by passing near the very villages where they had al ready ki dnapped children. At a village
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farther downstream sonme Lotuko nen in full warrior dress ambushed them The other two Arabs were
killed, and since their sacks contained the only children the Lotuko villagers cared about --
their owmn -- they allowed the slaver who carried Acho on his back to escape.

The sl aver eventually found his way to the village where two bl ack slaves of his were keeping
the canels. Strapping the bag containing Acho onto the canel, the surviving menbers of the slaving
party got under way at once. To Tagiri's disgust, the man didn't so much as open the bag to see if
the boy was still alive.

And so the journey down the Nile continued, all the way to the slave market of Khartoum The
sl aver woul d open the bag containing Acho only once a day, to splash some water into the boy's
mout h. The rest of the tine the boy rode in darkness, his body cranped in fetal position. He was
brave, for he never wept, and after the slaver brutally kicked the bag a few tines, Acho stopped
trying to plead. Instead he endured in silence, his eyes bright with fear. The bag no doubt stank
of his urine by now, and since, |like nost children of Ikoto, Acho's bowels had al ways been | oose
fromdysentery, the bag was certainly foul with fecal matter, too. But that soon grew old and dry
in the desert, and since Acho was fed nothing, this pollution at |east was not renewed. O course
the boy could not have been allowed out of the bag to void his bladder and bowel -- he m ght have
run off, and the slaver was determned to realize sone profit froma trip that cost the lives of
his two partners.

In Khartoum it was no surprise that Acho could not wal k for a whole day. Beatings, liberally
applied, and a neal of sorghum gruel soon had himon his feet, however, and within a day or two he
had been bought by a whol esaler for a price that made Acho's captor temporarily rich in the
econony of Khartoum

Tagiri followed Acho down the Nile, by boat and by canel, until he was finally sold in Cairo.
Better fed now, well-washed, and | ooking quite exotic in the bustling Arab-African city that was
the cultural center of Islamin those days, Acho fetched an excellent price and joined the
househol d of a wealthy trader. Acho quickly | earned Arabic, and his naster discovered his bright
m nd and saw to his education. Acho eventually becane the factotum of the house, tending to al
while the master was of f on voyages. Wien the master died, his eldest son inherited Acho al ong
with everything else, and relied on himeven nore heavily, until Acho had de facto control of the
entire business, which he ran very profitably, expanding into new nmarkets and new trade goods
until the family fortune was one of the greatest in Cairo. And when Acho died, the fanily
sincerely mourned hi mand gave himan honorable funeral, for a slave.

Yet what Tagiri could not forget was that through all of this, through every hour of every day
of every year of Acho's slavery, his face never |ost that | ook of unforgotten |onging, of grief,
of despair. The look that said, | ama stranger here, | hate this place, | hate ny life. The | ook
that said to Tagiri that Acho grieved for his mother just as long and just as deeply as she
grieved for him

That was when Tagiri |eft her backward search through her own famly's past and took on what she
t hought woul d be her lifelong project: slavery. Till now, all the story-seekers in Pastwatch had
devoted their careers to recording the stories of great, or at least influential, nmen and wonen of
the past. But Tagiri would study the slaves, not the owners; she would search throughout history,
not to record the choices of the powerful, but to find the stories of those who had | ost al
choice. To remenber the forgotten people, the ones whose dreans were murdered and whose bodi es
were stolen fromthemnmsel ves, so that they were not even featured players in their own
aut obi ogr aphi es. The ones whose faces showed that they never forgot for one instant that they did
not belong to thenselves, and that there was no lasting joy possible in |ife because of that.

She found this | ook on faces everywhere. Ch, sonetimes there was defiance -- but the defiant
ones were always singled out for special treatnment, and the ones who didn't die fromit were
eventual ly brutalized into wearing the | ook of despair that the other faces bore. It was the slave
| ook, and what Tagiri discovered was that for an enornous number of human beings in al nost every
age of history, that was the only face they could ever show to the world.

Tagiri was thirty years old, sone eight years into her slavery project, with a dozen of the nore
traditional pattern-seeking pastwatchers working under her alongside two of the story-seekers,
when her career took its fmal turn, |eading her at last to Col unbus and the unnaki ng of history.
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Though she never |eft Juba, the town where her Pastwatch observatory was | ocated, the Tenpovi ew
coul d range anywhere over the Earth's surface. And when the TruSite Il was introduced to repl ace
the now agi ng Tenpovi ews, she began to be able to explore farther afield, for rudinentary

transl ation of ancient |anguages was now built into the system and she did not have to | earn each
| anguage herself in order to get the gist of what was going on in the scenes she saw.

Tagiri was often drawn to the TruSite station of one of her storyseekers, a young nan naned
Hassan. She had not bothered to observe his station nuch when he was using the old Tenpovi ew,
because she didn't understand any of the Antillean | anguages that he was | aboriously
reconstructing by analogy with other Carib and Arawak | anguages. Now, however, he had trained the
TruSite to catch the main drift of the dialect of Arawak bei ng spoken by the particular tribe he
was observi ng.

"I't's a nountain village," he explained, as soon as he saw that she was watching. "Mich nore
tenperate than the villages near the coast -- a different kind of agriculture."

"And t he occasi on?" she asked.

"I"'mseeing the lives that were interrupted by the Spanish,” he said. "This is only a few weeks
before an expedition finally cones up the nountain to take theminto slavery. The Spanish are
getting desperate for |abor down on the coast."

"The pl antations are grow ng?"

"Not at all," said Hassan. "In fact, they're failing. But the Spanish aren't very good at
keeping their Indie slaves alive."

"Do they even try?"

"Mpst do. The nurder-for-sport attitude is here, of course, because the Spanish have absol ute
power and for sonme that power has to be tested to the limt. But by and |large the priests have got
control of things and they're really trying to keep the slaves from dying."

Priests in control, thought Tagiri, and yet slavery is unchallenged. But even though it always
tasted freshly bitter in her nouth, she knew that there was no point in reninding Hassan of the
irony of it -- wasn't he on the slavery project with her?

"The peopl e of Ankuash are perfectly aware of what's going on. They've already figured out that
they're just about the last Indies |left who haven't been enslaved. They've tried to stay out of

sight, lighting no fires and naking sure the Spanish don't see them but there are too many
Arawaks and Caribs of the | owl ands who are saving sone bit of their freedom by collaborating with
t he Spani sh. They remenber Ankuash. So there'll be an expedition, soon, and they know it. You
see?"

What Tagiri saw was an old nman and a niddl e-aged wonan, squatting on opposite sides of a snal
fire, where a jar of water was giving off steam She sniled at the new technology -- to be able to
see steamin the hol ographic display was amazi ng; she al nost expected to be able to snell it.

"Tobacco water," said Hassan

"They drink the nicotine solution?"

Hassan nodded. "I|'ve seen this sort of thing before."

"Aren't they being careless? This doesn't look |ike a snokeless fire."

"The TruSite may be enhancing the snoke too much in the holo, so there may be less of it than
we're seeing," said Hassan. "But snpke or not, there's no way to boil the tobacco water w thout
fire, and at this point they' re near despair. Better to risk their snoke being seen than to go
anot her day wi thout word fromthe gods."

"So they drink."

"They drink and dream" said Hassan
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"Don't they give greater trust to dreans that cone of thensel ves?" asked Tagiri.

"They know that nost dreans mean not hing. They hope that their nightmares nmean nothing -- fear
dreans instead of true dreans. They use the tobacco water to nmake the gods tell themthe truth.
Fart her down the slopes, the Arawaks and Caribs woul d have offered a human sacrifice, or bled
t hensel ves the way the Mayas do. But this village has no tradition of sacrifice and never adopted
it fromtheir neighbors. They're a holdout froma different tradition, | think. Simlar to some
tribes in the upper Amazon. They don't need death or blood to talk to the gods."

The man and the woman both tipped pipes into the water and then sucked liquid up into their
mouths as if through a drinking straw. The worman gagged; the man was apparently inured to the
liquid. The woman began to | ook very sick, but the nan nade her drink nore.

"The wonan is Putukam -- the nane neans M d dog, sai d Hassan. "She's a wonan noted for her
vi sions, but she hasn't used tobacco water much before."

"l can see why not," said Tagiri. For now the worman named Putukam was puking and retching. For a
monent or two the old man tried to steady her, but in nonments he too was voniting; their discharge
m ngl ed and flowed into the ashes of the fire.

"On the other hand, Baiku is a healer, so he uses the drugs nore. Al the time, actually. So he
can send his spirit into the body of the sick person and find out what's wong. Tobacco water is
his favorite. O course, it still makes himvonit. It nakes everybody vonmit."

"Maki ng hima candidate for stomach cancer."
"He should live so long," said Hassan

"Do the gods speak to thenP"

Hassan shrugged. "Let's zip ahead and see."

He rushed the display for a few monents -- Putukam and Bai ku nmay have slept for hours, but to
the pastwatchers it took only seconds. Wenever they stirred, the TruSite autonatically sl owed
down a little; only when it was clear that the novenents were signs of waking, not the norna
wriggling of sleep, did Hassan bring the speed back to normal. Now he turned up the sound, and
because Tagiri was there, he used the conputer translator instead of just listening to the native
speech sounds.

"l dreaned," said Putukam
"And |," said Baiku
"Let me hear the healing dream" said Putukam

"There is no healing init," he said, his face | ooking grave and sad.
"Al slaves?"

"All except the bl essed ones who are nurdered or die from pl agues.”
"And t hen?"

"Al'l dead."

"This is our healing, then," said Putukam "To die. Better to have been captured by Cari bs.
Better to have our hearts torn out and our livers eaten. Then at |east we would be an offering to
a god."

"\What was your drean®"

"My dream was nadness," she said. "My dreamhad no truth init."

"The dreanmer does not know," said Baiku
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She sighed. "You will think | ama poor dreaner indeed, and the gods hate my soul. | dreaned of
a man and worman watching us. They were full grown, and yet | knewin the dreamthat they are forty
gener ations younger than us."

Tagiri interrupted. "Stop," she said.
He st opped.
"Was that translation correct?" she demanded.

Hassan spun the TruSite back a little, and ran the seen again, this tine with the translator
routi ne suppressed. He listened to the native speech, twice. "The translation is right enough," he
said. "The words she used that were rendered as 'nman' and 'wonan' are from an ol der | anguage, and
I think there nmay be overtones that m ght nmake the words nmean hero-man and hero-worman. Less than
gods, but nore than human. But they often use those words for tal king about each other, as opposed
to people fromother tribes."

"Hassan," she said, "I'mnot asking about the etynology. |I'm asking about the nmeani ng of what
she said."

He | ooked at her bl ankly.

"Don't you think that it sounded very much as though she were seeing us?"
"But that's absurd," said Hassan

"Forty generations. Isn't the tine about right? A man and a wonan, watching."

"Qut of all possible dreans, can't there be dreans of the future?" asked Hassan. "And since
Pastwat ch scours all eras of history so thoroughly now, isn't it likely that eventually a watcher
will witness the telling of a dreamthat seems to be a dream of the watcher hinself?"

"Probability of coincidence," she said. She knew that principle, of course; it had been
thoroughly covered in the later stages of training. But there was sonething else. Yes. As Hassan
showed the scene yet a third tinme, it seened to Tagiri that when Putukam spoke of her dream her
gaze was steady in the direction from which Hassan and Tagiri were watching, her eyes focused as
if she could actually see them or sone glinmer of them

"It can be disorienting, can't it?" Hassan grinned at her

"Show the rest," said Tagiri. O course it was disorienting -- but scarcely |less so than
Hassan's grin. None of her other subordinates would ever have grinned at her like that, with such
a personal comment. Not that Hassan was being inpertinent. Rather he was sinply ... friendly, yes,

that was it.

He started the TruSite view ng beyond what they had seen before.

"l dreaned that they watched ne three tines,
that | could see her."

Put ukam was sayi ng, "and the woman seened to know

Hassan sl ammed his hand onto the Pause button. "There is no God but God," he nuttered in Arabic,
"and Muhammad is his prophet.™

Tagiri knew that sometines when a Muslimsays this, it is because he has too much respect to
curse the way a Christian might.

"Probability of coincidence?" she nurnured. "I was just thinking that it seened as though she
could see us."

"If I go back and we watch the scene again," said Hassan, "then it will be four times, not
three."

"But it had been three tines when we first heard her say how nany. That will|l never change."
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"The TruSite has no effect on the past," said Hassan. "It can't possibly be detected there."
"And how do we know that?" asked Tagiri .

"Because it's inpossible."

"I'n theory."

"And because it never has."

"Until now '

"You want to believe that she really saw us in her nicotine dreanf"

Tagiri shrugged, feigning a nonchal ance she didn't feel. "If she saw us, Hassan, then let's go
on and see what it neans to her."

Hassan slowy, alnpost timdly, released the TruSite to continue exploring the scene.

"This is prophecy, then," Baiku was saying. "W knows what wonders the gods will bring in forty
gener ati ons?"

"l always thought that time noved in great circles, as if all of us had been woven into the same
great basket of life, each generation another ring around the rim" said Putukam "But when in the
great circles of tinme was there ever such horror as these white nonsters fromthe sea? So the
basket is torn, and time is broken, and all the world spills out of the basket into the dirt."

"What of the man and woman who wat ch us?"

"Not hi ng," said Putukam "They watched us. They were interested."

"They see us now?"

"They saw all the suffering in your dream" said Putukam "They were interested init."
"What do you nean, interested?"

"I think they were sad," said Putukam

"But ... were they white, then? Did they watch the people suffer and care nothing for it, like
the white nen?"

"They were dark. The wonman is very black. | have never seen a person of such bl ackness of skin."

"Then why don't they stop the white nen from naki ng us sl aves?"

"Maybe they can't," said Putukam
"If they can't save us," said Baiku, "then why do they | ook at us, unless they are nonsters who
enjoy the suffering of others?"

"Turn it off," said Tagiri to Hassan

He paused the display again and | ooked at her in surprise. He saw something in her face that
made hi mreach out and touch her arm "Tagiri," he said gently, "of all people who have ever
wat ched the past, you are the one who has never, even for a nonent, forgotten conpassion."

"She has to understand,” murrmured Tagiri. "I would help her if | could."

"How can she understand such a thing?" asked Hassan. "Even if she really saw us, sonmehow, in a
true dream she can't possibly conprehend the linitations on what we can do. To her, the ability
to see into the past like this would be the power of the gods. So of course she will think we can
do anything, and sinmply choose not to. But you know and | know that we can't, and therefore choose
not at all.”
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"The vision of the gods wi thout the power of the gods," said Tagiri. "Wat a terrible gift."

"Aglorious gift," said Hassan. "You know that the stories we've brought out of the slavery
proj ect have awakened great interest and conpassion in the world around us. You can't change the
past, but you' ve changed the present, and these people are no | onger forgotten. They | oom | arger
in the hearts of the people of our tinme than the old heroes ever did. You have given these people
the only help that it was in your power to give. They're no longer forgotten. Their suffering is
seen. "

"It isn't enough," said Tagiri.

"If it's all that you can do," said Hassan, "then it is enough."
"I"'mready now," said Tagiri. "You can show the rest of it."
"Per haps we should wait."

She reached down and pressed the button to resunme the display.

Put ukam and Bai ku gathered the dirt where their vonit had forned nud. They threw it into the
tobacco water. The fire under it had died, so no steamwas rising, yet they put their faces over
the water as if to smell the steamof the dirt and the vonit and the tobacco.

Put ukam began a chant. "From ny body, fromthe earth, fromthe spirit water, | ..."

The TruSite Il paused automatically.

"It can't translate the word," said Hassan. "And neither can |. It's not in the normally used
vocabul ary. They do use scraps of ol der |anguages in their magicking, and this may be related to a
root in the old | anguage that neans shaping, like form ng sonething out of nud. So she's saying,

"l shape you,' or something related to that."
"Go on," said Tagiri.

Put ukam s chant began again. "Fromny body, fromthe earth, fromthe spirit water, | shape you
O children of forty generations who | ook at me frominside ny dream You see the suffering of us
and all the other villages. You see the white nonsters who nake us slaves and nmurder us. You see
how t he gods send pl agues to save the bl essed ones and | eave only the cursed ones to bear this
terrible punishnment. Speak to the gods, O children of forty generations who | ook at ne frominside
my dream Teach them nercy! Let themsend a plague to take us all, and | eave the |land enpty for
the white nonsters, so they will hunt and hunt for us fromshore to shore and find none of us, no
people at all, not even the hunan-eating Caribs! Let the |and be enpty except for our dead bodi es,
so that we will die in honor as free people. Speak to the gods for us, O nan, O wonman!"

And so it went on |like that, Baiku taking over the chant when Putukam weari ed. Soon others from
the village gathered around them and sporadically joined in the chant, especially when they were
intoning the name they were praying to: Children - of - Forty - Generations - Wwo - Look - at - Us
- from- Inside - the - Dream - of - Puthukam

They were still chanting when the Spanish, |ed by two shanefaced | ndi e guides, shanbled al ong
the path, their rnuskets, pikes, and swords at the ready. The peopl e nmade no resistance. They kept
up the chant, even after they had all been seized, even as the old men, including Baiku, were
being gutted with swords or spitted on pikes. Even as the young girls were being raped, all who
coul d speak kept up the chanting, the prayer, the conjuration, until finally the Spanish
commander, unnerved by it all, wal ked over to Putukam and drove his sword into the base of her
throat, just above where the collarbones cone together. Wth a gurgle, she died, and the chanting
ended. For her, as for Baiku, the prayer was answered. She was not a slave before she died.

Wth all the villagers dead, Tagiri reached down again, but Hassan's hand was there before her
stoppi ng the display.

Tagiri was trenbling, but she pretended not to feel strong enotions. "I have seen such terrible
things before," said Tagiri. "But this time she saw nme. Saw us."
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"Or so it seens."
"She saw, Hassan."
"So it seens.” Now the words adnmitted she m ght be right.

"Somet hing fromour time, fromright now, was visible to her in her dream Perhaps we were stil
vi si bl e when she awoke. It seemed to ne that she was |looking at us. | didn't think of her seeing
us until after she awoke from her dream and yet she saw that | knew she could see us. It's too
much to be chance."

"If this is true," said Hassan, "then why haven't other watchers using the TruSite Il been
seen?"

"Perhaps we're only visible to those who need so desperately to see us."
"I't's inpossible," said Hassan. "W were taught that fromthe beginning."

"No," said Tagiri. "Remenber the course in the history of Pastwatch? The theorists weren't
certain, were they? Only years of observation convinced themthat their theory was right -- but in
the early days there was nuch tal k of tenporal backwash."

"So you paid nore attention in class than | did," said Hassan
"Tenporal backwash," she said again. "Don't you see how dangerous this is?"

"If it's true, if they really saw us, then it can't be dangerous because, after all, nothing
changed as a result of it."

"Not hi ng woul d ever seemto change," she said, "because we would then live in the version of the
present created by the new past. Wo knows how many changes, snall and great, we m ght have made,
and yet never knew it because the change nade our present different and we couldn't renenber it
bei ng any ot her way?"

"We can't have changed anything at all,"” said Hassan. "Or history woul d have changed, and even
if Pastwatch itself still existed, certainly the circunstances where we decided to stand here
together and watch this village would never have happened in just that way, and therefore the
change we nade in the past woul d have unnade our very naking of that change, and therefore it
couldn't happen. She didn't see us."

"I know the circularity argument as well as you do, Hassan," she said. "But this particular case
proves it false. You can't deny that she saw us, Hassan. You can't call it coincidence. Not when
she saw | was bl ack."

He grinned. "If the devils of her tine are white, then nmaybe she needed to invent a god as bl ack
as you."

"She al so saw that there were two of us, that we watched her three tines, that | knew she could
see us. She even got our era approximately right. She saw and she understood. W changed the
past."

Hassan shrugged. "I know, " he said. Then he sat up, alert again, having found an argunent. "It
doesn't nean that circularity is proved fal se," he said. "The Spani ards behaved exactly as they
woul d have anyway, so any change that came about because she saw us watchi ng her nade no
difference in the future because she and all her people were so soon dead. Maybe that's the only
time the TruSite Il has a backwash effect. Wen it can't possibly make a difference. So the past
is still safe fromour nmeddling. Wich nmeans we're al so safe.”

Tagiri did not bother pointing out that even though the Spaniards had killed or enslaved
everyone, it didn't change the fact that because of what Putukain saw in her vision, the people
were chanting a prayer as they were taken. That had to have an effect on the Spaniards. It had to
bend their lives, just alittle bit, the sheer strangeness of it. No change in the past would fai
to have sone kind of reverberation. It was the butterfly's wing, just as they taught in school
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Who knew whet her or not a stormin the North Atlantic m ght not have been triggered, far back in
the chain of cause-and-effect, by the flapping of a butterfly's wing in China? But there was no
point in arguing this with Hassan. Let himbelieve in safety while he could. Nothing was safe now
but neither were the watchers powerl ess, either.

"She saw ne," said Tagiri. "Her desperation nmade her believe | was a god. And her suffering
makes me wi sh that she were right. To have the power to help these people -- Hassan, if she could
sense us, it nmeans that we're sending sonething back. And if we're sending anything back at all
anyt hi ng, then perhaps we could do sonething that would help."

"How coul d we save that village?" said Hassan. "Even if it were possible to travel back in tinmne,
what woul d we do? Lead an avenging arny to destroy the Spanish who cane to take this village? Wat
woul d that acconplish? Mrre Spani sh would come later, or English or sone other conquering nation
from Europe. And in the neantine, our own tine would have been destroyed. Undone by our own
intervention. You can't change great sweeps of history by changing one small event. The forces of
hi story go on anyway."

"Dear Hassan," she said, "you tell nme now that history is such an inexorable force that we can't
alter its onward march. Yet a nonent ago you told ne that arty change, however small, would alter
history by so nmuch that it would undo our own tinme. Explain to ne why this isn't a contradiction."

"It is a contradiction, but that doesn't mean it's untrue. H story is a chaotic system The
details can shift endlessly, but the overall shape renmains constant. Make a small change in the
past, and it changes enough details in the present that we would not have cone together at exactly
this place and tine to watch exactly this scene. And yet the great novenents of history would be
| argel y unchanged. "

"Neither of us is a mathenmatician," said Tagiri. "W're just playing | ogic games. The fact is
t hat Putukam saw us, you and me. There is sone kind of sending fromour time to the past. This
changes everything, and soon the mathematicians will discover truer explanations for the workings
of our tinme machines, and then we'll see what's possible and what isn't. And if it turns out that
we can reach into the past, deliberately and purposefully, then we will do it, you and I."

"And why is that?"
"Because we're the ones she saw. Because she ... shaped us."

"She prayed for us to send a plague to wipe out all the Indies before the Europeans ever cane.
Are you really going to take that seriously?"

"I'f we're going to be gods," said Tagiri, "then | think we have a duty to cone up with better
sol utions than the people who pray to us."

"But we're not going to be gods," said Hassan
"You seem sure of that," she said.

"Because |'mquite sure the people of our tinme won't relish the idea of our world being undone
in order to aneliorate the suffering of one small group of people so | ong dead.”

"Not undone," said Tagiri. "Remade."

"You' re even crazier than a Christian, said Hassan. "They believe that one man's death and
suffering was worth it because it saved all of humanki nd. But you, you're ready to sacrifice half
t he people who ever lived, just to save one village."

She glared at him "You're right," she said. "For one village, it wouldn't be worth it."
She wal ked away.

* % %

It was real, she knewit. The TruSite Il reached back into the past, and the watchers were
sonmehow visible to the watched, if they knew howto look, if they were hungry to see. So what
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shoul d they do? There woul d be those, she knew, who would want to shut down all of Pastwatch to
avoid the risk of contam nating the past with unpredictable and possibly devastating results in
the present. And there would be others who would trust conplacently in the paradoxes, believing

t hat Pastwatch could be seen by people of the past only under circunstances where it could not
possi bly affect the future. Fearful overreaction or smug negligence, neither was appropriate. She
and Hassan had changed the past, and the change they introduced had in fact changed the present.
Perhaps it had not changed all the intervening generations between then and now, but certainly it
had changed Hassan and her. Neither of themwould think or do or say anything that they would have
t hought or done or said w thout having heard the prayer of Putukam They had changed the past, and
the past had changed the future. It could be done. The paradoxes didn't stop it. The peopl e of
this golden tine could do nore than observe and record and renenber

If that was so, then what of all the suffering that she had seen over all these years? Could
there be sone way to change it? And if it could be changed, how could she refuse? They had shaped
her. It was superstition, it neant nothing, and yet she could not eat that evening, could not
sleep that night for thinking of their chanted prayer

Tagiri got up fromher nmat and checked the tine. After mdnight, and she could not sleep
Pastwat ch allowed its workers, wherever they dwelt, to live in the native manner, and the city of
Juba had chosen to do so, as much as possible. So she was |ying on woven reeds in a | oose-wall ed
hut cooled only by the wind. But there was a breeze tonight, and the hut was cool, so it wasn't
heat that kept her awake. It was the prayer of the village of Ankuash.

She pulled a robe over her head and went to the | aboratory, where others also worked late --
there were no set working hours for people who played so | ocosely with the flow of tine. She told
her TruSite to show her Ankuash again, but after only a few seconds she could not bear it and
switched to another view Colunbus, |anding on the coast of Hi spaniola. The wecking of the Santa
Maria. The fort he built to hold the crew that he could not take back home with him It was a
ni serable sight to see again -- the way the crew attenpted to nake sl aves of the nearby villagers,
who sinply ran away; the kidnapping of young girls, the gang rapes until the girls were dead.

Then the Indies of several tribes began fighting back. This was not the ritual war to bring hone
victins for sacrifice. Nor was it the raiding war of the Caribs. It was a new kind of war, a
puni shing war. Or perhaps it was not so new, Tagiri realized. These oft-viewed scenes had been
conpletely translated and it appeared that the natives already had a name for a war of
anni hilation. They called it "star-at-white-nman' s-village war." The crew awoke one norning to find
pi eces of their sentries' bodies scattered through the fort, and five hundred Indie soldiers in
feat hered splendor inside the stockade. O course they surrendered.

The Indie villagers did not, however, adopt their captives preparatory to sacrifice. They had no
intention of naking these miserable rapists, thieves, and nurderers into gods before they died.
There was no formul a declaration of "He is as nmy bel oved son" when each Spani sh sailor was taken
i nto cust ody.

There would be no sacrifice, but there would still be blood and pain. Death, when it canme, was a
sweet relief. There were those, Tagiri knew, who relished this scene, for it was one of the few
victories of the Indies over the Spanish, one of the first victories of a dark people over the
arrogant whites. But she hadn't the stomach to watch it all the way through; she took no joy in
torture and sl aughter, even when the victins of it were nonstrous crimnals who had tortured and
sl aughtered others. Tagiri understood too well that in the mnds of the Spaniards, their victins
had not been human. It is our nature, she thought, that when we intend to enjoy being cruel, we
nmust transformour victiminto either a beast or a god. The Spanish sailors made the Indies into
animals in their mnds; all that the Indies proved, with their bitter vengeance, was that they
were capable of the identical transformation

Besi des, there was nothing in this scene to tell her what she wanted to see. |Instead she sent
the TruSite to Colunbus's cabin on the Nina, where he wote his letter to the King of Aragon and
the Queen of Castile. He spoke of vast wealth in gold and spices, rare woods, exotic beasts, vast
new realns to be converted into Christian subjects, and plenty of slaves. Tagiri had seen this
before, of course, if only to marvel at the irony that Col unbus saw no contradicti on between
promi sing his sovereigns both slaves and Christian subjects out of the sanme popul ati ons. Now,

t hough, Tagiri found sonething else to marvel at. She knew well enough that Col umbus had seen no
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serious quantities of gold, beyond what nmi ght have been found in any Spanish village where the
weal t hi est household in town mght have a few trinkets. He had understood al nost nothi ng of what
the Indies had said to him though he convinced hinself that he understood that they were telling
himof gold farther inland. Inland? They were pointing west, across the Caribbean, but Col unbus
had no way of knowi ng that. He had seen no glimrer of the vast wealth of the Incas or the Mexica --
those were not to be seen by Europeans for nore than twenty years, and when the gold at |ast began
to flow, Col umbus woul d be dead. Yet as she watched himwiting, then spun back and watched him
wite again, she thought: He isn't lying. He knows the gold is there. He is so sure of it, even

t hough he has never seen it and will never see it in his life.

This is how he turned the eyes of Europe westward, Tagiri realized. By the force of his
unshakabl e belief. If the king and queen of Spain had made their decision solely on the basis of
the evidence that Col unbus brought back with him there would have been no follow up to Col unbus's
voyage. Were were the spices? Wiere was the gold? His first discoveries had not begun to repay
even the costs of his own expedition. Who woul d throw good noney after bad?

W thout real evidence, Colunbus made these extravagant clains. He had found C pangu; Cathay and
the Spice Islands were close at hand. Al false, or Colunbus would have had a cargo to show for
it. Yet anyone who | ooked at him who heard him who knew him would recogni ze that this nman was
not lying, that he believed in his soul the things he said. On the strength of such a witness as
this, new expeditions were financed, new fleets set sail; great civilizations fell, and the gold
and silver of a continent flowed eastward while millions of people died of plagues and the
survivors watched hel pl essly as strangers came to rule their |land forever.

Al because Col unmbus coul d not be doubted when he spoke of things he had not seen

Tagiri played the recording of the scene in Ankuash, of the nonent when Putukamtold of her
dream She saw ne and Hassan, thought Tagiri. And Col unbus saw the gold. Sonehow he saw the gold
even though it lay decades in the future. We with our machi nes can see only into the past. But
sonehow this Genovese man and this |Indie woman saw what none can see, and they were right even
t hough there was no way, no sensible way, no |ogical way they could be right.

It was four in the nmorning when Tagiri came to the door of Hassan's w nd-cooled hut. If she
cl apped her hands or called to him it would waken others. So she slipped inside and found that
he, too, was still awake.

"You knew that | would cone," she said.
"If | had dared,"” he answered, "I would have cone to you."

"I't can be done," she said, blurting it out at once. "W can change it. W can stop --
sonet hing. Something terrible, we can make it go away. We can reach back and nmeke it better.”

He said nothing. He waited.
"l know what you're thinking, Hassan. W night also nmake it worse.”

"Do you think | haven't been going through this in ny mind tonight?" said Hassan. "Over and
over. Look at the world around us, Tagiri. Humanity is finally at peace. There are no plagues. No
children die hungry or live untaught. The world is healing. That was not inevitable. It m ght have
ended up far worse. What change could we possibly make in the past that would be worth the risk of
creating a history without this resurrection of the worl d?"

"I"l'l tell you what change would be worth it," she said. "The world woul d not have needed
resurrecting if it had never been killed."

"What, do you inmgine that there's sone change we coul d make that woul d i nprove human nature?
Undo the rivalry of nations? Teach people that sharing is better than greed?”

"Has hunman nature changed even now?" asked Tagiri. "I think not. W still have as much greed, as
much power-lust, as rmuch pride and anger as we ever had. The only difference nowis that we know
the consequences and we fear them W control ourselves. W have beconme, at long last, civilized."

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200r...%20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (20 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:13 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt
"So you think that we can civilize our ancestors?"

"I think," said Tagiri, "that if we can find sone way to do it, sone sure way to stop the world
fromtearing itself to pieces as it did, then we nust do it. To reach into the past and prevent
the disease is better than to take the patient at the point of death and slowy, slowy bring her
back to health. To create a world in which the destroyers did not triunph."

"I'f I know you at all, Tagiri," said Hassan, "you would not have cone here tonight if you didn't
know al ready what the change nust be."

"Col unbus, " she sai d.
"One sail or? Caused the destruction of the world?"

"There was not hing inevitabl e about his westward voyage at the tine he sail ed. The Portuguese
were on the verge of finding a route to the Orient. No one inmagi ned an unknown continent. The
wi sest ones knew that the world was | arge, and believed that an ocean twi ce the width of the
Paci fic stretched between Spain and China. Not until they had a sailing vessel they believed was
capabl e of crossing such an ocean would they sail west. Even if the Portuguese bunped into the
coast of Brasil, there was no profit there. It was dry and sparsely popul ated, and they woul d have
ignored it just the way they largely ignored Africa and didn't colonize it for four long centuries
after exploring its coast."

"You' ve been studying," he said.

"I"ve been thinking, " she said. "I studied all this years ago. It was because Col unbus cane to
Anerica, with his relentless faith that he had found the Orient. Merely stunbling on the | andmass
meant nothing -- the Norse did it, and where did that |ead? Even a chance | andi ng by soneone el se

on Cuba or the eastern tip of Brasil would have nmeant no nore than the nmeani ngl ess | andi ngs on
Vinland or the Guinea coast. It was only because of Colunbus's reports of boundl ess wealth that
never cane true until after he was dead that other sailors followed him Don't you see? It was not
the fact that sonebody sailed west that |l ed to the European conquest of America and thus of the
world. It was because Colunbus did it."

"One man, then, was responsible for the devastation of our planet?"

"OfF course not," said Tagiri. "I'mnot tal king about nmoral responsibility anyway, |I'mtalking
about cause. Europe was al ready Europe. Colunbus didn't make it that way. But it was the pillaging
of Anerica that financed the terrible religious and dynastic wars that swept Europe back and forth
for generations. If Europe hadn't had possession of Anerica, could it have inposed its culture on
the worl d? Whuld a world domi nated by Islamor ruled by Chinese bureaucracy have ever destroyed
itself the way we did in a world where every nation tried to becone as European as it coul d?"

"Of course it would," said Hassan. "Europeans didn't invent pillage."

"No, they invented the nmachines that nade their pillaging so madly efficient. The machi nes that
sucked all the oil out of the ground and let us carry war and fam ne across oceans and continents
until nine-tenths of humanki nd was dead."

"So Col unmbus is responsible for the age of technol ogy."
"Don't you see, Hassan, |'mnot affixing blame?"
"I know, Tagiri."

"I"'mfinding the place where the snallest, sinplest change would save the world fromthe nost
suffering. That woul d cause the fewest cultures to be lost, the fewest people to be enslaved, the
fewest species to fall extinct, the fewest resources to be exhausted. it cones together at the
poi nt where Col unbus returns to Europe with his tales of gold and sl aves and nations to be
converted into Christian subjects of the king and queen.”

"So you would kill Col unbus?"

Tagiri shuddered. "No," she said. "Who is to say that we could ever travel physically into the
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past in such a way that that would even be possible? W don't need to kill him anyway. W only
need to turn himaway fromhis plan of sailing west. We have to find out what's possible before we
decide howto do it. And nmurder -- | could never agree to that. Colunbus was no nonster. \W've al
agreed to that, ever since the Tenpovi ew showed the truth of him H's vices were the vices of his
time and culture, but his virtues transcended the mlieu of his life. He was a great man. | have
no wish to undo the life of a great man."

Hassan nodded, slowy. "Let us say this: if we knew that we could turn Col unbus away, and if
after much research we were sure that stopping himwould really stop the terrible course of the
world fromthat tine forward, then it mght be worth undoing this age of healing on the firm
chance of making it unnecessary."

"Yes," said Tagiri.
"It mght be the work of lifetinmes, finding the answers to those questions."
"It mght," said Tagiri. "But it mght not."

"And even after we were very sure, we might be wong, and the world might end up worse off than
before.”

"Wth one difference," said Tagiri. "If we stop Col unbus, we can be sure of this: Putukam and
Bai ku woul d never die under Spanish swords."

"I'mwith you this far, " said Hassan. "Let's find out if possible and desirable to do this
thing. Let's find out if the people of our own tine agree that it's worth it, that it's right to
doit. And if they agree that it is, then I'll be with you when it's done."

H s words were so confident -- yet she felt a dizzying vertigo, as if she stood on the edge of a

great chasm and the ground hadjust shifted a little under her feet. Wat sort of arrogance did
she have, even to inmagine reaching back into the past and naki ng changes? Wio am |, she thought,
if | dare to answer prayers intended for the gods?

Yet she knew even as she doubted herself that she had al ready nade up her nind. The Europeans
had had their future, had fulfilled their nost potent dreans, and it was their future that now was
the dark past of her world, the consequences of their choices that now were being scoured fromthe
Eart h.

European dreans led to this, to a deeply wounded world in conval escence, with a thousand years
of physicking ahead, with so nuch irretrievably lost, to be recovered only on the hol ot apes of
Pastwatch. So if it is in my power to undreamtheir dreams, to give the future to another people,

who is to say that it's wong? How could it be worse? Christopher Colunbus -- Cristobal Col ¢n, as
the Spanish called him Cristoforo Colonbo, as he was baptized in Genova -- he woul d not discover
Anerica after all, if she could find a way to stop him The prayer of the village of Ankuash woul d

be answer ed.

And by answering that prayer, her own thirst would be slaked. She could never satisfy the
hopel ess longing in the faces of all slaves in all tines. She could never wi pe away the sadness in
the face of her ancient great-grandnother Di ko and her once-joyous little boy, Acho. She could
never give their lives and bodies back to the slaves. But she could do this one thing, and by
doing it, the burden that had been building up inside her all these years would finally be lifted.
She woul d know that she had done all that was possible to heal the past.

The next norninva Tagiri and Hassan reported what had happened. For weeks the nobst inportant
| eaders of Pastwatch and many | eaders from outsi de Pastwatch, too, came to themto see the
hol ot ape, to discuss what it mght nean. They listened to Tagiri and Hassan as they raised their
questions and proposed their plans. In the end, they gave consent for a new project to explore
what Putukam s vision might nean. They called it the Col unbus Project, as nuch because it seened
the sane kind of nad inpossible journey that Colunbus had enbarked on in 1492 as because the
project nmight |ead to undoing his great achi evenent.

Tagiri kept the slavery project going, of course, but with Hassan she now | aunched the new
project with a very different team of workers. Hassan |l ed the group that studied history to see if

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200r...%20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (22 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:13 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt

st oppi ng Col unbus woul d have the effect that they desired, and to discover if some other change
m ght be nore desirable or nore easily practicable. Tagiri divided her working hours between the
sl avery project and coordinating the work of a dozen physicists and engi neers who were trying to
find out exactly how it was that tenporal backwash m ght work, and how to alter the tine nachines
in order to enhance the effect enough to allow the alteration of the past.

Early on in their collaboration, Tagiri and Hassan married and had a daughter and a son. The
daught er they naned Di ko, and Acho was the boy. Both children grew strong and wi se, imersed in
their parents' love and in the Col unbus project fromtheir infancy. Acho grew up to be a pilot,
ski nmi ng over the surface of the Earth like a bird, fast and free. Diko did not stray so far from
home. She | earned the | anguages, the tools, the stories inherent in her parents' work, and spent
her days beside them Tagiri |ooked at her husband, her children, and nore than once she thought,
What if some stranger froma faraway place cane and stole ny son fromne and made a slave of him
and | never saw him again? Wiat if a conquering arny froma place unheard of cane and nurdered ny
husband and raped ny daughter? And what if, in sone other place, happy people watched us as it
happened, and did nothing to help us, for fear it might endanger their own happi ness? Wat would |
thi nk of then? What kind of people would they be?

Chapter 3 -- Anbition

Sonetimes Diko felt as if she had grown up with Christopher Colunbus, that he was her uncle, her
grandf at her, her ol der brother. He was al ways present in her nother's work, scenes fromhis life
pl ayi ng out again and again in the background.

One of her earliest nmenories was of Col unbus giving orders for his nmen to capture several Indies
to take back to Spain as slaves. Di ko was so young she didn't realize the significance of what was
happeni ng, really. She knew, however, that the people in the holoview weren't real, so when her
not her said, with deep, bitter anger, "I will stop you," D ko thought that Mother was speaking to
her and she burst into tears.

"No, no," said Mother, rocking her back and forth. "I wasn't talking to you, | was talking to
the man in the hol oview "

"He can't hear you," said D ko.

"He will soneday."

"Papa says he died a hundred years ago."

"Longer than that, ny Diko."

"Way are you so mad at hin? |Is he bad?"

"He lived in a bad tine," said Mther. "He was a great man in a bad tine."

Di ko couldn't understand the noral subtleties of this. The only I esson she | earned fromthe
event was that somehow the people in the hol oview were real after all, and the man call ed
variously Cristoforo Col onbo and Cristobal Col ¢n and Christopher Col unbus was very, very inportant
to Mot her.

He becane inportant to Di ko, too. He was always in the back of her nmind. She saw hi m pl ayi ng as
a child. She saw him arguing endlessly with priests in Spain. She saw hi mkneel before the King of
Aragon and the Queen of Castile. She saw himtrying vainly to talk to Indies in Latin, Genovese,
Spani sh, and Portuguese. She saw himvisiting his son at a nonastery in La Rabida.

When she was five, Diko asked her nother, "Wy doesn't his son live with hinP"
"Who?"

"Cristoforo,"” said Diko. "Wiy does his little boy live at the nonastery?”
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"Because Col onbo has no wife."
"l know," said D ko. "She died."

"So while he's struggling to try to get the king and queen to | et himmake a voyage west, his
son has to stay sonewhere safe, where he can get an education.”

"But Cristoforo has another wife the whole tinme," said D ko.
"Not a wife," said Mther.
"They sl eep together," said Diko.

"What have you been doi ng?" asked Mdther. "Have you been running the hol oview when I wasn't
her e?"

"You' re al ways here, Mamm," said Diko.
"That's not an answer, you sly child. Wat have you been wat chi ng?"

"Cristoforo has another little boy with his newwife," said D ko. "He never goes to live in the
nonastery."

"That's because Colonbo isn't married to the new baby's nother."
"Way not ?" asked Di ko.

"Di ko, you're five years old and I'mvery busy. Is it such an energency that | have to explain
all this to you right now?"

Di ko knew that this neant that she would have to ask Father. That was all right. Father wasn't
hone as much as Mdther, but when he was, he answered all her questions and never made her wait
till she grew up.

Later that afternoon, Di ko stood on a stool beside her nother, helping her crush the soft beans
for the spicy paste that would be supper. As she stirred the mashed beans as neatly but vigorously
as she coul d manage, another question occurred to her. "If you died, Mama, would Papa send ne to a
nonast ery?"

"No, " said Mther.

"\Way not ?"

"I"'mnot going to die, not till you're an old wonan yourself."
"But if you did."

"We're not Christians and it's not the fifteenth century," said nother. "W don't send our
children to nonasteries to be educated.™

"He must have been very lonely," said Diko.

"Who?"

"Cristoforo's boy in the nonastery.”

"I"'msure you're right," said Mther.

"Was Cristoforo lonely, too?" asked Diko. "Wthout his little boy?"

"l suppose,"” said Mther. "Sone people get very lonely without their children. Even when they're
surrounded by other people all the tine, they nmiss their little ones. Even when their little ones
get older and turn into big ones, they mss the little ones that they'll never see again."
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Di ko grinned at that. "Do you miss the two-year-old nme?"

"Yes."

"Was | cute?"

"Actual ly, you were annoying," said Mther. "Always into everything, never at rest. You were an
i mpossi ble child. Your father and | could hardly get anything done for |ooking after you."

"Wasn't that cute?" asked Di ko. She was a little disappointed.

"We kept you, didn't we?" said Mdther. "You nust have been at least a little bit cute. Don't
spl ash the beans like that, or we'll end up eating dinner off the walls."

"Papa makes bean mash better than you do," said Diko.
"How ki nd of you to say so, " said Mother.

"But when you go to work, you're Papa's boss."

Mot her sighed. "Your father and | work together."

"You're head of the project. Everybody says so."

"Yes, that's true."

"I'f you're the head, is Papa the el bow or what?"

"Papa is the hands and feet, the eyes and heart."

Di ko started to giggle. "Are you sure Papa isn't the stomach?"
"I think your father's little pot belly is sweet."

"Well it's a good thing Papa isn't the bottomof the project.”

"That's enough, Diko," said Mdther. "Have a little respect. You really are not young enough
anynore for that sort of thing to be cute.”

"If it's not cute, what is it?"

"Nasty. "

"I"mgoing to be nasty ny whole life," said Diko defiantly.

"I have no doubt of it," said Mdther

"I"'mgoing to stop Cristoforo,"” she said.

Mot her | ooked at her oddly. "That's ny job, if it can be done at all."
"You'll be too old," said Diko. "lI'mgoing to grow up and stop himfor you."
Mot her didn't argue.

By the tine Di ko was ten, she spent all her afternoons in the lab, learning to use the old
Tenpovi ew. Technically she wasn't supposed to use it, but the whole installation at Ileret was now
devoted to Mdther's project, and so it was Mother's attitudes toward the rules that prevail ed.
Thi s meant that everyone followed scientific procedures rigorously, but the boundary line between
work and hone wasn't very carefully observed. Children and rel atives were often about, and as |ong
as they were quiet, no one worried. It wasn't as if anything secret were goi ng on. Besides, nobody
was using the outdated Tenpovi ews except to replay old recordings, so Diko wasn't interfering with
anybody's work. Everyone knew that Di ko was careful. So no one even comrented on the fact that an
unaut hori zed, hal f-educated child was browsing through the past unsupervised.
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At first, Father rigged the Tenpoview that Di ko used so that it would only replay previously
recorded views. Di ko soon becane annoyed with this, however, because the Tenpovi ew had such a
restricted perspective. She always |onged to see things from anot her angl e.

Just before her twelfth birthday, she figured out how to bypass Father's cursory attenpt at
bl ocking her fromfall access. She wasn't particularly deft about it; Father's computer nust have
told hi mwhat she had done, and he canme to see her alnost within the hour

"So you want to go | ooking into the past," he said.

"I don't like the views that other people recorded," she said. "They're never interested in what
I"'minterested in."

"What we're deciding right now," said Father, "is whether to banish you fromthe past entirely,
or to give you the freedomthat you want."

Di ko felt suddenly ill. "Don't banish ne," she said. "I'll stay with the old views but don't
make nme | eave."

"I know that all the people you | ook at are dead," said Father. "But that doesn't mean that it's
right for you to spy on themjust out of curiosity."

"Isn't that what Pastwatch is all about?" asked D ko.

"No," said Father. "Curiosity yes, but not personal curiosity. W' re scientists.”
"I'l'l be a scientist too," said Diko.

"We | ook at people's lives to find out why people do what they do."

"Me too," said Diko.

"You'll see terrible things," said Father. "Ugly things. Very private things. D sturbing
t hi ngs. "

"I already have."

"That's what | nean," said Father. "If you thought the things we've allowed you to see up to now
were ugly, private, or disturbing, what will you do when you see things that are really ugly,
private, and di sturbing?"

"Ugly, Private, and Disturbing. Sounds like a firmof solicitors," said D ko.

"If you're going to have the privileges of a scientist, then you have to act like a scientist,"
sai d Fat her.

"Meani ng?"

"I want daily reports of what places and tines you' ve watched. | want weekly reports of what
you' ve been exam ning and what you've |learned. You nust naintain a log just |ike everybody el se.
And if you see sonething disturbing, talk to ne or your nother."

Di ko grinned. "CGot it. Ugly and Private | deal with nyself, but Disturbing | discuss with the
Anci ent Ones."

"You are the light of nmy life," said Father. "But | think |I didn't yell at you enough when you
wer e young enough for it to do any good."

“I''"ll turn in all the reports you asked for," she said. "But you have to pronmise to read them"

"On exactly the sane basis as anybody else's reports,” said Father. "So you'd better not show ne
any second-rate work."

Di ko explored, reported, and began to | ook forward to her weekly interviews wth Father
concerning the work she did. Only gradually did she realize how childish and el enentary those
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early reports were, how she ski med over the surface of issues resolved |ong before by adult
wat chers; she nmarvel ed that Father never gave her a clue that she wasn't on the cutting edge of
science. He always listened with respect, and within a few years Di ko was doi ng things that
merited it.

It was old Cristoforo Col onbo, of all people, who got her away fromthe Tenpovi ew and onto the
far nore sensitive TruSite. She had never forgotten him because Mt her and Father never forgot
him but her early explorations with the Tenpovi ew never involved him Wy should they? She had
seen practically every nonent of Colonbo's [ife in the old recordings that Mther and Father had
been | ooking at nore or less continuously all her life. What brought her back to Col onbo was the
question she had set for herself: Wen do the great figures of history nmake the decisions that set
them on the path of greatness? She elininated fromher study all the people who sinply drifted
into fane; it was the ones who struggl ed agai nst great obstacles and never gave up who intrigued
her. Sone of them were nonsters and sone were noble; sone were sel f-serving opportuni sts and sone
were altruists; some of their achi evenents crunbled al nost at once, and sonme changed the world in
ways that had reverberations down to the present. To Di ko, that hardly mattered. She was searching
for the monent of decision, and, after she had witten reports on several dozen great figures, it
occurred to her that in all her watching of Cristoforo, she had never actually sat down and
studied himin a linear way, seeing what caused this son of an anbitious Genovese weaver to take
to the sea and tear up all the old maps of the world.

That Cristoforo was one of the great ones could not be doubted, whether Mther and Father
approved of himor not. So ... when was the decision mde? Wen did he first set foot on the
course that made himone of the nost fanous nmen in history?

She thought she found the answer in 1459, when the rivalry between the two great houses of
Genova, the Fieschi and the Adorno, was conming to a head. In that year a man naned Doneni co
Col ombo was a weaver, a supporter of the Fieschi party, the fornmer keeper of the Aivella Gate,
and the father of a little redheaded boy who had within himthe power to change the world.

Cristoforo was eight years old the last time Pietro Fregoso cane to visit his father. Cristoforo
knew t he man's nanme, but he al so knew that in Doneni co Col onbo's house, Pietro Fregoso was al ways
called by the title that had been wested fromhimby the Adorno party: the Doge. Pietro Fregoso
had decided to make a serious play for power again, and since Cristoforo's father was one of the
nmost fiery partisans in the Fieschi cause, it was not too surprising that Pietro chose to honor
the Col ombo house by hol ding a secret neeting there.

Pietro arrived in the norning, acconpanied by only a couple of nen -- he had to nove
i nconspi cuously through the city, or the Adornos would know he was plotting sonmething. Cristoforo
saw his father kneel and kiss Pietro's ring. Mther, who was standing in the doorway between the
weavi ng shop and the front room nuttered sonething about the Pope under her breath. But Pietro
was the Doge of CGenova, or rather the former Doge. No one called himthe Pope. "What did you say,
Manma?"

"Not hing," she said. "Cone in here."

Cristoforo found hinself being dragged into the weaving shop, where the journeynen's | oonms
rocked and banged as the apprentices carried thread back and forth or crawl ed under the loomto
fold the cloth that the journeynen were weaving. Cristoforo had a vague awareness that soneday
soon his father woul d expect himto take his place as an apprentice in the shop of sone other
menber of the weavers' guild. He did not |ook forward to it. The life of the apprentice was one of
drudgery and neani ngl ess | abor, and the journeynen's teasing turned into serious tornent when
Fat her and Mbother were not in the room In another weavers' shop, Cristoforo knew, he woul d not
have the protected status he had here, where his father was master

Soon Mother lost interest in Cristoforo and he was able to drift back to the doorway and watch
the goings-on in the front room where the bolts of cloth had been cleared fromthe display table
and the great spools of thread pulled up Iike chairs. Several other nmen had drifted in during the
past few mnutes. It was to be a neeting, Cristoforo saw. Pietro Fregoso was hol ding a council of
war, and in Father's house.

At first it was the great nen that Cristoforo watched. They were dressed in the nost dazzling,
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extravagant clothing he had ever seen. None of Father's custoners cane into the shop dressed like
this, but sonme of their clothing was made from Father's finest cloth. Cristoforo recognized the
rich brocade one gentleman was wearing as a cloth made not a nonth ago by Carlo, the best of the
journeynen. It had been picked up by Tito, who always wore a green uniform Only now did
Cristoforo realize that when Tito came to buy, he was not buying for hinself, but rather for his
master. Tito was not a custoner, then. He nerely did what he was sent to do. Yet Father treated
himlike a friend, even though he was a servant.

This got Cristoforo thinking about the way Father treated his friends. The joking, the easy
af fection, the shared wine, the stories. Eye to eye they spoke, Father and his friends.

Fat her always said that his greatest friend was the Doge -- was Pietro Fregoso. Yet now
Cristoforo saw that this was not the truth, for Father did not joke, showed no easiness in his
manner, told no stories, and the wine he poured was for the gentlenen at the table, and not for
hinself at all. Father hovered at the edges of the room watching to see if any man needed nore
wine, pouring it imrediately if he did. And Pietro did not include Father in his glance when he
met the eyes of the nmen around the table. No, Pietro was not Father's friend; by all appearances,
Father was Pietro's servant.

It made Cristoforo feel a little sick inside, for he knew that Father took great pride in having
Pietro for a friend. Cristoforo watched the neeting, seeing the graceful novenents of the rich
men, listening to the el egance of their |anguage. Sone of the words Cristoforo didn't even
understand, and yet he knew the words were Genovese and not Latin or Geek. O course Father has
nothing to say to these nen, Cristoforo thought. They speak another |anguage. They were foreigners
as surely as the strange nen Cristoforo saw down at the docks one day, the ones from Provence.

How di d these gentlemen learn to speak this way? Cristoforo wondered. How did they learn to say
words that are never spoken in our house or on the street? How can such words belong to the
| anguage of Genova, and yet none of the common Genovese know thenf |Is this not one city? Are these
men not of the Fieschi as Father is? The Adorno braggarts who pushed over Fieschi carts in the
mar ket, Father spoke nore like themthan Iike these gentlemen who were supposedly of his own

party.

There is nore difference between gentlenen and tradesnen |ike Father than there is between
Adorno and Fieschi. Yet the Fieschi and the Adorno often conme to blows, and there are stories of
killings. Wiy are there no quarrels between tradesnmen and gentl enen?

Only once did Pietro Fregoso include Father in the conversation

"I"minmpatient with all this biding our time, biding our tine!" he said. "Look at our Donenico
here." He gestured toward Cristoforo's father, who stepped forward |ike a tavernkeeper who had
been cal |l ed upon. "Seven years ago he was keeper of the Oivella Gate. Now he has a house half the
size of the one he had then, and only three journeynen instead of the six from before. Wy?
Because the so-called Doge steers all the business to Adorno weavers. Because | am out of power
and | can't protect ny friends!"

"It is not all a matter of Adorno patronage, ny lord," said one of the gentlenmen. "The whol e
city is poorer, what with the Turk in Constantinople, the Miuslinms harrying us at Chios, and the
Cat al oni an pirates who boldly raid our very docks and | oot the houses near the water."

"My point exactly!" said the Doge. "Foreigners put this puppet into power -- what do they care
how Genova suffers? It is tine to restore true Genovese rule. | will not hear a contradiction."”

One of the gentlenmen spoke quietly into the silence that foll owed Pietro's speech. "W are not
ready," he said. "W will pay in precious blood for a fool hardy attack now. "

Pietro Fregoso glowered at him "So. | say | will not hear a contradiction, and then you
contradi ct ne? What party are you in, de Portobell o?"

"Yours to the death, ny lord," said the man. "But you were never one who puni shed a man for
saying to you what he believed to be the truth."

"Nor will 1 punish you now," said Pietro. "As long as | can count on you standi ng beside ne."
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De Portobello rose to his feet. "In front of you, ny lord, or behind you, or wherever | nust
stand to protect you when danger threatens."

At that, Father stepped forward, unbidden. "I too will stand beside you, my lord!" he cried.
"Any man who woul d rai se a hand agai nst you nmust first strike down Donmeni co Col onbo! "

Cristoforo saw how the others reacted. Wiere they had nodded when de Portobell o made his prom se
of loyalty, they only |l ooked silently at the table when Father spoke. Some of themturned red --
in anger? Enbarrassnent? Cristoforo wasn't sure why they would not want to hear Father's prom se
Was it because only a gentleman could fight well enough to protect the rightful Doge? O was it
because Father should not have been so bold as to speak at all in such exalted conpany?

What ever the reason, Cristoforo could see that their silence had struck Father |ike a blow He
seenmed to wither as he shrank back against the wall. Only when his humliation was conplete did
Pietro speak again. "Qur success depends on all the Fieschi fighting with courage and loyalty."
H s words were gracious, but they were too late to spare Father's feelings. They cane, not as an
honor abl e acceptance of Father's offer, but rather as a consolation, the way a man might pet a
| oyal dog.

Fat her doesn't matter to them thought Cristoforo. They neet in his house because they nust keep
their neeting secret, but he himself is nothing to them

The neeting ended soon after; the decision was to go on the attack in two days. As soon as the
gentl emen had |l eft and Father closed the door, Mther sailed past Cristoforo and pushed herself
into Father's face. "Wat do you nean, you fool? If anyone wants to harmthe rightful Doge,
they'lIl have to strike down Domeni co Col ombo first! -- what nonsense! Wen did you becone a
sol dier? Where is your fine sword? How many duel s have you fought? O are you thinking this wll
be a brawl in a tavern, and you have only to knock together the heads of a couple of drunks, and
the battle will be won? Do you care nothing for our children, that you plan to | eave them
fat herl ess?"

"A man has honor," said Father

Cristoforo wondered, Wat is Father's honor, when his greatest friend despises the offer of his
life?

"Your honor will have your children on the street in rags."

"My honor made ne keeper of the Oivella Gate for four years. You liked living in our fine house
then, didn't you?"

"That tinme is over," said Mother. "Blood will flow, and it will not be Adorno bl ood."

"Don't be too sure of that," said Father. He stormed upstairs. Mther burst into tears of rage
and frustration. The argument was over.

But Cristoforo wasn't satisfied. He waited as Mther cal med herself by pulling the extra spools
away fromthe table and putting the cloth back on it, so custoners could look at it and so it
woul d stay clean. Wen he judged he coul d speak without being screaned at, he said, "How do
gentlemen learn to be gentl emen?"

She glared at him "They're born that way," she said. "God nade them gentlenen."

"But why can't we learn to talk the way they do?" Cristoforo asked. "I don't think it would be
hard." Cristoforo inmtated the refined voice of de Portobello, saying, "You were never one who
puni shed a man for saying what he believed to be the truth."

Mot her came to him and sl apped himhard across the face. It stung, and even though Cristoforo
had | ong since stopped crying when he was puni shed, the sheer surprise of it nore than the sting
made tears leap fromhis eyes

"Don't ever let me hear you putting on airs like that again, Cristoforo!" she shouted. "Are you
too good for your father? Do you think that honking like a goose will make you grow feathers?"
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In his anger, Cristoforo shouted back at her. "My father is as good a man as any of them Wy
shoul dn't his son learn to be a gentl eman?"

Ahnost she sl apped himagain, for having dared to answer her back. But then she caught herself,
and actually heard what he had said. "Your father is as good as any of them" she said. "Better!"

Cristoforo gestured toward the fine fabrics spread across the table. "There is the cloth -- why
can't Father dress like a gentlenman? Wiy can't he speak the way they do, and dress like them and
then the Doge woul d honor him"

"The Doge would laugh at him" said Mther. "And so would everyone else. And then if he kept on
trying to act the gentlenman, one of themwould cone along and put a rapier through your father's
heart, for daring to be such an upstart."”

"Way woul d they laugh at him if they don't |augh at these other nen for dressing and tal king
the way they do?"

"Because they really are gentlenen, and your father is not."

"But if it isn't their clothing and their language ... |Is there something in their blood? They

didn't | ook stronger than Father. They had weak arms, and nost of themwere fat."

"Father is stronger than they are, of course. But they carry swords."
"Then Father should buy a sword!"

"Who woul d sell a sword to a weaver!" said Modther, |aughing. "And what would Father do with it?
He has never wielded a sword in his life. He'd cut off his own fingers!”

"Not if he practiced," said Cristoforo. "Not if he |earned."”

"It isn't the sword that makes a nman a gentlenman,"” said Mdther. "Gentlenmen are born as the
children of gentlenmen, that's all. Your father's father wasn't a gentleman, and so he isn't."

Cristoforo thought about this for a nonment. "Aren't we all descended from Noah, after the flood?
Why are the children of one famly gentlenen, and the children of Father's famly aren't? God nade
us all."

Mot her |aughed bitterly. "Ch, is that what the priests taught you? Wll, you should see them
bowi ng and scraping to the gentlemen while they piss on the rest of us. They think that God |ikes
gentl emen better, but Jesus Christ didn't act that way. He cared nothing for gentlenen!"

"So what gives themthe right to | ook down at Father?" demanded Cristoforo, and against his wll
his eyes again filled with tears.

She regarded himfor a nmonent, as if deciding whether to tell himthe truth. "Gold and dirt,"
she sai d.

Cristoforo didn't understand.

"They have gold in their treasure boxes," said Mther, "and they own | and. That's what nakes
them gentlenen. |If we had huge swatches of |land out in the country, or if we had a box filled with
gold in the attic, then your father would be a gentleman and no one would | augh at you if you
learned to talk the fancy way they do and wore clothing made of this." She held the trailing end
of a bolt of cloth against Cristoforo's chest. "You'd nake a fine gentleman, nmy Cristoforo."” Then
she dropped the fabric and | aughed and | aughed and | aughed.

Finally Cristoforo |left the room Gold, he thought. If Father had gold, then those other nen
would listen to him Well, then -- | will get himgold.

* k% %

One of the nen at the neeting nmust have been a traitor, or perhaps one of them spoke carel essly,
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where a traitorous servant overheard, but somehow the Adornos got word of the plans of the

Fi eschi, and when Pietro and his two bodyguards showed up beside the cylindrical towers of the
Sant' Andrea Gate where the rendezvous was supposed to take place, they were set upon by a dozen of
the Adornos. Pietro was dragged fromhis horse and struck in the head with a mace. They left him
for dead as they ran away. The shouting could be heard in the Col onbo house as clearly as if it
had happened next door, which it alnobst had -- they lived scarcely a hundred yards fromthe Sant'
Andrea Gate. They heard the first shouts of the nmen, and Pietro's voice as he cried out, "Fieschi
To ne, Fieschi!l"”

At once Father took his heavy staff fromits place by the fire and ran into the street. Nbother
got to the front of the house too late to stop him Scream ng and crying, she gathered the
children and the apprentices into the back of the house while the journeynen stood guard at the
front door. There in the gathering darkness they heard the tunult and shouting, and then Pietro's
screani ng. For he had not been killed outright, and now in his agony he howed for help in the
ni ght.

"Fool ," whispered Mother. "If he keeps screeching like that, he'll tell all the Adornos that
they didn't kill himand they'll come back and finish himoff."

"WIIl they kill Father?" asked Cristoforo.
The younger children began to cry.
"No," said Mother, but Cristoforo could tell that she was not sure.

Per haps she coul d sense his skepticism "All fools," she said. "All nmen are fools. Fighting over
who gets to rule Genova -- what does that matter? The Turk is in Constantinople! The heathens have
the Holy Sepul chre in Jerusalem The nane of Christ is no | onger spoken in Egypt, and these little
boys are squabbling over who gets to sit on a fancy chair and call hinself the Doge of Genova?
What is the honor of Pietro Fregoso conpared to the honor of Jesus Christ? Wat is it to possess
t he pal ace of the Doge when the | and where the Bl essed Virgin wal ked in her garden, where the
angel came to her, is in the hands of circuntised dogs? If they want to kill sonebody, |et them
liberate Jerusalem Let themfree Constantinople! Let them shed blood to redeemthe honor of the
Son of Cod!"

"That's what | will fight for," said Cristoforo.
"Don't fight!" said one of his sisters. "They'd kill you."
"I"'d kill themfirst."

"You're very small, Cristoforo," his sister said.

"I won't always be small."

"Hush," said Mother. "This is all nonsense. The son of a weaver doesn't go on Crusade."
"Way not?" said Cristoforo. "Wuld Christ refuse ny sword?"

"What sword?" said Mdther scornfully.

"I'"ll have a sword one day," said Cristoforo. "I'Il be a gentleman!"

"How, when you have no gol d?"

“I"1l get gold!"
"I'n Genova? As a weaver? As long as you live, you'll be the son of Donenico Col onbo. No one will
give you gold, and no one will call you a gentleman. Now be silent, or I'Il pinch your arm"

It was a worthy threat, and all the children knew well enough to obey when Mther uttered it.

A couple of hours | ater, Father cane hone. The journeymen alnost didn't let himin, just from
hi s knocking. Not until he cried out in anguish "My lord is dead! Let nme in!" did they unbar the
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He staggered inside just as the children raced after Mother into the front room Father was
covered with bl ood, and Mot her screaned and enbraced hi mand then searched hi mfor wounds.

"It's not ny blood,"” he said in anguish. "lIt's the blood of ny Doge! Pietro Fregoso is dead! The
cowards set on himand pulled himfromhis horse and struck himin the head with a nace!"

"Why are you covered with his blood, Nico!"

"I carried himto the doors of the palace of the Doge. | carried himto the place where he ought
to be!"

"Way woul d you do that, you fool!"

"Because he told ne to! | came to himand he was crying out and covered with blood and | said,
"Let ne take you to your physicians, let ne take you to your house, let ne find the ones who did
this and kill themfor you,' and he said to ne, 'Donenico, take ne to the palace! That's where the
Doge should die -- in the palace, like ny father!' So | carried himthere, in my own arns, and
didn't care if the Adornos saw us! | carried himthere and he was in nmy arns when he died! | was
his true friend!"

"I'f they saw you with him they' Il find you and kill you!"
"What does it matter?" said Father. "The Doge is dead!"

"It matters to ne," said Mdther. "Get those clothes off." She turned to the journeymen and began
giving orders. "You -- get the children to the back of the house. You -- have the apprentices draw
water and heat it for a bath. You -- when | get these clothes off him burn them?"

The other children obeyed the journeyman and fled to the back of the house, but Cristoforo did
not. He watched as his nother undressed his father, covering himw th kisses and curses the whol e
time. Even after she led himinto the courtyard for his bath, even as the stench of the burning
bl oody clothing cane into the house, Cristoforo stayed there in the front room He was on watch
guardi ng the door.

O so the old accounts of that night all said. Colunbus was on watch, to keep his fanmly safe.
But Di ko knew that this was not all that was going through Cristoforo's nmind. No, he was making
his decision. He was setting before hinself the terns of his future greatness. He would be a
gent |l eman. Kings and queens would treat himw th respect. He woul d have gold. He woul d conquer
ki ngdonms in the name of Christ.

He nust have known even then that to acconplish all of this, he would have to | eave Genova. As
his nother had said: As long as he lived in this city, he would be the son of Domenico the weaver.
From the next norning he bent his life toward achi eving his new goals. He began to study --
| anguages, history -- with such vigor that the nonks who were teaching himconmented on it. "He
has caught the spirit of scholarship," they said, but Di ko knew that it wasn't learning for its
own sake. He had to know | anguages to travel abroad in the world. He had to know history to know
what was in the world when he ventured into it.

And he had to know how to sail. Every chance he got, Cristoforo was down at the docks, |istening
to the sailors, questioning them |earning what all the crewnen did. Later he focused on the
navi gators, plying themw th wine when he could afford it, sinply demandi ng answers when he coul d
not. Eventually it would get himaboard a ship, and then another; he turned down no chance to
sail, and did any work that was asked of him so that he would know all that a weaver's son could
hope to | earn about the sea.

D ko made her report on Cristoforo Col onbo, on the nonment when he nade his decision. As al ways,
her father praised it, criticizing only mnor points. But she knew by now that his praise could
conceal serious criticism Wen she challenged him he wouldn't tell her what his criticismwas.
"I say that this report is a good one," he told her. "Now | eave ne al one."

"There's sonething wong with it," Diko said, "and you're not telling nme."
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"I't's a well-written report. It has nothing wong except the points | told you."

"Then you di sagree with nmy conclusion. You don't think this was what made Cristoforo decide to
be great.”

"Decide to be great?" asked Father. "Yes, | think this is ahnost certainly the point in his life
where he nade that decision.”

"Then what's wong with it!" she shouted.
"Not hi ng!" he shouted back

"I''mnot a child!"

He | ooked at her in consternation. "You aren't?"
"You're hunoring me and I'mtired of it!"

"Al right," he said. "Your report is excellent and observant. He certainly decided on the night
you pinpointed, and for the reasons that you laid out, that he would pursue gold and greatness and
the glory of God. Al that is very good. But there is not one breath of a hint in anything you
reported on that would tell us why and how he deci ded that he woul d achi eve those goals by sailing
west into the Atlantic."

It struck as brutally as the slap that Cristoforo's mother had given him and it brought the
same tears to her eyes, even though there was no physical blow invol ved.

"I"'msorry," said Father. "You said you were not a child."

"I"'mnot," she said. "And you're wong."
"l anmP"

"My project is to find when the decision for greatness was nade, and that's what | found. It's
your project and Mother's project to figure out when Col unbus deci ded to go west."

Fat her | ooked at her in surprise. "Wll, yes, | suppose so. It's certainly sonething we need to
know. "

"So there's nothing wong with ny report for ny project, just because it doesn't happen to
answer the question that's bothering you in yours."

"You're right," said Father.
"I know "

"Well, now | know, too. | withdraw the criticism Your report is conplete and acceptable and
accept it. Congratul ations.

But she didn't go away.

"Di ko, |I'mworking," he said.

"Il find it for you," she said.

"Fi nd what ?"

"Whatever it was that caused Cristoforo to sail west."
"Finish your own project, Diko," said Father

"You don't think I can, do you?"

"I've been over the recordings of Colunbus's life, and so has your nother, and so have countl ess
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ot her scholars and scientists. You think you'll find what none of them ever found?"

"Yes," said Diko.

"Well," said Father. "I think we've just isolated your decision for greatness."”

He smiled at her, a crooked little snle. She assumed that he was teasing her. But she didn't
care. He might think he was joking, but she would make his joke turn real. Had he and Mt her and

countl ess others pored over all the old Tenpoview recordi ngs of Colunbus's life? Very well, then
Di ko woul d stop | ooking at recordings at all. She would go and |l ook directly at his Iife, and not
with the Tenpoview, either. The TruSite Il would be her tool. She didn't ask for pernission, and

she didn't ask for help. She sinply took over a machine that wasn't used at night, and adjusted
the schedule of her life to fit the hours when the machi ne was hers to use. Some wondered whet her
she really ought to be using the nost up-to-date nachines -- after all, she wasn't actually a
menber of Pastwatch. Her training was at best informal. She was nerely the child of watchers, and
yet she was using a machine that one normally got access to after years of study.

Those who had those doubts, however, seeing the set of her face, seeing how hard she worked and
how qui ckly she I earned to use the nachine, soon lost any desire to question her right to do it.
It occurred to some of themthat this was the human way, after all. You went to school to learn to
do a trade that was different fromyour parents' work. But if you were going into the fanly
busi ness, you learned it fromchil dhood up. D ko was as nmuch a watcher as anyone el se, and by al
i ndi cati ons a good one. And those who had at first thought of questioning her or even stopping her
instead notified the authorities that here was a novice worth observing. A recording was started,
wat ching all that Di ko did. And soon she had a silver tag on her file: Let this one go where she
want s.

Chapter 4 -- Kenm

The Santa Maria sank on a reef on the north shore of Hi spaniola, due to Col unbus's fool hardi ness
in sailing at night and the inattention of the pilot. But the Nina and the Pinta did not sink
they sailed hone to report to Europe on the vast lands awaiting themto the west, triggering a
westward fl ood of immgrants, conquerors, and explorers that wouldn't stop for five hundred years.
I f Col umbus was to be stopped, the Nina and the Pinta could not return to Spain.

The man who sank them was Kenal Akyazi, and the path that brought himto Tagiri's project to
change history was a | ong and strange one.

Kemal Akyazi grew up within a fewmles of the ruins of Troy; fromhis boyhood hone above
Kunkal e he could see the waters of the Dardanelles, the narrow strait that connects the waters of
the Black Sea with the Aegean. Many a war had been fought on both sides of that strait, one of
whi ch had produced the great epic of Homer's Iliad.

This pressure of history had a strange influence on Kemal as a child. He learned all the tales
of the place, of course, but he also knew that the tales were Greek, and the place was of the
G eek Aegean world. Kemal was a Turk; his own ancestors had not cone to the Dardanelles until the
fifteenth century. He felt that it was a powerful place, but it did not belong to him So the
Iliad was not the story that spoke to Kenmal's soul. Rather it was the story of Heinrich
Schli emann, the Gernman explorer who, in an era when Troy had been regarded as a nere | egend, a
myth, a fiction, had been sure not only that Troy was real but also that he could find it. Despite
all scoffers, he nmounted an expedition and located it and unburied it. The old stories turned out
to be true.

In his teens Kenal thought it was the greatest tragedy of his life that Pastwatch was using
machi nes to | ook through the the millennia of human history. There woul d be no nore Schlienmanns,
studyi ng and ponderi ng and guessing until they found sonme artifact, sone ruin of a long-lost city,
sonme remmant of a | egend nmade true again. Thus Kemal had no interest in joining Pastwatch, though
they tried to recruit himfor it as he entered college. It was not history but exploration and
di scovery that he hungered for; what was the glory in finding the truth through a machi ne?
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So, after an abortive try at physics, he studied to becone a neteorologist. At the age of
ei ghteen, heavily imersed in the study of clinmate and weather, he touched again on the findings
of Pastwatch. No | onger did neteorol ogists have to depend on only a few centuries of weather
nmeasurenents and fragnentary fossil evidence to determ ne |ong-range patterns. Now they had
accurate accounts of stormpatterns for nillions of years. Indeed, in the earliest years of
Pastwat ch, the machinery of the TruSite |I had been so coarse that individual humans coul d not be
seen. It was like time-lapse photography in which people don't remain in place | ong enough to be
on nore than a single frame of the film nmaking theminvisible. So in those days Pastwatch
recorded the weat her of the past, erosion patterns, volcanic eruptions, ice ages, climatic shifts.

Al that data was the bedrock on which nodern weat her prediction and control rested.
Met eor ol ogi sts coul d see devel opi ng patterns and, without disrupting the overall flow, could make
tiny changes that prevented any one area from going conpletely rainless during a tinme of drought,
or sunless during a wet growi ng season. They had taken the sharp edge off the relentless scythe of
climate, and now the great project was to determ ne how they m ght nake a nore serious change, to
bring a steady pattern of light rain to the desert regions of the world, to restore the prairies
and savannas that had once been there. That was the work that Kermal wanted to be a part of.

Yet he could not bring hinself out fromthe shadow of Troy, the nenory of Schliemann. Even as he
studied the climatic shifts involved with the waxi ng and wani ng of the ice ages, his nind
contained fleeting i mges of lost civilizations, |egendary places that waited for a Schliemann to
uncover them

H s project for his degree in neteorol ogy was part of the effort to deternine how the Red Sea
m ght be exploited to devel op dependabl e rains for the Sudan and central Arabia; Kenal's imediate
target was to study the difference between weather patterns during the |last ice age, when the Red
Sea had all but disappeared, and the present, with the Red Sea at its fullest. Back and forth he
went through the coarse old Pastwatch recordi ngs, gathering data on sea | evel and on precipitation
at selected points inland. The old TruSite | had been inprecise at best, but good enough for
counting rainstormns.

Time after tinme Kemal would cycle through the up-and-down fluctuations of the Red Sea, watching
as the average sea level actually rose toward the end of the Ice Age. He always stopped, of
course, at the abrupt junmp in sea level that nmarked the rejoining of the Red Sea and the Indian
Ccean. After that, the Red Sea was usel ess for his purposes, since its sea level was tied to that
of the great world ocean.

The echo of Schliemann inside Kemal's mnd made hi mthi nk: What a fl ood that nust have been

What a flood. The Ice Age had | ocked up so much water in glaciers and ice sheets that the sea
| evel of the whole world fell. It eventually reached a | ow enough point that |and bridges arose
out of the sea. In the north Pacific, the Bering |land bridge allowed the ancestors of the Indies
to cross on foot into their great enpty honeland. Britain and Fl anders were joined. The
Dar danel | es were closed and the Bl ack Sea becane a salty |ake. The Persian Gulf di sappeared and
becane a great plain cut by the Euphrates. And the Bab al Mandab, the strait at the nouth of the
Red Sea, becane a | and bridge.

But a land bridge is also a dam As the world climate warmed and the gl aciers began to rel ease
their pent-up water, the rains fell heavily everywhere; rivers swelled and the seas rose. The
great south-flowi ng rivers of Europe, which had been nostly dry during the peak of gl aciation, now
were massive torrents. The Rhone, the Po, the Strinon, the Danube poured so much water into the
Medi terranean and the Black Sea that their water |level rose at about the sane rate as that of the
great world ocean.

The Red Sea had no great rivers, however. It was, in geological terns, a new sea, fornmed by
rifting between the new Arabian plate and the ancient African, which neant it had uplift ridges on
both coasts. Many rivers and streans flowed fromthose ridges down into the Red Sea, but none of
them carried nmuch water conpared to the rivers that drained vast basins and carried the nelt-off
of the glaciers of the north. So, while the Red Sea gradually rose during this tine, it |agged
far, far behind the great world ocean. Its water |evel responded to the i nmedi ate | ocal weat her
pattens rather than to worl dwi de weather. Until one day the Indian Ccean rose so high that tides
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began to spill over the Bab al Mandab. The water cut new channels in the grassland there. Over a
peri od of several years, the | eakage grew, creating a series of large new tidal |akes on the
Hani sh Plain. And then one day, sone fourteen thousand years ago, the flow cut a channel so deep
that it didn't dry up at low tide. The water kept running through it, cutting the channel deeper
and deeper, until those tidal |akes were fall, and brinmed over. Wth the weight of the Indian
Ccean behind it the water gashed into the basin of the Red Sea in a vast flood that in a few hours
brought the Red Sea up to the [evel of the world ocean

This isn't just the boundary marker between useful and usel ess water |evel data, thought Kemnal.
This is a cataclysm one of the rare tines when a single event changes a vast area in a period of
time short enough that human beings could notice it. And, for once, this cataclysm happened in an
era when human beings were there. It was not only possible but likely that someone saw this flood -
- indeed, that it killed many, for the southern end of the Red Sea basin was rich savanna and
mar shl and up to the nmoment when the ocean broke through, and surely the humans of fourteen
t housand years ago woul d have hunted there. Wuld have gathered seeds and fruits and berries
there. Sone hunting party nust have seen, fromthe peaks of the Dehal ak Mountains, the great walls
of water that roared up the plain, breaking and parting around the sl opes of the Dehal aks, making
i sl ands of them

Such a hunting party would have known that their famlies had been killed by this water. What
woul d they have thought? Surely that some god was angry with them That the world had been done
away, buried under the sea. And if they survived, if they found a way to the Eritrean shore after
the great turbul ent waves settled down to the nore placid waters of the new, deeper sea, they
would tell the tale to anyone who would listen. And for a few years they could take their hearers
to the water's edge, show themthe treetops barely rising above the surface of the sea, and tel
themtales of all that had been buried under the waves.

Noah, thought Kenal. The inmortal Ut napishtim the flood survivor that G| ganesh visited.
Ziusudra of the Sunerian flood story. Atlantis. The stories were believed. The stories were
renenbered. In tinme the tellers of the tale forgot where it happened -- they naturally transposed
the events to locations that they knew. But they remenbered the things that mattered. Wat did the
flood story of Noah say? Not just rain, no, it wasn't a flood caused by rain alone. The "fountains
of the great deep" broke open. No |local flood on the Mesopotam an plain would cause that inmage to
be part of the story. But the great wall of water fromthe Indian Ccean, com ng on the heels of
years of steadily increasing rain -- that would bring those words to the storytellers' Iips,
generation after generation for ten thousand years until they could be witten down.

As for Atlantis, everyone was so sure they had found it years ago. Santorini -- Thios -- the
Aegean island that blew up. But the oldest stories of Atlantis said nothing of blowing up in a
vol cano. They spoke only of the great civilization sinking into the sea. The supposition was that
|ater visitors canme to Santorini and, seeing water where an island city used to be, assuned that
it had sunk, knowi ng nothing of the volcanic eruption. To Kenmal, however, this now seened far-
fetched i ndeed, compared to the way it would have | ooked to the people of Atlantis thensel ves,
somewhere on the Massawa Pl ain, when the Red Sea seenmed to leap up in its bed, engulfing the city.
That woul d be sinking into the seal No explosion, just water. And if the city were in the nmarshes
of what was now the Massawa Channel, the water woul d have cone not just fromthe sout heast but
fromthe northeast and the north as well, flow ng anong and around the Dehal ak mountai ns, making
i sl ands of them and swal |l owing up the narshes and the city with them

Atlantis. They were not beyond the pillars of Hercules, but Plato was right to associate the
city with a strait. He, or whoever told the tale to him sinply replaced the Bab al Mandab with
the greatest strait that he had heard of. The story might well have reached Plato by way of
Phoeni ci a, where Mediterranean sailors would have nade the story fit the sea they knew. They
|l earned it from Egypti ans, perhaps, or nonad wanderers fromthe hinterlands of Arabia, or perhaps
it was already latent within every old-world culture by then; and "within the straits of Mandab”
woul d have beconme "within the pillars of Hercules," and then, because the Mediterranean itself was
not strange and exotic enough, the |ocale was noved outside even that strait.

Al'l these suppositions cane to Kemal with the absolute certainty that they were true, or nearly
true. He rejoiced at the thought of it: There was still an ancient civilization left to discover.

But if it was there, why hadn't Pastwatch found it? The answer was sinple enough. The past was
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huge, and while the TruSite | had been used to collect climatol ogical information, the new

machi nes that were precise enough to track individual human bei ngs woul d never have been used to
| ook at oceans where nobody |lived. Yes, the Tenpovi ew had explored the Bering Strait and the
Engl i sh Channel, but that was to track | ong-known-of migrations. There was no such nmigration in
the Red Sea. Pastwatch had sinply never | ooked through their preci se new machines to see what was
under the water of the Red Sea in the waning centuries of the last Ice Age. And they never would
| ook, either, unless someone gave them a conpelling reason

Kemal understood bureaucracy enough to know that he, a student neteorologist, would hardly be
taken seriously if he brought an Atlantis theory to Pastwatch -- particularly a theory that put
Atlantis in the Red Sea of all places, and fourteen thousand years ago, |ong before civilizations
arose in Suneria or Egypt, let alone China or the Indus Valley or anong the swanps of Tehuantepec.

Yet Kemal also knew that the setting would have been right for a civilization to growin the
marshy | and of the Massawa Channel. Though there weren't enough rivers flowing into the Red Sea to
fill it at the sane rate as the world ocean, there were still rivers. For instance, the Zula,
whi ch still had enough water to fl ow even today, once watered the whole |length of the Massawa
Plain and flowed down into the runp of the Red Sea near Mersa Mibarek. And, because of the
different rainfall patterns of that time, there was a | arge and dependable river flow ng out of
the Assahara basin. Assahara was now a dry rift valley bel ow sea | evel, but then it would have
been a freshwater | ake fed by nany streans and spilling over the | owest point into the Massawa
Channel . The river nmeandered along the nearly | evel Massawa Plain, with sone branches of it
joining the Zula R ver, and sone wandering east and north to formseveral nouths in the Red Sea.

Thus dependabl e sources of fresh water fed the area, and in rainy season the Zula, at |east,
woul d have brought new silt to freshen the soil, and in all seasons the wandering flatwater rivers
woul d have provided a neans of transportation through the marshes. The climte was al so dependably
warm wth plenty of sunlight and a | ong growi ng season. There was no early civilization that did
not grow up in such a setting. There was no reason a civilization m ght not have grown up then.

Yes, it was six or seven thousand years too early. But couldn't it be that the very destruction
of Atlantis convinced the survivors that the gods did not want hunman bei ngs to gather together in
cities? Weren't there hints of that anti-civilization bias lingering in many of the ancient
religions of the Mddle East? What was the story of Cain and Abel, if not a netaphorica
expression of the evil of the city-dweller, the farner, the brother-killer who is judged unwort hy
by the gods because he does not wander with his sheep? Coul dn't such stories have circul ated
widely in those ancient tinmes? That would explain why the survivors of Atlantis hadn't imediately
begun to rebuild their civilization at another site: They knew that the gods forbade it, that if
they built again their city would be destroyed again. So they renenbered the stories of their
gl orious past, and at the same tinme condemmed their ancestors and warned everyone they net agai nst
peopl e gathering together to build a city.

It woul d have nade people yearn for such a place and fear it, both at once.

Not until a Ninrod came, a tower-builder, a Babel-naker who defied the old religion, would the
anci ent proscription be overcome at |ast and another city rise up, in another river valley far in
time and space fromAtlantis, but renenbering the old ways that had been nenorialized in the
stories and, as far as possible, replicating them W wll build a tower so high that it can't be
imersed. Didn't Genesis link the flood with Babel in just that way, conplete with the nonads
stern disapproval of the city? This was the story that survived in Mesopotanmia -- the tale of the
beginning of city life there, but with clear nmenories of a nore ancient civilization that had been
destroyed in a fl ood.

A nore ancient civilization. The gol den age. The giants who once wal ked the earth. Wy coul dn't
all these stories be renenbering the first human civilization, the place where the city was
i nvented? Atlantis, the city of the Massawa Pl ai n.

But how could he prove it w thout using the Tenpoview? And how coul d he get access to one of
those nmachi nes without first convincing Pastwatch that Atlantis was really in the Red Sea? It was
circular, with no way out.

Until he thought: Wiy do large cities formin the first place? Because there are public works to
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do that require nmore than a few people to acconplish them Kermal wasn't sure what formthe public
wor ks m ght take, but surely they would have nade sonething that woul d change the face of the | and
pl ainly enough that the old TruSite | recordings would show it, though it wouldn't be noticeable
unl ess soneone was | ooking for it.

So, putting his degree at risk, Kemal set aside the work he had been assigned to do and began
poring over the old TruSite | recordings. He concentrated on the |last century before the Red Sea

flood -- there was no reason to suppose that the civilization had |asted very long before it was
destroyed. And within a few nonths he had collected data that was irrefutable. There were no dikes
and dans to prevent flooding -- that kind of structure would have been | arge enough that no one

woul d have nmissed it on the first go-round. Instead there were seemingly random heaps of nud and
earth that grew between rainy seasons, especially in the drier years when the rivers were | ower
than usual. To people |l ooking only for weather patterns, these unstructured, random piles woul d
mean nothing. But to Kemal they were obvious: In the shallowi ng water, the Atl anteans were
dredgi ng channels so that their boats could continue to traffic fromplace to place. The piles of
earth were sinply the dunping-places for the nuck they dredged fromthe water, None of the boats
showed up on the TruSite |, but now that Kemal knew where to |ook, he began to catch fleeting
glinmpses of reed huts. Every year when the floods canme, the houses di sappeared, so they were only
visible for a nonment or two in the Trusite I: flinmsy nud-and-reed structures that must have been
swept away in every flood season and rebuilt again when the waters receded. But they were there,
close by the hillocks that marked the channels. Plato was right again -- Atlantis grew up around
its canals. But Atlantis was the people and their boats; the buildings were washed away and built
again every year.

When Kemal presented his findings to Pastwatch he was not yet twenty years old, but his evidence
was i nmpressive enough that Pastwatch i medi ately turned, not a Tenpoview, but the stillnewer

TruSite Il machine to | ook under the waters of the Red Sea in the Massawa Channel during the
hundred years before the Red Sea flood. They found that Kermal was gloriously, spectacularly right.
In an era when other humans were still follow ng gane ani mals and gathering berries, the

Atl anteans were planting amaranth and ryegrass, nelons and beans in the rich wet silt of the
receding rivers, and carrying food in baskets and on reed boats fromplace to place. The only
thing that Kenal had mi ssed was that nost of the buildings weren't houses at all. They were
floating silos for the storage of grain. The Atlanteans sl ept under the open air during the dry
season, and in the rainy season they lived on their tiny reed boats.

Kemal was brought into Pastwatch and nmade head of the vast new, Atlantis project. At first he
| oved the work, because, like Schliemann, he could search for the originals of the great events.

Most inportant to Kenmal was when he found Noah, though he had a different nane -- Yewesweder
when he was a child, Naog when he becane an adult. For his trial of manhood, this Yewesweder,
already tall for his age, nade the perilous journey to the |and bridge at the Bab al Mandab to see
the "Heaving Sea." He sawit, all right, but also saw that this armof the Indian Ccean was only a
few nmeters below the | evel of the bench that narked the ol d shoreline of the Red Sea before the
| ast ice age. Yewesweder knew nothing of ice ages, but he knew that the shelf of |and was
absolutely level -- he had | oped along that route during his entire journey. Yet that |evel shelf
was hundreds of neters above the plain where the "Salty Sea" -- the runp of the Red Sea -- was
slowly, slowy rising. Already the Heaving Sea was cutting a channel that during the stormtides
of seasonal hurricanes poured saltwater into several |akes, occasionally spilling over and sendi ng
a river of saltwater down to the Red Sea. Sonetine -- the next storm or the stormafter that --
the Heaving Sea woul d crash through and an entire ocean would be poured in on top of Atlantis.

Yewesweder deci ded that he had earned his man-nane, Naog, the day he nmade this discovery, and at
once he set out for honme. He had nmarried a wife fromanong the tribe that |lived at the Bab al
Mandab, and it was only with great difficulty that she followed himso far that he was given no
choice but to bring her home with him Wen he reached the | and of the Derku, as the Atlanteans
call ed thensel ves, he |l earned that what had seened plain to himat the shores of the Heaving Sea
sounded like a far-fetched lie to the elders of his clan, and of all the clans. A huge flood? They
had a flood every year, and sinply rode it out on their boats. If Naog's flood actually happened,
they'd ride it out, too.

But Naog knew that they would not. So he began experinenting with | ogs |ashed together, and
within a few years had | earned how to build a boxy, watertight house-on-a-raft that night

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200r...%20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (38 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:14 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt

wit hstand the pressures of the flood that only he believed in. Qthers realized after the nornal
seasonal floods that his tight, dry wooden box was a superior seedboat, and eventually half of his
clan's stored grain and beans ended up in his ark for safekeeping. her clans also built wooden
seedboats, but not to Naog's exacting specifications for strength and watertightness. In the
meanti me Naog was ridicul ed and threatened because of his constant warnings that the whole | and
woul d be covered in water

When the flood cane, Naog had a little advance notice: The first torrent to break through the
Bab al Mandab caused the Salty Sea to rise rapidly, backing up in the canals of the Derku people
for several hours before the pressure of the ocean burst through in earnest, sending a wall of
wat er dozens of meters high scouring the entire width of the Red Sea basin. By the time the flood
reached Naog's boat, it was sealed tight, bearing a cargo of seed and food, along with his two
wives, their small children, the three slaves that had hel ped himwi th the construction of the
boat, and the slaves' families. They were tossed unnercifully in the turbul ent waves, and the ark
was often i mersed, but it held, and eventually they came to shore not far frorn Gbeil on the
southern tip of the Sinai peninsula

They set up farming for a brief tine inthe EIl @' Valley in the shadows of the nountains of
Sinai, telling all coners of the flood sent by God to destroy the unworthy Derku people, and how
this handful of people alone had been saved because God had shown Naog what he intended to do.
Eventual | y, though, Naog becane a wanderi ng herdsman, spreading his story wherever he went. As
Kemal had expected, Naog's story, with his anti-urban interpretation, had enornmous influence in
st oppi ng people fromgathering together in [arge conmunities that m ght becone cities.

There was al so a strong el enent of opposition to human sacrifice in his story, for Naog' s own
father had been sacrificed to the crocodile god of the Derku people while he was gone on his
manhood journey, and Naog believed that the main reason the powerful god of storms and seas had
destroyed the Derku was their practice of offering living victins to the large crocodile they
penned up to represent their god every year after the flood season. In a way this |inkage between
human sacrifice and city-building was unfortunate, because when city-building was resunmed by
deliberate heretics rejecting the old wi sdom of Naog many generations |ater, human sacrifice cane
along as part of the package. In the long run, though, Naog got his way, for even those societies
that gave human offerings to their gods felt they were doi ng sonething dark and dangerous, and
eventual |y human sacrifice becane regarded first as barbaric, then as an unspeakable atrocity
t hroughout the | ands touched by the story of Naog.

Kemal had found Atlantis; he had found the original of Noah and Ut napishtimand Ziusudra. His
chi | dhood dream had been fulfilled; he had played the Schliemann role and made t he greatest
di scovery of themall. Wat remained now seemed to himto be clerical work.

He withdrew fromthe project, but not from Pastwatch. At first he sinply dabbl ed at whatever
work he fitfully began; nostly he concentrated on raising a famly. But gradually, as his children
grew up, his desultory efforts took shape and becane nore intense. He had found an even greater
project: discovering why civilization arose in the first place. As far as he was concerned, al
old-world civilizations after Atlantis were dependent on that first civilization. The idea of the
city was already with the Egyptians and the Sunerians and the people of the Indus and even the
Chi nese, because the story of the CGolden Age of Atlantis had spread far and wi de.

The only civilization that grew up out of nothing, without the Atlantis |egend, was in the
Aneri cas, where the story of Naog had not reached, except in | egends borne by the few seafarers
who crossed the barrier oceans. The land bridge to America had been buried in water for ten
generations before the Red Sea basin was flooded. It took ten thousand years after Atlantis for
civilization to arise there, anmong the A necs of the nmarshy |land on the southern shores of the
GQul f of Mexico. Kemal's new project was to study the differences between the A necs and the
Atl anteans and, by seeing what el enents they had in common, determ ne what civilization actually
was: why it arose, what it consisted of, and how hunman bei ngs adapted to giving up the tribe and
living in the city.

He was in his early thirties when he began his Oigin project. He was al nost forty when word of
t he Col unbus project reached himand he cane to Tagiri to offer her all that he had | earned so
far.
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Juba was one of those annoying cities where the locals tried to pretend that they had never
heard of Europe. The Nile Rail brought Kermal into a station as nodern as anywhere el se, but when
he cane outside, he found hinself in a city of grass huts and nmud fences, with dirt roads and
naked children running around and the adults scarcely better clothed. If the idea was to nmake the
visitor think he had stepped back in tinme into prinmitive Africa, then for a nonent it worked. The
open houses clearly could not be air-conditioned, and wherever their power station and sol ar
collectors were | ocated, Kenmal certainly couldn't see them And yet he knew t hey were sonewhere,
and not far away, just like the water-purification systemand the satellite dishes. He knew that
t hese naked children went to a clean, nodern school and used the | atest conputer equi pnent. He
knew t hat the bare-breasted young women and the thong-clad young nen went sonewhere at night to
wat ch the | atest videos, or not watch them to dance, or not dance, to the same new nusic that was
all the rage in Recife, Madras, and Semarang. Above all, he knew that sonewhere -- probably
underground -- was one of Pastwatch's nmajor installations, housing as it did both the slavery
proj ect and the Col umbus project.

So why pretend? Whay make your lives into a perpetual nuseum of an era when |ife was nasty,
brutish, and short? Kemal |oved the past as nmuch as any nman or wonman now alive, but he had no
desire to live in it, and he thought sonmetines that it was just a bit sick for these people to
reject their own era and raise their kids like primtive tribesmen. He thought of what it m ght
have been like to grow up like a prinitive Turk, drinking fermented nare's nilk or, worse, horse's
bl ood, while dwelling in a yurt and practicing with a sword until he could cut off a man's head
with a single blow from horseback. Wio would want to live in such terrible tinmes? Study them vyes.
Renenber the great acconplishnments. But not live |like those people. The citizens of Juba of two
hundred years before had got rid of the grass huts and built European-style dwellings as quickly
as they could. They knew. The people who had had to live in grass huts had no regrets about
| eavi ng t hem behi nd.

Still, despite the masquerade, there were a few visible concessions to nodern |ife. For
i nstance, as he stood on the portico of the Juba station, a young wonan drove up on a small lorry.
"Kemal ?" she asked.

Je nodded.
"I"'mDi ko," she said. "Tagiri's ny nom Toss your bag on and let's go!"

He tossed his bag into the snall cargo area and then perched beside her on the driving bench. It
was fortunate that this sort of lorry, designed for short hauls, couldn't go faster than about
thirty kilonmeters an hour, or he was sure he would have been pitched out in no tinme, the way this
i nsane young wonan rattl ed headl ong over the ratted road.

"Mt her keeps saying we shoul d pave these roads," said D ko, "but then sonebody al ways says that
hot pavenent will blister the children's feet and so the idea gets dropped.”

"They coul d wear shoes," suggested Kenal. He spoke sinply, as clearly as he could, but it still
wasn't good, what with his jaws getting smacked together as the lorry bunped through rut after
rut.

"Ch, well, they'd |ook pretty silly, stark naked with sneakers on." She giggl ed.

Kenal refrained fromsaying that they | ooked pretty silly now He would nerely be accused of
being a cultural inperialist, even though it wasn't his culture he was advocating. These peopl e
were apparently happy living as they did. Those who didn't like it no doubt nmoved to Khartoum or
Ent ebbe or Addi s Ababa, which were nodern with a vengeance. And it did nake a kind of sense for
t he Pastwatch people to live in the past even as they watched it.

He wondered vaguely if they used toilet paper or handfuls of grass.

To his relief, the grass hovel where D ko stopped was only the canmoufl age for an el evator down
into a perfectly nodern hotel. She insisted on carrying his bag as she led himto his room The
under ground hotel had been dug into the side of a bluff overlooking the Nile, so the roons all had
wi ndows and porches. And there was air-conditioning and running water and a conputer in the room
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"Al'l right?" asked D ko.

"I was hoping to live in a grass hut and relieve nmyself in the weeds," said Kenal

She | ooked crestfallen. "Father said that we ought to give you the full |ocal experience, but
Mot her said you wouldn't want it."

"Your mother was right. | was only joking. This roomis excellent."

"Your journey was long," said Diko. "The Ancient Ones are eager to talk to you, but unless you
prefer otherwi se, they'll wait till norning."

"Morning is excellent," said Kenal

They set a tine. Kemal called roomservice and found that he could get standard internationa
fare instead of pureed slug and spicy cow dung, or whatever was involved in the |ocal cuisine.

The next norning he found hinself in the shade of a large tree, sitting in a rocking chair and
surrounded by a dozen people who sat or squatted on nmats. "I can't possibly be confortable having
the only chair," he said.

"l told you he would want a mat," said Hassan

"No," said Kemal. "I don't want a mat. | just thought you might be nore confortable ..

"It's our way, " said Tagiri. "When we work at our nachines, we sit in chairs. But this is not
work. This is joy. The great Kenaml asked to neet with us. W never dreaned that you would be
interested in our projects.”

Kemal hated it when he was called "the great Kenal." To him the great Kenal was Kenal Ataturk
who re-created the Turkish nation out of the weckage of the Otoman Enpire centuries before. But
he was weary of giving that speech, too, and besides, he thought there m ght have been just a hint
of irony in the way Tagiri said it. Tinme to end pretenses.

"I"'mnot interested in your projects," said Kenal. "However, it seenms that you are capturing the
attention of a growi ng nunber of people outside Pastwatch. Fromwhat | hear, you're thinking of
taking steps with far-reachi ng consequences, and yet you seemto be basing your decisions on ..

i nconpl ete information."

"So you're here to correct us," said Hassan, reddening.

"I"'mhere to tell you what | know and what | think, " said Kemal. "I didn't ask you to nake this
a public gathering. | would just as happily speak to you and Tagiri alone. O, if you prefer, 'l
go away and |l et you proceed in ignorance. |'ve offered you what | know, and | see no need to
pretend that we are equals in those areas. |I'msure that there are many things you know that
don't -- but I'"'mnot trying to build a machine to change the past, and therefore there is no
urgency about alleviating ny ignorance.”

Tagiri laughed. "It's one of the glories of Pastwatch, that it's not the snooth-talking
bureaucrats who head the nmajor projects."” She |eaned forward. "Do your worst to us, Kenmal. W
aren't ashanmed to learn that we m ght be wong."

"Let's start with slavery," said Kemal. "After all, that's what you did. |I've read sone of the
sof thearted, synpathetic biographies and the anal ytical papers that have emerged from your slavery
project, and | get the clear inpression that if you could, you would find the person who thought
of slavery and stop him so that no human bei ng woul d ever have been bought or sold on this
pl anet. Am 1 right?"

"Are you saying that slavery was not an unmitigated evil?" asked Tagiri.

"Yes, that's what |I'msaying," said Kemal. "Because you're |ooking at slavery fromthe wong end
-- fromthe present, when we've abolished it. But back at the beginning, when it started, doesn't
it occur to you that it was infinitely better than what it replaced?"

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200r...%20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (41 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:14 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt

Tagiri's veneer of polite interest was clearly wearing thin. "I've read your remarks about the
origin of slavery."

"But you're not inpressed.”

"It's natural, when you nmake a great discovery, to assunme that it has wider inplications than it
actually has," said Tagiri. "But there is no reason to think that human bondage ori gi nat ed
exclusively with Atlantis, as a replacenent for human sacrifice.”

"But | never said that," said Kenal. "My opponents said that | said that, but | thought you
woul d have read nore carefully.”

Hassan spoke up, trying to sound mld and forceful, both at once. "I think that this seens to be
getting too personal. Did you cone all this way, Kenal, to tell us that we're stupid? You could
have done that by mail."

"No," said Kenmal, "I cane for Tagiri to tell nme that | have a pathol ogical need to think that
Atlantis is the cause of everything." Kemal rose out of his chair, turned around, picked it up
and hurled it away. "Gve me a mat! Let nme sit down with you and tell you what | know I|f you want
toreject it afterward, go ahead. But don't waste ny tinme or yours by defendi ng yourselves or
attacking ne!"

Hassan stood up. For a nonment Kemal wondered if he was going to strike him But then Hassan bent
down, picked up his mat fromthe grass, and held it out to Kemal. "So," said Hassan. "Talk."

Kemal laid out the mat and sat down. Hassan shared his daughter's nmat, in the second row.

"Slavery," said Kemal. "There are many ways that people have been held in bondage. Serfs were
bound to the | and. Nonad tribes adopted occasional captives or strangers, and nmade them second-
class nmenbers of the tribe, without the freedomto |eave. Chivalry originated as a sort of
dignified mafia, sonmetines even a protection racket, and once you accepted an overlord you were
his to cormand. In sone cultures, deposed kings were kept in captivity, where they had children
born in captivity, and grandchildren, and great-grandchildren who were never harned, but never
allowed to | eave. Whol e popul ati ons have been conquered and forced to work under foreign
overlords, paying unpayable tribute to their nmasters. Raiders and pirates have carried off
hostages for ransom Starving people have bound thensel ves into service. Prisoners have been
forced into involuntary |abor. These ki nds of bondage have shown up in many hunman cul tures. But
none of these is slavery."

"By a narrow definition, that's right," said Tagiri

"Slavery is when a human being is made property. Wen one person is able to buy and sell, not
just soneone's |abor, but his actual body, and any children he has. Movabl e property, generation
after generation." Kemal |ooked at them at the coldness still visible in their faces. "I know

that you all know this. But what you seemnot to realize is that slavery was not inevitable. It
was invented, at a specific time and place. W know when and where the first person was turned
into property. It happened in Atlantis, when a woman had the idea of putting the sacrificial
captives to work, and then, when her nost val ued captive was going to be sacrificed, she paid her
tribal elder to renove himpernmanently fromthe pool of victins."

"That's not exactly the slave block," said Tagiri.

"I't was the beginning. The practice spread quickly, until it becane the main reason for raiding
other tribes. The Derku peopl e began buying the captives directly fromthe raiders. And then they
started tradi ng sl aves anong thenselves and finally buying and selling them"

"What an achi evenent," said Tagiri.

"It became the foundation of their city, the fact that the slaves were doing the citizens' duty
in digging the canals and planting and tending the crops. Slavery was the reason they could afford
the leisure tine to devel op a recogni zable civilization. Slavery was so profitable to themthat
the Derku holy men wasted no tine in finding that the dragon-god no | onger wanted human
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sacrifices, at least for a while. That nmeant that all their captives could be made into slaves and
put to work. It's no accident that when the great flood destroyed the Derku, the practice of
slavery didn't die with them The surrounding cultures had already picked it up, because it

worked. It was the only way that had yet been found to get the use of the |abor of strangers. Al
the other instances of genuine slavery that we've found can be traced back to that Derku woman,
Nedz- Nagaya, when she paid to keep a useful captive frombeing fed to the crocodile."

"Let's build her a nmonunent," said Tagiri. She was very angry.
"The concept of buying and selling people was invented only anmong the Derku," said Kemnal

"It didn't have to be invented anywhere else," said Tagiri. "Just because Agafna built the first
wheel doesn't nean that soneone el se woul dn't have built another one later."

"On the contrary. W do know that slavery -- commerce in human beings -- was not discovered in
the one place where the Derku had no influence," said Kemal. He paused.

"Anmerica," said Diko.

"Anerica," said Kermal. "And in the place where people weren't conceived of as property, what did
t hey have?"

"There was plenty of bondage in Anmerica," said Tagiri

"Of those other kinds. But humans as property, humans with a cash value -- it wasn't there. And
that's one of the things you | ove best about your idea of stopping Colunbus. Preserve the one
pl ace on earth where sl avery never developed. Am| right?"

"That's not the prinmary reason for |ooking at Colunbus,"” said Tagiri.

"I think you need to | ook again," said Kenal. "Because slavery was a direct replacenent for
human sacrifice. Are you actually telling me that you prefer the torture and nmurder of captives,
as the Mayas and Iroquois and Aztecs and Caribs practiced it? Do you find that nore civilized?

After all, those deaths were offered to the gods."
"You will never make ne believe that there was a one-for-one trade, slavery for human
sacrifice.”

"I don't care whether you believe it, said Kemal. "Just admit the possibility. Just adnit that
there are sone things worse than slavery. Just adnmit that maybe your set of values is as arbitrary
as any other culture's values, and to try to revise history in order to make your values triunph
in the past as well as the present is pure--"

"Cultural inperialism" said Hassan. "Kermal, we have this argument ourselves every week or so
And if we were proposing to go back and stop that Derku woman frominventing slavery, your point
woul d be well taken. But we aren't trying to do anything of the kind. Kenmal, we aren't sure we
want to do anything! We're just trying to find out what's possible."

"That's so disingenuous it's |aughable. You' ve known fromthe beginning that it was Col unmbus you
were going after. Colunmbus you were going to stop. And yet you seemto forget that along with the
evil that European ascendancy brought to the world, you will also be throwi ng away the good.

Useful nmedicine. Productive agriculture. Cean water. Cheap power. The industry that gives us the
| eisure to have this neeting. And don't dare to tell me that all the goods of our nodern world
woul d have been invented anyway. Nothing is inevitable. You' re throwi ng away too nuch."

Tagiri covered her face with her hands. "I know, " she said.

Kemal had expected argument. Hadn't she been sniping at himall along? He found hinsel f
speechl ess, for a nonent.

Tagiri took her hands away from her face, but still she | ooked at her lap. "Any change woul d
have a cost. And yet not changing also has a cost. But it's not ny decision. W will lay all our
argurments before the world." She lifted her face, to ook at Kemal. "It's easy for you to be sure

that we should not do it," she said. "You haven't | ooked into their faces. You're a scientist."”
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He had to laugh. "I'mnot a scientist, Tagiri. |I'mjust another one like you -- sonmebody who
gets an idea in his head sonetines and can't let it go."

"That's right," said Tagiri. "I can't let it go. Sonehow, when we're through with all our
research, if we have a machine that lets us touch the past, then there'll be sonething we can do
that's worth doing, sonmething that will answer the ... hunger ... of an old wonan who dreaned."”

"The prayer, you nmean," said Kenal

"Yes," she said defiantly. "The prayer. There is sonething we can do to nake things better
Sonehow. "

"l see that I'mnot dealing with science, then

"No, Kenmml, you're not, and |'ve never said so." She smiled ruefully. "I was shaped, you see. |
was given the charge to look at the past as if | were an artist. To see if it could be given a new
shape. A better shape. If it can't, then I'll do nothing. But if it
can ..."

Kemal was not expecting such frankness. He had come expecting to find a group of people
committed to a course of nmadness. Wat he found instead was a comitnent, yes, but no course, and
therefore no madness. "A better shape,” he said. "That really cones down to three questions,

doesn't it. First is whether the shape is better or not -- a question that's inmpossible to answer
except with the heart, but at |east you have the sense not to trust your own desires. And the
second question is whether it's technically possible -- whether we can devise a way to change the

past. That's up to the physicists and nat hematici ans and engi neers."
"And the third question?" asked Hassan

"Whet her you can determ ne exactly what change or changes nust be made in order to get exactly
the result you want. | nean, what are you going to do, send an abortificant back and slip it into
Col unbus' s not her's wi ne?"

"No," said Tagiri. "W're trying to save lives, not nmurder a great man."

"Besi des," said Hassan, "as you said, we don't want to stop Colunbus if by doing so we'd make
the world worse. It's the nost inpossible part of the whole problem-- how can we guess what woul d
have happened wi t hout Col unmbus's discovery of America? That's something the TruSite Il still can't
show us. What m ght have happened.”

Kemal | ooked around at the people who had gathered for this nmeeting, and he realized that he had
been conpletely wong about them These people were even nore determi ned than he was to avoid
doi ng anyt hing foolish.

"That's an interesting problem" he said.

"I't's an inpossible one," said Hassan. "I don't know how happy this will nmake you, Kenal, but
you gave us our only hope."

"How did | do that?"

"Your analysis of Naog, " said Hassan. "If there's anyone who was |i ke Colunbus in all of
history, it was him He changed history by the sheer force of his will. The only reason his ark
was built at all was because of his grimdeterm nation. Then because his boat carried himthrough
the flood, he becanme a figure of |egend. And because his father was a victimof the Derku's brief
return to human sacrifice just before the flood, he told everyone who would listen that cities
were evil, that human sacrifice was an unforgivable crime, that God had destroyed a world because
of their sins."

"I'f only he had told people slavery was evil, too," said D ko.
"He told themthe opposite,” said Kemal. "He was a |iving exanple of how beneficial slavery
could be -- because he kept with himhis whole Iife the three slaves who built his boat for him
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and everyone who cane to neet the great Naog saw how his greatness depended on his ownership of
these three devoted nen." Turning to Hassan, Kenal added, "I don't see how Naog's exanple inspired
you with any kind of hope."

"Because one nman, al one, reshaped the world,"” said Hassan. "And you were able to see exactly
where he turned onto the path that |led to those changes. You found that nonent where he stood on
the shore of the new channel that was being carved into the Bab al Mandab, and he | ooked up at the
shelf of the old coastline and realized what was going to happen.”

"I't was easy to find," said Kemal. "He imediately started for home, and to his wife he
expl ai ned exactly what he had thought of and when he had thought of it."

"Yes, well, it was certainly clearer than anything we've found with Col unbus,"” said Hassan. "But
it gives us the hope that perhaps we can find such a noment. The event, the thought that turned
hi mwest. Di ko found the nonent when he determined on being a great nan. But we haven't found the
poi nt where he becane so unrel entingly nononmani acal about a westward voyage. Yet because of Naog,
we still have hope that someday we'll find it."

"But | have found it, Father," said D ko.

Everyone turned to her, She seened flustered. "Or at least | think | have. But it's very
strange. | was working on it last night. It's so silly, isn't it? | thought -- wouldn't it be
wonderful if | found it while ... while Kenal was here. And then | did. |I think."

No one said anything for a long nonent. Until Kenal rose to his feet and said, "Wat are we
doi ng here, then? Show us!"

Chapter 5 -- Vision

It was nore than Cristoforo could have hoped for, to be included on the Spinola convoy to

Fl anders. True, it was just the sort of opportunity that he had been preparing for all his life

till now, begging his way onto any ship that would carry himuntil he knew the coast of Liguria

better than he knew the lunps in his own mattress. And hadn't he turned his "observational" trip
to Chios into a commercial triunmph? Not that he had cone back rich, of course, but starting with
relatively little he had traded in nmastic until he canme home with a hefty purse -- and then had

wit enough to contribute nuch of it, quite publicly, to the Church. And he did it in the nane of
Ni col o Spi nol a.

Spinola sent for him of course, and Cristoforo was the picture of gratitude. "I know that you
gave nme no duties in Chios, nmy lord, but it was neverthel ess you who allowed nme to join the
voyage, and at no charge. The tiny suns | was able to earn in Chios were not worth offering to you
-- you give nore to your servants when they go to market to buy the day's food for your
househol d." A | udi crous exaggeration, they would both know. "But when | gave themto Christ, |
couldn't pretend that the noney, neager as it was, came fromne, when it cane entirely fromyour
ki ndness. "

Spi nol a | aughed. "You're very good at this, " he said. "Practice a little nore, so it doesn't
sound nenorized, and speeches like that will make your fortune, | pronise you."

Cristoforo thought that he neant he had failed, until Spinola invited himto take part in a
conmmer ci al convoy to Flanders and Engl and. Five ships, sailing together for safety, and one of
them devoted to a cargo that Cristoforo hinself was in charge of trading. It was a serious
responsibility, a good-sized chunk of the Spinola fortune, but Cristoforo had prepared hinself
well. What he hadn't done hinself, he had watched others do with a close eye to detail. He knew
how to supervise the | oading of the ship and how to drive a hard bargain w thout maki ng enemni es.
He knew how to talk to the captain, howto remain at once al oof and yet affable with the nmen, how
to judge fromthe wind and the sky and the sea how nuch progress they woul d make. Even though he
had actually done very little of the work of a sailor, he knew what all the jobs were, from
wat chi ng, and he knew whether the jobs were being done well. Wen he was young, and they were not
yet suspicious that he night get themin trouble, the sailors had |l et himwatch them work. He had
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even |learned to swm which nost sailors never bothered to do, because he had thought as a child
that this was one of the requirements of life at sea. By the tinme the ship set sail, Cristoforo
felt hinmself conpletely in control

They even called him"Signor Col onbo." That hadn't happened nuch before. His father was only
rarely called "signor," despite the fact that in recent years Cristoforo's earnings had all owed
Doneni co Col onbo to prosper, noving the weaving shop to |arger quarters and wearing finer clothing
and riding a horse like a gentlenman and buying a few snall houses outside the city walls so he
could play the landlord. So the title was certainly not one that cane readily to one of
Cristoforo's birth. On this voyage, however, it was not just the sailors but also the captain
hi nsel f who gave Col onbo the courtesy title. It was a sign of how far he had cone, this basic
respect -- but not as inportant a sign as having the trust of the Spinol as.

The voyage wasn't easy, even at the outset. The seas weren't rough, but they weren't placid,
either. Cristoforo noticed with secret enjoynment that he was the only one of the comercial agents
who wasn't sick. Instead he passed the time as he did on all his voyages -- poring over the charts
with the navigator or conversing with the captain, punping themfor all the information they knew,
for everything they could teach him Though he knew his destiny lay to the east, he al so knew t hat
he woul d sonmeday have a ship -- a fleet -- that mght need to voyage through every known sea.

Li guria he knew, the voyage to Chios, his first open-sea journey, his first that ever |ost sight
of land, his first that relied on navigation and cal cul ati on, had given hima glinpse of eastern
seas. And now he woul d see the west, going through the straits of G braltar and then veering
north, coasting Portugal, crossing the Bay of Biscay -- names he had heard of only in sailors

|l ore and brag. The gentlenen -- the other gentlemen -- mght puke their way across the

Medi terranean, but Cristoforo would use every nonent, preparing hinself, until at |ast he was
ready to be the servant in the hands of God who would ..

He dared not think of it, or God would know t he awful presunption, the deadly pride that he
conceal ed within his heart.

Not that God didn't already know, of course. But at |east God al so knew that Cristoforo did his
best not to let his pride possess him Thy will, O Lord, not m ne be done. If | amthe one to |ead
thy triunmphant arm es and navies on a mghty crusade to |iberate Constantinople, drive the Mislins
from Europe, and once again raise the Christian banner in Jerusalem then so be it. But if not,
will do any task thou hast in mnd for ne, great or hunble. | will be ready. | amthy true
servant .

What a hypocrite I am thought Cristoforo. To pretend that ny notives are pure. | laid ny purse
from Chios into the bishop's own hands -- but then used it to advance ny cause with Nicolo
Spinola. And even then, it wasn't the whole purse. |'mwearing a good part of it; a gentleman has
to have the right clothes or people don't call him Signor. And nmuch nmore of it went to Father, to
buy houses and dress Mdther like a |lady. Hardly the perfect offering of faith. Do | want to becone
rich and influential in order to serve God? O do | serve God in hopes that it will rmake ne rich
and influential?

Such were the doubts that plagued him between his dreams and plans. Mdst of the tinme, though
he spent punping the captain and the navigator or studying the charts or staring at the coasts
they passed, neking his own nmaps and calculations, as if he were the first ever to see this place.

"There are plenty of charts of the Andal usian coast,"” said the navigator.

"I know," said Cristoforo. "But | learn nore by charting themnyself than | ever would by
studying them And | have the charts to check agai nst ny own maps."

The truth was that the charts were full of errors. Either that or sonme supernatural power had
nmoved the capes and bays, the beaches and pronontories of the |berian coast, so that now and then
there was an inlet that wasn't shown on any chart. "Wre these charts nade by pirates?" he asked
the captain one day. "They seem designed to nake sure that a corsair can dodge out to engage us in
battl e wi thout any warning."

The captain |aughed. "They are Morish charts, or so |I've heard. And the copyists aren't always
perfect. They nmiss a feature now and then. What do they know, sitting at their tables, far from
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any sea? We follow the charts generally and | earn where the nistakes are. If we sailed these
coasts all the time, as the Spanish sailors do, then we'd rarely need these charts at all. And
they aren't about to issue corrected charts, because they have no wish to help the ships of other
nations to sail safely here. Every nation guards its charts. So keep to your napnaking, Signor
Col ombo. Sonmeday your charts may have value to Genova. If this voyage is a success, there'll be
ot hers. "

There was no reason to think it would not be a success, until two days after they passed through
the straits of Gbraltar, when a cry went up: "Sails! Corsairs!"

Cristoforo rushed to the gunwal e, where shortly the sails becane visible. The pirates were not
Moorish, by the ook of them And they had not been daunted by the five nmerchant ships sailing
toget her. Wiy shoul d they? The pirates had five corsairs of their own.

"I don't like this," said the captain.
"We're evenly matched, aren't we?" asked Cristoforo.

"Hardly," said the captain. "W're |oaded with cargo; they' re not. They know these waters; we
don't. And they're used to bl oody-handed fighting. What do we have? Sword-bearing gentl enen and
sailors who are terrified of battle on the open sea.”

"Neverthel ess,"” said Cristoforo, "God will fight on the side of just nen.”

The captain gave hima withering look. "I don't know that we're any nore righteous than others
who' ve had their throats slit. No, we'll outrun themif we can, or if we can't, we'll nake them
pay so dear that they'll give up and | eave us. Wat are you good for, in a battle?"

"Not much," said Cristoforo. It would do no good to promise nore than he could deliver. The

captai n deserved to know whom he could and could not count on. "I carry the sword for the respect
of it."

"Well, these pirates will respect the blade only if it's well blooded. Have you an armfor
t hr owi ng?"

"Rocks, as a boy," said Cristoforo.

"Good enough for ne. If things | ook bad, then this is our |last hope -- we'll have pots filled
with oil. We set themafire and hurl themonto the pirate ships. They can't very well fight us if
their decks are afire.”

"They have to be awfully close, then, don't they?"
"As | said -- we only use these pots if things | ook bad."
"What's to keep the flanes from spreading to our own ships, if theirs are in flanmes?"

The captain |ooked coldly at him "As | said -- we want to nake our fleet a worthless conquest
for them"™ He | ooked again at the corsairs' sails, which were well behind themand farther off the
coast. "They want to pinch us against the shore," he said. "If we can nake it to Cape St. Vincent,
where we can turn north, then we'll lose them Till then they'Il try to intercept us as we tack
outward, or run us aground on the shoreward tack."

"Then let's tack outward now, " said Cristoforo. "Let's establish ourselves as far from shore as

possi bl e."

The captain sighed. "The w sest course, ny friend, but the sailors won't stand for it. They
don't like being out of sight of land if there's a fight."

"\Way not ?"
"Because they can't swim Their best hope is to ride sone flotsamin, if we do badly."

"But if we don't sail out of sight of shore, how can we do well?"
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"This isn't a good tine to expect sailors to be rational,"’
sure -- you can't lead sailors where they don't want to go."

said the captain. "And one thing's

"They wouldn't nutiny."

"I'f they thought | was |eading themto drown, they'd put this ship to shore and | eave the cargo
for the pirates. Better than drowning, or being sold into slavery."

Cristoforo had not realized this. It hadn't cone up on any of his voyages before, and the
sailors didn't speak of this when they were ashore in Genova. No, then they were all courage, fun
of fight. And the idea that the captain couldn't |ead wherever he might wish to command ..
Cristoforo brooded about that idea for days, as the corsairs paced them squeezing them ever
closer to the shore.

"French," said the navigator.
As soon as he said the word, a sailor near himsaid, "Coullon."

Cristoforo started at the name. In Genova he had heard enough French, despite the hostility of
the Genovese for a nation that had nore than once raided their docks and tried to burn the city,
to know that coullon was the French version of his own famly's nane: Col onbo, or, in Latin,

Col unbus.

But the sailor who said it was not French, and seened to have no idea that the name woul d nean
anything to Cristoforo.

"M ght be Coullon," said the navigator. "Bold as he is, it's nore likely to be the devil -- but
then they say that Coullon is the devil."

"And everyone knows the devil is French!" said a sailor

They | aughed, all who could hear, but there was little real mrth init. And the captain nade a
poi nt of showing Cristoforo where the firepots were, once the ship's boy had filled them "Make
sure you keep fire in your hands," he said to Cristoforo. "That is your blade, Signor Col onbo, and
they'll respect you."

Was the pirate Coullon toying with then? Was that why he |l et themstay just out of reach unti
Cape St. Vincent was tantalizingly in view? Certainly Coullon had no trouble then, closing the
gap, cutting themoff before they could break to the north, around the cape, into the open
Atlantic.

There was no hope of coordinating the defense of the fleet now Each captain had to find his own
way to victory. The captain of Cristoforo's ship realized at once that if he kept his current
course he'd be run aground or boarded al nbst at once. "Conme around!" he cried. "Get the w nd
behi nd us!"

It was a bold strategy, but the sailors understood it, and the other ships, seeing what
Cristoforo's old whal er was doing, followed suit. They'd have to pass anong the corsairs, but if
they did it right, they'd end up with the open sea ahead of them the corsairs behind them and
the wind with them But Coullon was no fool, and brought his corsairs around in tine to throw
grappl i ng hooks at the passing Genovese nerchant nen.

As the pirates pulled the ropes hand over hand, forcing the boats together, Cristoforo could see
that the captain had been right: Their own crew would have little hope in a fight. Ch, they'd give
such a battle as they could, knowing that it was their lives at stake. But there was despair in
all their eyes, and they visibly shrank fromthe bl oodshed that was com ng. He heard one burly
sailor saying to the ship's boy, "Pray that you'll die." It wasn't encouragi ng; nor was the
obvi ous eagerness on the part of the pirates.

Cristoforo reached down, took the match fromthe cinderpot, touched it to two of the firepots,
and then, holding themtight though they singed his doublet, he stepped atop the forecastle, where
he could get a clear throw at the nearest corsair. "Captain!" he cried. "Now?"
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The captain didn't hear him-- there was too nuch shouting at the helm Never mnd. Cristoforo
could see that things were desperate, and the closer the corsairs got, the likelier the chance of
the flames taking both ships. He threw the pot.

H s armwas strong, his aimtrue, or true enough. The pot shattered on the corsair's deck
splashing flames like a spin of bright orange dye across the wood. In nonents it was danci ng up
the sheets to the sails. For the first time, the pirates weren't grinning and hooti ng. Now t hey
pulled all the nmore grimy on the grappling lines, and Cristoforo realized that of course their
only hope, with their own ship afire, was to take the nerchant vessel

Turning, he could see that another corsair, also grappling with a Genovese ship, was cl ose
enough that he could visit a bit of fire onit, too. H's aimwas not as good -- the pot splashed
harm essly into the sea. But now the ship's boy was lighting the pots and handing themup to him
and Cristoforo nanaged to put two onto the deck of the farther corsair, and another pair onto the
deck of the pirate ship that was preparing to board his own. "Signor Spinola," he said, "forgive
me for |osing your cargo.”

But Signor Spinola would not hear his prayers, he knew. And it wasn't a matter of his career as
a trader now. It was a matter of saving his life. Dear God, he said silently, am| to be your
servant or not? | give ny life to you, if you spare it now. | will free Constantinople. "The Hagi a
Sophia will once again hear the nusic of the holy mass," he nmurnured. "Only save ne alive, dear
God. "

* % %

"This is his noment of decision?" asked Kensnl

"No, of course not," said Diko. "I just wanted you to see what | was doing. This scene has been
shown a thousand tinmes, of course. Colunbus agai nst Col unbus, they called it, since he and the
pirate had the same name. But all the recordings were fromthe days of the Tenpoview, right? So we
saw his |lips nove, but in the chaos of battle there was no hope of hearing what he said. He was
speaki ng too softly, his lips nmoved too slightly. And this bothered no one, because after all,
what does it matter how a man prays in the mdst of battle?"

"But this does matter, | think," said Hassan. "The Hagi a Sophi a?"

"The holiest shrine in Constantinople. Perhaps the nost beautiful Christian place in all the
world, in these days before the Sistine Chapel. And when Colunbus is praying for God to spare his

life, what does he vow? An eastern crusade. | found this several days ago, and it kept ne awake
ni ght after night. Everyone had al ways | ooked for the origin of his westward voyage back farther
on Chios, perhaps, or in Genova. But he has already |left Genova now for the last tine. He'll never

turn back. And he's only a week away fromthe beginning of his tinme in Lisbon, when it's clear
that he has already turned his eyes irrevocably, resolutely to the west. And yet here, at this
nmoment, he vows to |iberate Constantinople."

"Unbel i evabl e, " said Kemal .

"So you see," said Diko, "I knew that whatever it was that turned himto his obsession with the
western voyage, with the Indies, it nust have happened between this nonent on board this ship
whose sails are already burning, and his arrival in Lisbon a week later."

"Excellent," said Hassan. "Fine work, Diko. This narrows it down considerably."

"Father," said Diko. "I discovered this days ago. | told you that | found the nmonment of
decision, not that | had found the week."

"Then show us," said Tagiri.
"I"'mafraid to," said Diko
"And why is that?"

"Because it's inpossible. Because ... because as far as | can tell, God speaks to him"
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"Show us," said Kemal. "I've always wanted to hear the voice of CGod."

Everyone | aughed.
Except Di ko. She didn't |augh. "You re about to," she said.

They stopped | aughi ng.

* % %

The pirates were aboard, and along with themcane the fire, leaping fromsail to sail. It was
obvious to all that even if they somehow repul sed the pirates, both ships were doonmed. Those
sailors who weren't already engaged in bl oody-handed conbat began throwi ng kegs and hatch covers
into the water, and several nmanaged to get the ship's boat into the water on the side opposite the
pirates' ship. Cristoforo saw how the captain di sdained to abandon his ship -- he was fighting
bravely, his sword dancing. And then the sword wasn't there, and through the snoke swirling across
the deck Cristoforo could no | onger see him

Sailors were leaping into the sea, striking out for bits of floating debris. Cristoforo caught a
gl i npse of one sailor pushing another froma hatch-cover; he saw another go under the water
wi t hout having found anything to cling to. The only reason pirates hadn't yet reached Cristoforo
himsel f was that they were nmaking sonme effort to cut |oose the burning masts of the Genovese ship
before the fire spread down to the deck. It |ooked to Cristoforo as though they m ght succeed,
savi ng thensel ves and the cargo at the expense of the Genovese. That was intol erable. The Genovese
woul d fail in any case -- but Cristoforo could at |east nmake certain that the pirates also fail ed.

Taking two nore flamng pots in his hands, he | obbed one out onto the deck of his own ship, and
then the second even farther, so that the hel mwas soon engulfed in flanmes. The pirates cried out
in rage -- those who weren't screaming in pain or terror -- and their eyes soon found Cristoforo
and the ship's boy on the forecastle.

"I think nows the tine for us to leap into the sea," said Cristoforo.
"I can't swm" said the ship's boy.

"I can," said Cristoforo. But first he pulled up the hatch cover fromthe forecastle, dragged it
to the gunwal e, and heaved it over the side. Then, taking the boy by the hand, he junped into the
water just as the pirates swarmed up fromthe deck

The boy was right about his inability to swm and it took Cristoforo considerable effort just
to get himup onto the hatch cover. But once the boy was safely atop the floating wood, he cal ned
down. Cristoforo tried to get part of his own weight onto the tiny raft, but it made it tilt
dangerously down into the water, and the boy panicked. So Cristoforo | et hinself back down into
the water. It was five | eagues to shore, at least -- nore likely six. Cristoforo was a strong
swi mer, but not that strong. He needed to cling to sonething to help bear his weight so he could
rest in the water fromtine to time, and if it couldn't be this hatch cover, he would have to
leave it and find sonething else. "Listen, boy!" shouted Cristoforo. "The shore is that way!" He
poi nt ed.

Did the boy understand? His eyes were wi de, but at |least he |ooked at Cristoforo as he spoke.
"Paddl e with your hands,"” said Cristoforo. "That way!"

But the boy just sat there, terrified, and then he | ooked away from Cristoforo toward the
bur ni ng shi p.

It was too tiring, treading water while trying to comunicate with this boy. He had saved the
boy's life, and now he had to get about the business of saving his own.

What he finally found, as he swamtoward the invisible shore, was a floating oar. It wasn't a
raft and couldn't Iift himentirely out of the water, but by straddling the handl e and keeping the
bl ade of the oar flat under his chest and face he was able to get sone respite when his arns grew
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weary. Soon he left the snoke of the fires behind him and then the sound of scream ng nmen, though
whet her he ceased hearing that awful noi se because he had swum so far or because all had drowned,
he coul d not guess. He did not | ook back; he did not see the burning hulks finally slip down under
the water. Already the ships were forgotten, and his comercial mssion. Al he thought of now was
nmovi ng his arns and | egs, struggling through the heaving waters of the Atlantic toward the ever-
recedi ng shore.

Sonetimes Cristoforo was sure that there was a current running away from shore, that he was
caught in it and would be carried away no matter what he did. He ached, his arnms and | egs were
exhausted and could nove no nore, and yet he kept them noving, however weakly now, and at |ast, at
| ast he could see that he was indeed nmuch closer to shore than before. It gave hi mhope enough to
keep going, though the pain in his joints made himfeel as though the sea were tearing his |inbs
of f.

He coul d hear the crashing of waves agai nst the shore. He could see scruffy-1ooking trees on | ow
bluffs. And then a wave broke around him and he could see the beach. He swam farther, then tried
to stand. He could not. Instead he coll apsed back into the water, only now he had | ost the oar and
for a nonent he went under the water, and it occurred to himthat it would be such a foolish thing
for himto swmso far only to drown on the beach because his I egs were too weary to hold him

Cristoforo decided not to do anything so foolish as to die here and now, though the idea of
giving up and resting did have a nonentary appeal. Instead he pushed against the bottomw th his
| egs, and because the water was, after all, not deep, his head rose above the surface and he
breat hed again. Half swi nmng, half wal king, he forced his way to shore and then crept across the
wet until he reached dry sand. Nor did he stop then -- sonme snall rational part of his nind told
hi mthat he nmust get above the high tide, marked by the line of dried-up sticks and seaweed many
yards beyond him He craw ed, crept, finally dragged hinmself to that |line and beyond it; then he
col l apsed into the sand, unconsci ous at once.

It was the high tide that woke him as several of the highest reaching waves cast thin riffs of
water up to the old high-tide line, tickling his feet and then his thighs. He woke up with a
powerful thirst, and when he tried to nove he found that all his nuscles were on fire with pain
Had he somehow broken his legs and arns? No, he quickly realized. He had sinply drawn fromthem
nmore work than they had been designed to give, and he was paying for it now with pain.

Pai n, though, was not going to make himstay on the beach to die. He got up onto all fours and
crawl ed ahead until he reached the first tufts of shoregrass. Then he | ooked about for some sign
of water he could drink. This close to shore it was al nbst too nuch to hope for, but how could he
regain his strength without sonething to drink? The sun was setting. Soon it would be too dark to
see, and while the night would cool him it might as easily chill him and weak as he was, it
mght kill him

"Ch God," he whispered through parched lips. "Water."

* k k

D ko stopped the playback. "You all know what happens here, yes?"

"A woman fromthe village of Lagos cones and finds him" said Kemal. "They nurse himback to
health and then he | eaves for Lisbon."

"We've seen this in the Tenpoview a thousand tines,"” said Hassan. "Or at | east thousands of
peopl e have seen it at |east once."

"That's exactly right," said D ko. "You' ve seen it in the Tenpoview " She went over to one of
the ol der machi nes, kept now only for playing back old recordings. She ran the appropriate passage
at high speed; looking |like a comcal, jerky puppet, Colunbus peered in one direction, and then
fell back into the sand for a while, perhaps praying, until he knelt up again and crossed hinself
and said, "The Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit." It was in that posture that the woman of
Lagos -- Maria Luisa, daughter of Sinao o Gordo, to be precise -- found him Also |looking like a
mari onette in the fast Tempovi ew pl ayback, she ran back to the village for help.

"I's this what you've all seen?" she asked.
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It was.

"Cbvi ousl y not hi ng happens, " she said. "So who woul d have bothered to conme back to |l ook at this
with the TruSite I1? But that is what | did, and here is what | saw. " She returned to the TruSite
Il and resuned the playback. They all watched as Col unbus | ooked about for water, turning his head
sl ow y, obviously exhausted and in pain. But then, to their shock, they heard a soft voice.

"Cristoforo Col onbo," said the voice.

A figure, then two figures, shimrered in the darkening air before Col unbus. Now as he peered in
that direction, all the watchers could see that he was not |ooking for water, but rather staring
at the image that fornmed itself in the air.

"Cristobal Col ¢tn. Coullon. Colunbus." The voice went on, calling his nane in | anguage after
| anguage. It was barely, barely audible. And the inmage never quite resolved itself into clarity.

"So tenuous," murmured Hassan. "The Tenpovi ew woul d never have been able to detect this. Like
snoke or steam A slight excitation of the air."

"What are we seeing?" demanded Kenal

"Be still and listen, " said Tagiri, inpatient. "Wat conclusion can you reach before you' ve
seen the data?"

They fell silent. They watched and |i st ened.

The vision resolved itself into two nen, shining with a faint ninbus all around them And on the
shoul der of the smaller of the two nmen there sat a dove. There could be no doubt in the mind of
any medi eval man, especially one who had read as nmuch as Cristoforo, what this vision was supposed
to represent. The Holy Trinity. Al npst he spoke their nanes aloud. But they were still speaking,
calling himby name in | anguages he had never heard.

Then, finally: "Colunbus, you are ny true servant."

Yes, with all ny heart | am

"You have turned your heart to the east, to |liberate Constantinople fromthe Turk."
My prayer, ny pronise was heard

"I have seen your faith and your courage, and that is why | spared your life on the water today.
I have a great work for you to do. But it is not Constantinople to which you nmust bring the cross.

Jerusal em then?

"Nor is it Jerusalem or any other nation touched by the waters of the Mediterranean. | saved
you alive so you could carry the cross to |ands nuch farther east, so far to the east that they
can be reached only by sailing westward into the Atlantic."

Cristoforo could hardly grasp what they were telling him Nor could he bear to | ook upon them
anynore -- what nortal nman had the right to gaze directly upon the face of the resurrected Savi or
| et alone the Almighty or the dove of the Holy Spirit? Never nind that this was only a vision; he
could not look at them anynore. He |l owered his head forward into the sand so he could not see them
anynore, but listened all the nore intently.

"There are great kingdonms there, rich in gold and powerful in arnmies. They have never heard the
nane of nmy Only Begotten, and they die unbaptized. It is ny will that you carry salvation to them
and bring back the wealth of these |ands.™

Cristoforo heard this and his heart burned within him God had seen him God had noticed him
and he was being given a mission far greater than the nere liberation of an ancient Christian
capital. Lands so far to the east that he nmust sail west to reach them Gold. Salvation
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"Your name will be great. Kings will nake you their viceroy, and you will be the ruler of the
Ccean. Kingdoms will fall at your feet, and millions whose |lives are saved will call you bl essed
Sail westward, Col unbus, ny son, a voyage easily within the reach of your ships. The wi nds of the
south will carry you west, and then the winds farther to the north will return you easily to
Europe. Let the nane of Christ be heard in these nations, and you will save your own soul along
with theirs. Take a solemm oath that you will nake this voyage, and after many obstacles you wll
succeed. But do not break this oath, or it will be better for the men of Sodom than for you in the
day of judgment. No greater mssion has ever been given to nortal man than the one | give to you,
and what ever honors you receive on earth will be nmultiplied a thousandfold in heaven. But if you
fail, the consequences to you and all of Christianity will be terrible beyond your imagining. Now
take the oath, in the nane of the Father, the Son and the Holy Spirit."

Col unbus struggl ed back up to his knees. "The Father, the Son, and the Holy Spirit," he
nmur nur ed.

"I have sent a woman to you, to nurse you back to health. Wen your strength is restored to you
you must begin your mission in ny nane. Tell no one that | have spoken to you -- it is not nmy wll
that you perish |ike the prophets of old, and if you say that | have spoken to you the priests
will surely burn you as a heretic. You nust persuade others to help you undertake this great
voyage for its own sake, and not because | have commanded it. | care not whether they do it for
gold or for fame or for love of ne, just so they fulfill this mssion. Just so you fulfill it.
You. Carry out ny mission."

The i mage faded, and was gone. Al nbost weeping with exhaustion and glorious hope, Cristoforo --
no, he was Col umbus now, God had called him Col unrbus, his nane in Latin, the | anguage of the
Church -- Colunbus waited in the sand. And, as the vision had promised, within nminutes a wonan
came and, seeing him imrediately ran for help. Before night had fully cone, he was being carried
in the strong arns of fishernmen to the village of Lagos, where gentle hands put wine to his lips
and took his salt- and sand-caked clothing fromhi mand bathed the salt fromhis chafed skin. Thus
am| newly baptized, thought Col unbus, born again on the mssion of the Holy Trinity.

He uttered no word of what had transpired on the beach, but already his nmnd churned with
t houghts of what he had to do. The great kingdons of the east -- i mediately he thought of the
tales of Marco Pol o, of the Indies, of Cathay, of G pango. Only to reach them he woul d not sai
east, nor south along the coast of Africa as the Portuguese were said to be doing. No, he would
sail west. But how would he get a ship? Not in Genova. Not after the ship he had been entrusted
with was sunk. Besides, the ships of Genova were not fast enough, and they wallowed too low in the
open water of the ocean

God had brought himto the Portuguese shore, and the Portuguese were the great sailors, the
daring explorers of the world. Wuld he not be the viceroy of kings? He would find a way to win
the sponsorship of the King of Portugal. And if not him then another king, or some other man and
not a king at all. He would succeed, for God was with him

* k%
D ko stopped the playback. "Do you want to see it agai n?" she asked.
"We'll want to see it many tines," said Tagiri. "But not at this nonent."

"That was not God," said Kenal

"I hope not," said Hassan. "I didn't |like seeing that Christian trinity. |I found it --
di sappoi nting."
"Show this anywhere in the Muslimworld,"” said Kenal, "and the rioting would not stop unti

every Pastwatch installation within their reach was destroyed."

"As you said, Kemal," said Tagiri, "it was not God. Because this vision was not visible to
Col unbus alone. Al the other great visions of history have been utterly subjective. This one we
saw, but not on the Tenpoview. Only the TruSite Il was able to detect it, and we al ready know t hat
when the TruSite Il is used, it can cause people in the past to see those who are watching."

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200r...%20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (53 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:14 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt

"One of us? That message was sent by Pastwatch?" asked Kemal, already angry at the thought of
one of them neddling with history.

"Not one of us," said Diko. "We live in the world in which Colunbus sailed west and brought
Europe to destroy or dominate all of Anerica. In the hours since | sawthis, | realized: This
vision created our time. W already know that Col unbus's voyage changed everythi ng. Not just
because he reached the Wst Indies, but because when he returned he was full of absolutely
bel i evabl e stories of things he had not seen. O gold, of great kingdoms. And now we now why. He
had sailed west at the command of God, and God had told himhe would find these things. So he had
to report finding them he had to believe that gold and great kingdons were there to be found,
even though he had no evidence for them because God had told himthey were there."

"I'f not one of us, then who did this?" asked Hassan
Kemal | aughed nastily. "It was one of us, obviously. O rather, one of you."
"Are you saying we created this as a hoax?" said Tagiri.

"Not at all," said Kenal. "But |ook at you. You are the people in Pastwatch who are determ ned
to reach back into the past and nmke things better. So let's say that in another version of
hi story, another group within a previous iteration of Pastwatch di scovered they coul d change the
past, and they did it. Let's say that they decided that the nopst terrible event in all of history
was the |last crusade, the one led by the son of a Genovese weaver. Wiy not? In that history,
Col unbus turned his unrelenting anbition toward the goal he had right before this vision. He cones
to shore and interprets his survival as God's favor. He pursues the crusade to liberate
Constantinople with the same charm the sane rel entl essness that we have seen in himon his other
m ssion. Eventually he leads an arny in a bloody war against the Turk. Wat if he wins? What if he
destroys the Seljuk Turks, and then sweeps on into all the Muslimlands, w eaking bl ood and
carnage in the normal European Christian manner? The great Muslimcivilization night be destroyed,
and with it who knows what treasures of know edge. What if Col unbus's crusade was seen as the
worst event in all of history -- and the people of Pastwatch deci ded, as you have, that they mnust
make things better? The result is our history. The devastation of the Anericas. And the world is
dom nated by Europe all the sane."

The others | ooked at him unable to think of anything to say.

"Who is to say that the change these people nmade didn't end up with a worse result than the
events they tried to avoi d?" Kemal grinned at them w ckedly. "The arrogance of those who wish to
play God. And that's exactly what they did, isn't it? They played God. The Trinity, to be exact.
The dove was such a nice touch. Yes, by all neans, |ook at this scene a thousand tines. And every
time you see those poor actors pretending to be the Trinity, fooling Colunbus into turning away
fromhis crusade and enbarki ng on a westward voyage that devastated a world, | hope you see
yoursel ves. It was people just |ike you who caused all that suffering."”

Hassan took a step toward Kenal, but Tagiri interposed herself between them "Perhaps you're
right, Kemal," she said. "But perhaps not. For one thing, | don't think their purpose was just to
turn Col unbus away fromhis crusade. For that, all they woul d have needed to do was command himto
abandon the idea. And they said that if he failed, the consequences would be terrible for
Christianity. Afar cry fromtrying to undo the Christian conquest of the Muslimworld."

"They coul d easily have been lying," said Kemal. "Telling himwhat they thought he needed to
hear to get himto act as they wanted."

"Perhaps," said Tagiri. "But | think they were doing sonething el se. There was sonething el se
t hat woul d have happened if Col unbus had not received this vision. And we nust find out what it
was. "

"How can we find out what woul d have happened?" asked Di ko.

Tagiri smled nastily at Kemal. "I know one man of unfl aggi ng persi stence and great w sdom and
qui ck judgnment. He is just the man to undertake the project of determning what it was that this
vi sion was neant to avoid, or what it was neant to acconplish. For sone reason the people of that
other future determined to send Col unbus west. Soneone nust head the project of finding out why.
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And you, Kemal, you're doing nothing productive at all, are you? Your great days are behind you,
and now you' re reduced to going about telling other people that their dreans are not worth
acconpl i shing."

For a nonent it seened that Kenmal might strike her, so cruel was her assessnment of him But he
did not raise his hand, and after a |long nonent he turned and | eft the room

"I's he right, Mther?" asked Di ko.

"More to the point," said Hassan, "will he nmake trouble for us?"

"I think he'll head the project of finding out what woul d have happened," said Tagiri. "I think
the problemw |l take hold of himand won't let go and he'll end up working with us."

"Ch good," murnured soneone dryly, and they all | aughed.

"Kemal as an eneny is form dable, but Kenal as a friend is irreplaceable," said Tagiri. "He
found Atlantis, didn't he, when no one believed it even needed to be discovered? He found the
great flood. He found Yewesweder. And if anyone can, he'll find what history woul d have been, or
at least a plausible scenario. And we'll be glad to be working with him" She grinned. "W nmad

peopl e, we're stubborn and unreasonable and inpossible to deal with, but there is a certain breed
of willing victimthat chooses to work with us anyway."

The ot hers | aughed, but few of them thought that Kemal was anything |ike their bel oved Tagiri.

"And | think we've all missed one of the biggest points of all in D ko's great discovery. Yes,
D ko, great." Tagiri |ooked around at them "Can't you see what it is?"

"Of course,"” said Hassan. "Seeing that little performance by actors pretending to be the Trinity
| ets us know one fact beyond doubting: W can reach back into the past. If they can send a vision
a deliberately controlled vision, then so can we."

"And nmaybe," said Tagiri, "naybe we can do better."

Chapter 6 -- Evidence

According to the Popul Vuh, the holy book of the Mayan peopl e, Xpiyacoc and Xmucane gave birth
to two sons, nanmed One Hunahpu and Seven Hunahpu. One Hunahpu grew to be a nman, and he married,
and his w fe, Xbaquiyalo, gave birth to two sons, One Monkey and One Artisan. Seven Hunahpu never
grew up; before he could becone a man he and his brother were sacrificed at the ball court when
they lost to One and Seven Death. Then One Hunahpu's head was put in the crotch of a cal abash
tree, which had never before borne fruit. And when it did bear, the fruit |ooked |ike a head, and
One Hunahpu's head came to look like the fruit, so they were the sane.

Then a young virgin named Bl ood Wonan canme to the ball court of sacrifice to see the tree, and
there she spoke to the head of One Hunahpu, and the head of One Hunahpu spoke to her. Wen she
touched the bone of his head, his spittle came out onto her hand, and soon she conceived a child.
Seven Hunahpu consented to this, and so he was also the father of what filled her belly.

Bl ood Wonan refused to tell her father how the child cane to be in her wonb, since it was
forbi dden to go to the cal abash tree where One Hunahpu's head had been perched. Disgusted that she
had conceived a bastard, her father sent her away to be sacrificed. But to save her life, she told
the Mlitary Keepers of the Mat, who were sent to kill her, that the child in her came from One
Hunahpu's head. Then they didn't want to kill her, but they had to bring her heart back to show
her father, Blood Gatherer. So Bl ood Wnan fool ed her father by filling a bowl with the red sap of
the croton tree, which congealed to | ook |like a bloody heart. Al the gods of X balba were fool ed
by her false heart.

Bl ood Woman went to the house of One Hunahpu's wi dow, Xbaquiyal o, to bear her child. Wen the
child was born, it was two children, two sons, whom she naned Hunahpu and Xbal anque. Xbaquiyal o
didn't |ike the noise the babies nmade, and she had themthrown out of the house. Her sons, One
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Monkey and One Artisan, had no wi sh for new brothers, so they put themout on an anthill. Wen the
babies didn't die there, the older brothers put themin branbles, but still they thrived. The
hatred between the ol der brothers and the younger brothers continued through all the years as the
babi es grew to be men.

The ol der brothers were flutists, singers, artists, makers, and knowers. Above all, they were
knowers. They knew when their brothers were born exactly who and what they were, and what they
woul d becone, but out of jealousy they told no one. So it was justice when Hunahpu and Xbal anque
tricked theminto clinbing a tree and trapped themthere, where the two ol der brothers turned into
nmonkeys and never touched the ground again. Then Hunahpu and Xbal anque, great warriors and bal
pl ayers, went to contest the quarrel between their fathers, One and Seven Hunahpu, and the gods of
Xi bal ba.

At the end of the game, Xbal anque was forced to sacrifice his brother Hunahpu. He w apped his
brother's heart in a leaf, and then he danced alone in the ball court until he cried out his
brother's name and Hunahpu rose up fromthe dead and took his place beside him Seeing this, their
two opponents in the gane, the great lords One and Seven Death, demanded that they, too, be
sacrificed. So Hunahpu and Xbal anque took the heart from One Death; but he didn't rise fromthe
dead. Seeing this, Seven Death was terrified and begged to be released fromhis sacrifice. Thus,
in shame, his heart was taken w thout courage and w t hout consent. And this was how Hunahpu and
Xbal anque avenged their fathers, One and Seven Hunahpu, and broke the great power of the |ords of
Xi bal ba.

Thus it says in the Popol Vuh.

When a third son was born to Dol ores de Cristo Matanoro, she renenbered her studies in Mayan
cul ture when she was growi ng up back in Tekax in the Yucatan, and since she was unsure who the
father of this child was, she nanmed him for Hunahpu. If she had had yet another son, no doubt she
woul d have naned hi m Xbal anque, but instead when Hunahpu was still a toddler she was jostled off a
platformin the station at San Andres Tuxtla and the train nangl ed her

Hunahpu Matanoro had nothing of her, really, but the nane she gave him and perhaps that was
what steered himinto his obsession with the past of his people. H's ol der brothers becane norna
men of San Andres Tuxtla: Pedro became a policeman and Josemaria becane a priest. But Hunahpu
studied the history of the Maya, of the Mexica, of the Toltecs, of the Zapotecs, of the A necs,
the great nations of Mesoanerica, and when his test scores proved high enough on his second try,
he was admtted to Pastwatch and began his studies in earnest.

This was his project fromthe beginning: to find out what would have happened in Mesoanerica if
the Spani sh had not come. Unlike Tagiri, whose file had a silver tag that nmeant her oddities were
to be indul ged, Hunahpu net resistance every step of the way. "Pastwatch watches the past,"” he was
told again and again. "W don't specul ate on what m ght have been if the past had not happened the
way it happened. There's no way to test it, and it would have no value even if you got it right."

But despite the resistance, Hunahpu continued. No team of coworkers grew up around him In fact
he bel onged to another team one that was researching the Zapotecan cultures of the northern coast
of the Isthnus of Tehuantepec in the years prior to the comng of the Spanish. He was assigned to
this team because it was the legitinmate project that came closest to Hunahpu's interest. Hs
supervisors were well aware that he spent at |east as nuch time on his specul ative research as on
the observations that would contribute to real know edge. They were patient. They hoped he woul d
grow out of his obsession with trying to know the unknowable, if they left himlong enough. As
Il ong as his work on the Zapotec project renmi ned adequate -- which it did, barely.

Then came the news of the discovery of the Intervention. A Pastwatch from another future had
sent a vision to Colunbus, which turned himaway fromhis dream of |eading a crusade to |liberate
Const anti nopl e and brought him eventually, to Arerica. It was astonishing; to an Indie |ike
Hunahpu it was al so appal ling. How dared they! For he knew at once what it was that the
Interveners had been trying to avoid, and it wasn't the Christian conquest of Islam

Runors began circulating a few weeks later, and repetition made them believable. The great Kemal
was setting up a new project. For the first tinme, Pastwatch was trying to extrapolate fromthe
past what woul d have happened in the future if a particular event hadn't happened. Wy are they
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formng a project to study this, Hunahpu wondered. He knew that he could answer all of Kemal's
questions in a noment. He knew that if anyone in Kemal's new project read a single paper he had
witten and posted on the nets, they would realize that the answer was right before them the work
was already laid out, it was just a matter of applying a few nman-years to filling in the details.

Hunahpu waited for Kermal to wite to him or for one of the Pastwatch supervisors to recomrend
that Kemal |ook into Hunahpu's research, or even -- as nust inevitably happen -- for Hunahpu's
reassi gnnent to Kemal's project. But the reassignnent didn't cone, the letter didn't cone, and
Hunahpu's superiors seened not to realize that Kenal's npbst val uabl e assistant would be this
sl uggi sh young Maya who had worked dispiritedly on their tedious data gathering project.

That was when Hunahpu realized that it wasn't just the resistance of others that he faced: It
was their disdain as well. Hi s work was so despi sed that no one thought of it at all, no runors of
it had circulated, and when he |l ooked into it he found out that none of the papers he had posted
on the networks had been downl oaded and read, not one, not once.

But it was not in Hunahpu's nature to despair. Instead he grinly redoubled his efforts, know ng
that the only way to surnount the barrier of contenpt was to produce a body of evidence so
compel ling that Kenal would be forced to respect it. And if he had to, Hunahpu woul d carry that
evidence to Kemal directly, bypassing all the regular channels, the way that Kemal had cone to
Tagiri in that already-legendary neeting. O course, there was a difference. Kemal had cone as a
fanpbus man, wi th known achi evenents, so that he was courteously received even when his nessage was
unwel cone. Hunahpu had no achi evenents what soever, or none that were recogni zed by anybody, and so
it was unlikely that Kermal would ever agree to see himor | ook at his work. Yet this did not stop
hi m Hunahpu continued, patiently assenbling evidence and witing careful analyses of what he had
found and | oathing every nonent he had to spend recording the details of the building of seagoing
shi ps anbng the coastal Zapotecs during the years from 1510 to 1524.

Hi s ol der brothers, the policeman and the priest, who were not bastards and therefore always
| ooked down on him becane worried about him They canme to see himat the Pastwatch station at San
Andres Tuxtla, where Hunahpu was allowed to use a conference roomto meet with them since there
was no privacy in his cubicle. "You' re never hone," the policeman said. "I call and you never
answer . "

"I'"'mworking," said Hunahpu

"You don't |ook healthy," said the priest. "And when we spoke to your supervisor about you, she
said you weren't very productive. A ways working on your own usel ess projects.”

"You asked ny supervi sor about nme?" asked Hunahpu. He wasn't sure whether to be annoyed at the
intrusion or pleased that his brothers had cared enough to check up on him

"Well, actually, she cane to us," said the policenman, who always told the truth even when it was
slightly enbarrassing. "She wanted to see if we could encourage you to abandon your foolish
obsession with the lost future of the Indies."

Hunahpu | ooked at them sadly. "I can't," he said.

"We didn't think so," said the priest. "But when you're dropped from Pastwatch, what will you
do? What are you qualified for?"

"Don't think either of us has any noney to help you," said the policeman. "Or even to feed you
nmore than a few neals a week, though you're welcone to that nuch, for our nmother's sake."

"Thank you," said Hunahpu. "You've helped nme clarify my thinking."

They got up to | eave. The policeman, who was ol der and hadn't beaten himup as a child half so
often as the priest, stopped in the doorway. Hs face was tinged with regret. "You aren't going to
change a thing, are you?" he said.

"Yes, | am" said Hunahpu. "I'mgoing to hurry and finish sooner. Before |I'm dropped from
Past wat ch. "
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The policeman shook his head. "Wy do you have to be so ... Indie?"

Hunahpu didn't understand the question for a nonent. "Because | am"

"So are we, Hunahpu.”

"You? Josemaria and Pedro?"

"So our nanes are Spanish."

"And your veins are thinned with Spanish blood, and you live with Spanish jobs in Spanish
cities."

"Thi nned?" asked the policeman. "Qur veins are--"
"Whoever ny father was, " said Hunahpu, "he was Maya, |ike Mther."
The policeman's face darkened. "I see that you wi sh not to be my brother."

"I"mproud to be your brother," said Hunahpu, dismayed at the way his words had been taken. "I
have no quarrel with you. But | also have to know what ny people -- our people -- would have been
wi t hout the Spanish."

The priest reappeared in the doorway behind the policeman. "They woul d have been bl oody- handed
human sacrificers, torturers, and self-mutilators who never heard the name of Christ."

"Thank you for caring enough to cone to ne," said Hunahpu. "I'll be fine."
"Conme to ny house for dinner," said the policeman.
"Thank you. Another day | will."

His brothers left, and Hunahpu turned to his conputer and addressed a nessage to Kemal. There
was no chance that Kenmal would read it -- there were too nmany thousands of people on the Pastwatch
net for a man like Kenmal to pay attention to what would end up as a third-tier nessage from an
obscure data-collector on the Zapotec project. Yet he had to get through, sonehow, or his work
woul d come to nothing. So he wote the npst provocative nessage he could think of, and then sent
it to everybody involved in the whol e Col unbus project, hoping that one of them would gl ance at
third-tier e-nmail and be intrigued enough to bring his words to the attention of Kenal.

This was his nmessage:

Kemal : Col unbus was chosen because he was the greatest man of his age, the one who broke the
back of Islam He was sent westward in order to prevent the worst calamity in all of human
hi story: The Tl axcal an conquest of Europe. | can prove it. My public papers have been posted and
i gnored, as surely as yours would have been if you had not found evidence of Atlantis in the old
TruSite | weather recordings. There are no recordi ngs of the Tlaxcal an conquest of Europe, but the
proof is still there. Talk to nme and save yourself years of work. Ignore ne and | will go away.

-- Hunahpu Mat anor os

* k% *

Col unbus was not proud of the reason he had nmarried Felipa. He had known fromthe nonent he
arrived that as a foreign nerchant in Lisbon he would get no closer to his goal. There was a
col ony of Cenovese nerchants in Lisbon, and Col unbus i medi ately became involved in their traffic.
In the winter of 1476 he joined a convoy that sailed north to Flanders, to England, and on to
Iceland. It was |less than a year since he had set out on a sinilar voyage fall of high hopes and
expectations; now that he actually found hinself in those ports, he could hardly concentrate on
the busi ness that brought himthere. Wiat good was it for himto be involved in the nerchant trade
anong the cities of Europe? God had a higher work for himto do. The result was that, while he
made sone noney on these voyages, he did not distinguish hinself. Only in Iceland, where he heard
sailors' tales of lands not all that far to the west that had once held flourishing col onies of
Nort hnen, did he learn anything that seemed useful to him but even then, he could not help but
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remenber that God had told himto use a southern route for sailing west, and only return in the
north. These | ands the |cel anders knew of were not the great kingdons of the east, that nuch was
obvi ous.

Sonmehow he had to put together an expedition to explore the ocean to the west. Several of his
tradi ng voyages took himto the Azores and Madeira -- the Portuguese would never let a foreigner
go beyond that point, into African waters, but they were welcone to conme to Madeira to buy African
gold and ivory, or to the Azores to take on supplies at highly inflated prices. Col unbus knew from
his contacts in those places that great expeditions passed through Madeira every few nonths, bound
for Africa. Colunmbus knew that Africa |ed nowhere useful -- but he coveted the fleets. Sonehow he
had to win conmand of one of them bound westward instead of southward. And yet what hope did he
have of ever achieving this?

At least in Genova his father had ties of loyalty to the Fieschi, which had been an expl oitable
connection. In Portugal, all navigation, all expeditions were under the direct control of the
king. The only way to get ships and sailors and funding for a voyage of explorati on was by
appealing to the king, and as a Genovese and a commoner there was scant hope of this.

Since he had been born with no fam |y connections in Portugal, there was only one way to acquire
them And marriage into a well-connected fanmly, when he had neither fortune nor prospects, was a
difficult project indeed. He needed a fanmily on the fringes of nobility, and one that was not on
the way up. Arising famly would be looking to inprove its station by marrying above thensel ves;
a sinking famly, especially a junior branch with unlikely daughters and little fortune, m ght
| ook upon such a foreign adventurer as Colunbus with -- well, not favor, exactly, but at |east
tol erance. O perhaps resignation

Whet her because of his near death in the ocean or because God wi shed himto have a nore
di stingui shed appearance, Col unbus found his red hair rapidly turning white. Since he was stil
yout hful in the face and vigorous in the body, the whitening hair turned many heads his way.
Whenever he wasn't voyagi ng on business, attenpting to make headway in a trade that was al ways
tilted in favor of the native Portuguese, he nade it a point to attend Al Saints' Church, where
the marriageable ladies of famlies not rich enough to have their own household priest in
attendance were brought forth, heavily supervised, to hear mass, take comuni on, and nake
conf essi on.

It was there that he saw Felipa, or rather made sure that she saw him He had made di screet
i nqui ri es about several young |adies, and | earned nmuch that was prom sing about her. Her father
Governor Perestrello, had been a man of sone distinction and influence, with a tenuous claimon
nobility that no one contested during his lifetinme because he had been one of the young seafarers
trained by Prince Henry the Navigator and had taken part with distinction in the conquest of
Madeira. As a reward, he had been nmade governor of the small island of Porto Santo, a nearly
wat erl ess place of little value except for the prestige it gave himback in Lisbon. Now he was
dead, but he was not forgotten, and the man who married his daughter would be able to neet
seafarers and make contacts in court that could eventually bring himbefore the king.

Felipa' s brother was still governor of the island, and Felipa' s nother, Dona Mniz, ruled over
the famly -- including the brother -- with an iron hand. It was she, not Felipa, whom Col unbus
had to inpress; but first he had to catch Felipa's eye. It was not hard to do. The story of
Col unmbus's long swmto shore after the fanous battle between the Genovese nerchant fleet and the

French pirate Coullon was often told. Colunbus nade it a point to deny any heroism "All | did was
throw pots and set ships afire, including my own. Braver and better men than | fought and di ed.
And then ... | swam |If the sharks had thought | |ooked appetizing | wouldn't be here. Is this a

hero?" But such self-deprecation in a society much given to boasting was exactly the pose that he
knew he had to take. People love to hear the brag of the |ocal boy, because they want himto be
great, but the foreigner nust deny that he has any outstanding virtue -- this is what will endear
himto the | ocals.

It worked well enough. Felipa had heard of him and in church he caught her | ooking at himand
bowed. She bl ushed and turned away. A rather honmely girl. Her father was a warrior and her nother
was built like a fortress -- the daughter had her father's fierceness and her nother's form dabl e
thi ckness. Yet there was a glint of grace and hunor in her snile when she gl anced back at him
once the obligatory blush had passed. She knew it was a game they were playing, and she didn't
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mnd. After all, she was not a prine prospect, and if the man who wooed her was an anbiti ous
Genovese who wanted to use her famly connections, how was that different fromthe daughters of
nmore fortunate famlies who were wooed by anbitious |ords who wanted to use their famlies
weal t h? A wonman of rank could hardly expect to be married for her own virtues -- those had only a
m nor effect on the asking price, as long as she was a virgin, and that fanm |y asset, at |east,
had been wel | protected.

G ances in church led to a call on the Perestrell o househol d, where Dona Mniz received himfive
tinmes before agreeing to let himneet Felipa, and then only after the marriage was all but agreed
upon. It was established that Col unmbus would have to give up openly practicing a trade -- his
voyages could no | onger be so obviously conmrercial, and his brother Barthol omew, who had j oi ned
hi m from Genova, woul d becone the proprietor of the chart shop that Col unbus had started. Col unbus
woul d nerely be a gentl eman who occasionally stopped by to advise his tradesman brother. This
sui ted both Col unbus and Bart hol omew.

At |ast Colunbus net Felipa, and not long afterward they were married. Dona Mniz knew perfectly
well what this Genovese adventurer was after, or thought she did, and she was quite certain that
no sooner woul d he have gained entree into courtly society than he would i medi ately begin to
establish liaisons with prettier -- and richer -- mistresses, angling for ever nore advantageous
connections in court. She had seen his type a thousand tinmes before, and she saw t hrough him So,
just before the weddi ng, she surprised everyone by announci ng that her son, the governor of Porto
Santo, had invited Felipa and her new husband to cone live with himon the island. And Dona Mboniz
hersel f would of course come with them since there was no reason for her to stay in Lisbon when
her dear daughter Felipa and her precious son the governor -- her whole famly, and never mnd the
other married daughters -- were hundreds of miles away out in the Atlantic Ccean. Besides, the
Madeira |Islands had a warmer and nore heal thful climate.

Felipa thought it was a wonderful idea, of course -- she had always loved the island -- but to
Dona Moniz's surprise, Colunbus also accepted the invitation with enthusiasm He nanaged to hide
his anusenent at her obvious disconfiture. If he wanted to go, then there nust be sonething wong
with the plan -- he knew that was how she was thinking. But that was because she had no notion of
what mattered to him He was in the service of God, and while eventually he woul d have to present
hinself in court to win approval for a westward voyage, it would be years before he was prepared
to make his case. He needed experience; he needed charts and books; he needed tine to think and
pl an. Poor Dona Mniz -- she didn't realize that Porto Santo put himdirectly on the sailing route
of the Portuguese expeditions along the African coast. They all put in at Madeira, and there
Col umbus woul d be able to | earn nuch about how to | ead expeditions, how to chart unknown
territories, how to navigate |ong distances in unknown seas. O d Perestrello, Felipa' s late
father, had kept a small but valuable library at Porto Santo, and Col unbus woul d have access to
it. Thus, if he could |l earn sonme of the Portuguese skills in navigation, if God |l ed himto hidden
information in his studies of the old witings, he mght |earn sonething encouragi ng about his
com ng voyage to the west.

The voyage was brutal for Felipa. She had never been seasick before, and by the time they
arrived at Porto Santo, Dona Moniz was sure that she and Col unbus had al ready conceived a child.
Sure enough, nine nonths later Diego was born. Felipa took a long tine recovering fromthe
pregnancy and birth, but as soon as she was strong enough she devoted herself to the child. Her
nmot her viewed this with sonme distaste, since there were nurses for that kind of thing, but she
could hardly conplain, for it soon becanme obvious that D ego was all that Felipa had; her husband
did not seem hungry for her company. Indeed, he seened eager to get off the island at every
opportunity -- but not for the sake of getting to court. Instead, he kept begging for chances to
get onto a ship sailing along the African coast.

The nore he begged, the less likely it seened that he would get a chance to join a voyage. He
was, after all, Genovese, and it occurred to nore than one ship's captain that Col unbus m ght have
married into a sailing famly as a ploy to learn the African coast and then return to Genova and
bring Italian ships into conpetition with the Portuguese. That woul d be intol erable, of course. So
there was never a question of Colunbus getting what he really wanted.

Wth her husband so frustrated, Felipa began to pressure her nother to do sonething for her
Cristovao. He |l oves the sea, Felipa said. He dreans of great voyages. Can't you do sonething for
hi n®?
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So she brought her son-in-law into her late husband's |ibrary and opened for himthe boxes of
charts and nmaps, the cases of precious books. Colunbus's gratitude was pal pable. For the first
time it occurred to her that perhaps he was sincere -- that he had little interest in the African
coast, that it was navigation that inspired him voyaging for its own sake that he |onged for

Col unbus began to spend al nobst every waki ng nonent poring over the books and charts. O course
there were no charts for the western ocean, for no one who had sail ed beyond the Azores or the
Canaries or the Cape Verde Islands ever returned. Colunbus |earned, though, that the Portuguese
voyagers had di sdai ned to hug the coast of Africa. Instead, they sailed far out to sea, using
better wi nds and deeper waters until their instrunents told themthat they had sailed as far south
as the | ast voyage had reached. Then they would sail |andward, eastward, hoping that this tine
they were farther south than the southernnost tip of Africa, that they would find a route |eading
eastward to India. It was that deep-sea sailing that had first brought Portuguese sailors to
Madeira and then to the Cape Verde |slands. Sonme adventurers of the tinme had imagi ned that there
m ght be chains of islands stretching farther to the west, and had sailed to see, but such voyages
al ways ended in either disappointnment or tragedy, and no one believed anynore that there were nore
islands to the west or south.

But Col unbus coul d not disregard the records of old runors that once had led sailors to search
for westward islands. He devoured the runors of a dead sail or washed ashore in the Azores or
Canaries or Cape Verdes, a waterlogged chart tucked into his clothing showi ng western i sl ands
reached before his ship sank, the stories of floating |ogs fromunknown species of tree, of flocks
of land birds far away to the south or west, of corpses of drowned nen with rounder faces than any
seen in Europe, dark and yet not as black of skin as Africans, either. These all dated from an
earlier tinme, and Col unbus knew t hey represented the wishful thinking of a brief era. But he knew
what none of them could know -- that God intended Col unmbus to reach the great kingdons of the east
by sailing west, which neant that perhaps these runors were not all w shful thinking, that perhaps
they were true

Even i f they were, however, they would be unconvincing to those who woul d deci de whether to fund
a westward expedition. To persuade the king would nean ftrst persuading the | earned nen of his
court, and that woul d require serious evidence, not sailors' lore. For that purpose the rea
treasure of Porto Santo were the books, for Perestrello had | oved the study of geography, and he
had Latin translations of Ptol eny.

Ptol ey was cold confort for Colunbus -- he had it that fromthe westernnost tip of Europe to
the easternnost tip of Asia was 180 degrees, half the circunference of the earth. Such a voyage
over open ocean woul d be hopel ess. No ship could carry enough supplies or keep themfresh | ong
enough to cover even a quarter of that distance

Yet God had told himthat he could reach the Orient by sailing west. Therefore Ptol eny nust be
wong, and not just slightly wong, either. He nust be drastically, hopelessly wong. And Col unbus
had to find a way to prove it, so that a king would allow himto |ead ships to the west to fulfill
the will of Cod.

It would be sinpler, he said in his silent prayers to the Holy Trinity, if you sent an angel to
tell the King of Portugal. Wiy did you choose nme? No one will listen to ne.

But God didn't answer him and so Col unbus continued to think and study and try to figure out
how to prove what he knew nust be true and yet no one had ever guessed -- that the world was nuch,
much smaller, the west and east nuch closer together than any of the ancients had ever believed.
And since the only authorities that the scholars would accept were the books witten by the
anci ents, Col unmbus would have to ftnd, somewhere, ancient witers who had di scovered what Col unbus
knew had to be the truth about the world' s size. He found sone useful ideas in Cardinal d Ailly's
Il mago Mundi, a conpendi um of the works of ancient witers, where he | earned that Mrinus of Tyre
had estimated that the great |andmass of the world was not 180 degrees, but 225, |eaving the ocean
to take up only 135 degrees. That was still much too far, but it was prom sing. Never mnd that
Ptoleny lived and wote after Marinus of Tyre, that he had examined Marinus's figures and refuted
them Marinus offered a picture of the world that hel ped build Col unbus's case for sailing west,
and so Marinus was the better authority. There were al so hel pful references fromAristotle,

Seneca, and Pliny.
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Then he realized that these ancient witers had been unaware of Marco Pol 0's di scoveries on his
journey to Cathay. Add 28 degrees of land for his findings, and then add another 30 degrees to
account for the distance between Cathay and the island nation of C pangu, and there were only 77
degrees of ocean left to cross. Then subtract another 9 degrees by starting his own voyage in the
Canaries, the southwestern islands that seened the likeliest junpingoff point for the sort of
voyage God had commanded, and now Col unbus's fleet would only have to cross 68 degrees of ocean.

It was still too far. But surely there were errors in Marco Polo's account, in the cal cul ations
of the ancients. Take off another 8 degrees, round it down to a nere 60! Yet it was stil
i mpossibly far. One-sixth of the Earth's circunference between the Canaries and C pangu, and yet
that still meant a voyage of nore than 3,000 mles without a port of call. Bend or twi st them as
he m ght, Colunbus couldn't nmake the witings of the ancients support what he knew to be true:
that it was a matter of days or at nobst weeks to sail from Europe to the great kingdonms of the
east. There had to be nore information. Another witer, perhaps. O sone fact that he had
over| ooked. Sonething that woul d persuade the schol ars of Lisbon to respect his request and
recommend to King Jodo that he give Col umbus comrand of an expedition

Through all of this, Felipa was obviously baffled and frustrated. Col unbus was vaguely aware
that she wanted nore of his time and thought, but he couldn't concentrate on the silly things that
i nterested her, not when God had set such a Hercul ean | abor for himto acconplish. He hadn't
married her to play at housekeeping, and he said so. He had great works to acconplish. But he
couldn't explain what that great work was, or who had given it to himto acconplish, because he
had been forbidden to tell. So he watched Felipa grow nore and nore hurt even as he grew nore and
nore inpatient with her obvious hunger for his conpany.

Fel i pa had been warned countless tinmes that nen were denmandi ng and unfaithful, and she was
prepared for that. But what was wong with her husband? She was the only |ady available to him
and Di ego should have a brother or sister, but Colunbus hardly seenmed to want her. "He cares for
not hi ng but charts and maps and ol d books,"” she conplained to her nother. "That and neeting pilots
and navi gators and men who have ever had or might someday have the ear of the king."

At first Dona Moniz counseled her to be patient, that the insatiable |lusts of nen would
eventual |y conquer Col unbus's seenming indifference. But when that did not happen, she eventually
gave her consent for themto nove fromisolated Porto Santo to a house the fanmly owned on
Funchal, the largest city on the main island of the Madeiras. The theory was that if Col unbus
could satisfy nore of his hunger for the sea, he mght, in his satisfaction, turn to Felipa.

Instead he turned even nore devotedly to the sea, until he becane one of the best-known nen in
the port of Funchal. No ship cane into port without Col unbus soon finding his way aboard,
befri endi ng captains and navigators, noticing the anounts of supplies taken aboard and how | ong
they were expected to last, noticing, in fact, everything.

"If he's a spy," said one ship's captain to Dona Mniz, the widow of his old friend Perestrell o,
"then he's a clunmsy one indeed, since he gathers his information so openly, so eagerly. | think he
sinmply loves the sea and wi shes he had been born Portuguese so he could join with the great
expeditions."

"But he wasn't, and so he can't," said Dona Mniz. "Wiy can't he be content? He has a good life
with my daughter, or he would have, if he sinply paid attention to her."

The old fellow nerely |l aughed. "Wen a nman gets the sea in his blood, what does a wonman have to
offer hin? What is a child? The wind is his woman, the birds his children. Wiy do you keep him
here on these islands? He is surrounded by the sea all the tine, and yet can't sail free. He's

Genovese, and so he won't get to sail into the new African waters. But why not let him-- no, help
him-- join with nmerchant voyages to other places."”
"l see that you actually like this white-haired man who makes ny daughter feel |ike a w dow "
"A wi dow? Perhaps a half-wi dow For there are three types of men in the world -- the living, the

dead, and sailors. You should renenber. Your husband was one of us."

"But he gave up the sea and stayed hone."
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"And died," said the gentleman, with brutal candor. "Your Felipa has a son, hasn't she? So now
| et her husband go out and earn the fortune that he will pass on to that grandson of yours
soneday. It's plain that you're killing him by keeping himhere."

So it was that two years after coming to the Madeira |Islands, Dona Mniz at |ast suggested that
it was tinme for themto return to Lisbon. Col unbus packed up his father-in-law s books and charts
and eagerly prepared for the voyage. Yet he knew even as he did so that for Felipa there was far
| ess hope. The voyage to Porto Santo had been a dreadful one for her, even filled with hope in her
new marriage as she was at the tinme. Now she woul d not be pregnant -- but she had al so despaired
of finding happiness with Col unmbus. What made it all the nore unbearable was that the nore al oof
he becane, the nore hopel essly she |oved him She could hear himspeaking to other nen and his
voi ce, his passion, his manner were captivating; she watched himporing over books that she could
barely understand and she marveled at the brilliance of his mind. He wote in the margins of the
books -- he dared to add his words to the words of the ancients! He dwelt in a world that she
could never enter, and yet she longed to. Take me with you into these strange places, she said to
himsilently. But the silence with which he answered her was not filled with longing, or if it
was, his longings did not include her or little Diego. So she knew that the voyage back to Lisbon
woul d not bring her closer to her husband, or farther. She would never touch him not really. She
had his child, but the nore she hungered for the nan hinself, the nore she reached out to him the
nore he would push her away; and yet if she did not reach out, he would ignore her conpletely;
there was no path she could see that would | ead her to happiness.

Col umbus saw this in her. He was not as blind to her needs as she supposed. He sinply had no
time to make her happy. |If she could have been content to share his bed and |l et himbe with her
whenever he was weary of his study, then he might have been able to give her sonething. But she
demanded so nuch nmore: that he be interested in -- no, delighted about -- every clever childish
thing that the inconprehensible Diego did! That he care about the gossip of wonen, that he admire
her needl ework, that he care what fabrics she had chosen for her new gown, that he intervene with
a servant who was being |azy and inpertinent. He knew that if he took interest in these things it
woul d nake her happy -- but it would al so encourage her to bring even nore of this kind of
nonsense to distract him and he sinply had no tine for it. So he turned away, not w shing to hurt
her and yet hurting her all the same, because he had to find a way to acconplish what God had
given himto do

During the voyage back to Portugal, Felipa was not so terribly seasick, but she neverthel ess
stayed in her bed, bleakly staring at the walls of her tiny cabin. And fromthis sickness of heart
she woul d never recover. Even in Lisbon, where Dona Mniz hoped that her old friends woul d cheer
her up, Felipa only rarely consented to go out. Instead she devoted herself to little D ego and
spent the rest of her time haunting her own house. When Col unbus was away on a voyage or on
business in the city, she wandered about as if searching for him when he was there, she would
spend days working up the courage to try to engage himin conversation. Wiether he politely
listened or curtly asked her to let himalone so he could concentrate on his work, the end was the
same. She went to her bed and wept, for she was not part of his life at all, and she knew no way
to enter it, and so she loved himall the nore desperately, and knew all the nore surely that it
was sone failing in her that nmade her unl ovable to her husband.

The worst agony was when he brought her along to sone mnusical performance or to mass or to dine
at court, for she knew that the only reason he was accepted anong the aristocrats of Lisbon was
because he was married to her, and so he needed her on these occasions and they both had to act as
t hough they were husband and wife, and all the while she could barely keep herself from bursting
into tears and screaning to everyone that her husband did not |ove her, that he slept with her
perhaps once in a week, twice in a nonth, and that even that was w thout genuine affection. If she
had ever allowed herself such an outburst, she m ght have been surprised at how surprised the
ot her worren woul d have been -- not that she had such a relationship with her husband, but that she
found anything wwong with it. It was very nearly the relationship that nost of themhad with their
husbands. Wonren and nen lived in separate worlds; they net only on the bed to produce heirs and on
public occasions to enhance each other's status in the world. Wiy was she so upset about this? Wy
didn't she sinmply live as they did, a pleasant |life of ease anong other wonen, occasionally
i ndul ging their children and al ways relying upon servants to nmake things go easily?

The answer was, of course, that none of their husbands was Cristovao. None of them burned with

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200r...%20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (63 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:14 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt

his inner fire. None of them had such a deep gravity of passion in his heart, drawing a wonan ever
cl oser, even though that deep well in himwould drown her and never yield anything, never give off
anyt hing that mght nourish her or slake her thirst for his |ove.

And Col umbus, for his part, |ooked at Felipa as the years of narriage aged her, as her I|ips
turned downward into a permanent frown, as she spent nore and nore of her tinme in bed with
nanel ess illnesses, and he knew that he was sonmehow causing this, that he was harm ng her, and
that there was nothing he could do about it, not if he was going to fulfil his mssioninlife.

Al nost as soon as Col unmbus returned to Lisbon, he found the book that he was |ooking for. The
geographic work of an Arab naned Al fragano had been translated into Latin, and Col umbus found in
it the perfect tool to shrink those |ast 60 degrees to a reasonabl e voyagi ng di stance. |If
Al fragano's cal cul ati ons were assuned to be in Ronan nmiles, then the 60 degrees of distance
bet ween the Canari es and C pangu woul d ambunt to as little as 2,000 nautical niles at the
| atitudes he would be sailing. Wth reasonably favorable wi nds, which God would surely provide for
him the voyage could be made in as few as ei ght days; two weeks at the nost.

He had his proofs nowin terms the scholars would understand. He woul dn't come before themwith
not hi ng but his own faith in a vision he couldn't tell them about. Now he had the ancients on his
side, and never nind that one of themwas a Muslim he could still build a case for his
expedi tion.

At last his narriage to Felipa paid off. He used every contact he had nade, and won the chance
to present his ideas at court. He stood boldly before King Joao, know ng that God woul d touch his
heart and nmake hi munderstand that it was God's will that he mount this expedition w th Col unmbus
at its head. He laid out his maps, with all his calculations, showi ng C pangu within easy reach
and Cathay but a short voyage beyond that. The scholars listened; the King |listened. They asked
questions. They nentioned the ancient authorities that contradicted Col unbus's view of the size of
the earth and the ratio of land to water, and Col unbus answered them patiently and with
confidence. This is the truth, he said. Until one of themsaid, "How do you know that Marinus is
right and Ptoleny is wong?"

Col unbus answered, "Because if Ptoleny is right then this voyage would be inpossible. But it is
not inpossible, it will succeed, and so | know that Ptolemy is wong."

Even as he said it, he knewthat it was not an answer that woul d persuade them He knew, seeing
their polite nods, their not-so-covert glances at the King, that their recomendati on woul d be
squarely against him Well, he thought, | have done all | could. Now it is up to God. He thanked
the King for his kindness, reaffirmed his certainty that this expedition would cover Portugal in
glory and make it the greatest kingdom of Europe and bring Christianity to countless souls, and
took his | eave.

He took it as an encouraging sign that, as he waited for the King's answer, he was given
permi ssion to join a trading expedition to the African coast. It wasn't a voyage of exploration
so no great secrets of the Portuguese crown were being laid before him Still, it was a sign of
trust and favor that he was allowed to sail as far as the fortress of Sao Jorge at La Mna. The
King is preparing ne to |l ead an expedition by letting me becone acquainted with the great
achi evenents of Portuguese navi gation

Upon his return he eagerly awaited the King's answer, expecting to be told any day that he woul d
be given the ships, the crew, the supplies that he needed.

The King said no.
Col unbus was devastated. For days he hardly ate or slept. He did not know what to think. Wasn't

this God's plan? Didn't God tell kings and princes what to do? How, then, could King Joao have
refused hin?

It was sonething | did wong. | shouldn't have spent so much time trying to prove that the
voyage was possible; | should have spent nore tinme trying to help the King catch the vision of why
the voyage was desirable, necessary. Wiy God wanted this to be achieved. | acted foolishly. |
prepared insufficiently. I was unworthy. Al the explanations he could think of Ileft himspiraling

downward into despair.
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Fel i pa saw her husband suffering and she knew that in the one thing that she had ever provided
hi mthat he desired, she had failed. He had needed a connection at court, and the influence of her
fam |y nane was not enough. Wy, then, was he married to her? She was now an intol erable burden to
him She had nothing that he could possibly desire or need or |ove. Wen she brought five-year-old
Diego to him to try to cheer himup, he sent the boy away so gruffly that the child cried for an
hour and refused to go to his father again. It was the last straw. Felipa knew that Col unbus hated
her now, and that she deserved his hatred, having given himnothing that he wanted.

She went to bed, turned her face to the wall, and soon becane exactly as ill as she declared
herself to be.

In her |ast days, Colunbus became as solicitous of her as she had ever desired. But she knew in
her heart that this did not nean that he |oved her. Rather he was doing his duty, and when he
tal ked to her of how sorry he was for his |long neglect, she knew that this was said not because he
wi shed her to live so he could do better in the future, but rather because he wanted her
forgiveness so that his conscience could be free when at |ast her death freed himin every other
way.

"You wi Il have your greatness, Cristovao, one way or another," she said.

"And you'll be there beside me to see it, ny Felipa," he said.

She wanted to believe it, or rather wanted to believe that he actually desired it, but she knew
better. "I ask only this promse: Diego will inherit everything fromyou."

"Everything," said Col unbus.

"No ot her sons," she said. "No other heirs."

"I prom se," he said.

Soon afterward she died. Colunbus held Diego's hand as they foll owed her coffin to the famly
tonb, and as they wal ked, side by side, he suddenly lifted up his son and held himin his arns and
said, "You are all | have left of her. | treated your nother unfairly, Diego, and you as well, and
I can't promise to do any better in the future. But | nade her this promse, and | nmake it to you
Al'l that | ever have, all that | ever achieve, every title, every bit of property, every honor
every scrap of fame, it will be yours."

Di ego heard this and renenbered it. His father loved himafter all. And his father had | oved his
not her, too. And soneday, if his father became great, Diego would be great after him He wondered
if that nmeant that soneday he would own an island, the way G andnother did. He wondered if it
meant that soneday he would sail a ship. He wondered if it nmeant that someday he woul d stand
before kings. He wondered if it nmeant that his father woul d | eave hi m now and he woul d never see
hi m agai n.

The foll owi ng spring, Colunmbus |eft Portugal and crossed the border into Spain. He took Diego to
the Franci scan nonastery of La Rdbida, near Palos. "I was taught by Franciscan fathers in Genova,"
he told his son. "Learn well, become a scholar and a Christian and a gentleman. And | will be
about the business of serving God and maki ng our fortune in the process.”

Col unbus left himthere, but he visited fromtinme to time, and in his letters to the prior
Fat her Juan Perez, he never failed to nention Diego and ask after him Many sons had | ess of their
fathers than that, Diego knew. And a snall part of his dear father was far greater than all the
Il ove and attention of many lesser men. O so he told hinself to stave off the humliation of tears
during the loneliness of those first nonths.

Col unbus hinself went on to the court of Spain, where he would present a nuch nore carefully
refined version of the sane unprovabl e calculations that had failed in Portugal. This tine,
t hough, he woul d persist. Watever Felipa had suffered, whatever D ego was suffering now, deprived
of famly and left anobng strangers in a strange place, it would all be justified. For in the end
Col unbus woul d succeed, and the triunph would be worth the price.
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He would not fail, he was sure of it. Because even though he had no proof, he knew that he was
right.

* k% %

"l have no proof," said Hunahpu, "but | knowthat I'mright."

The wonan on the other end of the |ine sounded young. Too young to be influential, surely, and
yet she was the only one who had answered his nessage, and so he would have to speak to her as if
she mattered because what other choice did he have?

"How do you know you're right w thout evidence?" she asked mldly.

"I didn't say | have no evidence. Just that there can never be proof of what would have
happened. "

"Fair enough," she answered.
"Al'l | ask is a chance to present ny evidence to Kenal ."

"I can't guarantee you that,’
me."

she said. "But you can conme to Juba and present your evidence to

Conme to Juba! As if he had an unlimted budget for travel, he who was on the verge of being

di smi ssed from Pastwatch altogether. "I'mafraid that such a journey would be beyond ny neans," he
sai d.
"OF course we'll pay for your travel," she said, "and you can stay here as our guest."

That startled him How could soneone so young have authority to prom se himthat? "Who did you
say you were?"

"Di ko," she said.

Now he renmenbered the name; why hadn't he nade the connection in the first place? Though it was
Kemal 's project to which he was deternmined to contribute, it was not Kermal who had found the
Intervention. "Are you the Di ko who--"

"Yes," she said.

"Have you read ny papers? The ones |'ve been posting and--"
"And which no one has paid the slightest attention to? Yes."
"And do you believe nme?"

"I have questions for you," she said.

"And if you're satisfied with my answers?"

"Then I'1l be very surprised,"” she said. "Everyone knows that the Aztec Enpire was on the verge
of collapse when Cortes arrived in the 1520s. Everyone al so knows that there was no possibility of
Mesoaneri can technol ogy rivaling European technology in any way. Your specul ati ons about a
Mesoaneri can conquest of Europe are irresponsible and absurd."

"And yet you called ne."

"I believe in leaving no stone unturned. You're a stone that nobody's turned yet, and so ..."
"You're turning ne."

"WIl you conme?"

"Yes," he said. A faint hope was better than no response at all
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"Send copies of all pertinent files beforehand, so | can | ook themover on ny own conputer."
"Most of themare already in the Pastwatch system" he said.

"Then send nme your bibliography. Wen can you cone? | need to request a | eave of absence on your
behal f so you can consult with us."”

"You can do that?"
"I can request it," she said.
"Tonorrow, " he said.

"I can't read everything by tomorrow. Next week. Tuesday. But send ne all the files and lists
need i medi ately."

"And you'll request ny |eave of absence ... when | send the files?"

"No, I'll request it in the next fifteen mnutes. Nice talking to you. |I hope you aren't a
crackpot . "

"I"'mnot," he said. "Nice talking to you, too."

She broke the connection
An hour later, his supervisor canme to see him "Wat have you been doi ng?" she denanded.

"What |'ve al ways been doing," he answered.

"I was in the mddle of witing a recommendati on that you be steered to another |ine of work,"
she said. "Then this comes in. A request fromthe Col unbus project for your presence next week.
WIIl | grant you a paid | eave of absence."

"I't would be cheaper for you to fire ne, " he said, "but it'll be harder for nme to help themin
Juba if | lose my access to the Pastwatch conputer system”

She | ooked at himwith thinly veiled consternation. "Are you telling nme that you aren't a crazy,
self-willed, tine-wasting, donkey-headed fool after all?"

"No guarantees,” he said. "That nmay end up being the list that everybody agrees to."
"No doubt," she said. "But you've got your |eave, and you can stay with us until it's over."

"I hope it turns out to be worth the cost," he said.

"It will,"” she said. "Your salary during this | eave is com ng out of their budget." She grinned
at him "I actually do |ike you, you know," she pointed out. "I just don't think you' ve caught the
vi sion of what Pastwatch is all about."

"I haven't," said Hanahpu. "I want to change the vision."

"Good luck. If you turn out to be a genius after all, renmenber that | never once for a nonent
believed in you."

"Don't worry," he said, smling. "I'lIl never forget that."

Chapter 7 -- What Wul d Have Been

D ko met Hunahpu at the station in Juba. He was easy to recogni ze, since he was small with |ight
brown skin and Mayan features. He seened placid, standing calmy on the platform |ooking slowy
across the crowmd fromside to side. Diko was surprised at how young he | ooked, though she was
aware that the snpoth-skinned Indies often seened young to eyes accustoned to the | ook of other
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races. And, especially for one so young-looking, it was also surprising that there was no hint of
tension in the man. He night have cone here a thousand tinmes before. He m ght be surveying an old
famliar sight, to see how it had changed, or not changed, in the years since he had been away.
Who coul d guess, looking at him that his career was on the line, that he had never travel ed
farther than Mexico City in his life, that he was about to nake a presentation that night change
the course of history? Di ko envied himthe inner peace that allowed himto deal with life so ..
so steadily.

She went to him He | ooked at her, his face betraying not even a flicker of expectation or
relief, though he must have recogni zed her, must have | ooked up her picture in the Pastwatch
roster before he cane.

"I"'m Di ko," she said, extending both hands. He cl asped thembriefly.

"I'"'m Hunahpu," he said. "It was kind of you to greet ne.

"W have no street signs," she said, "and |'ma better driver than the taxis. Wll, nmaybe not,
but | charge less."

He didn't smile. A cold fish, she thought. "Have you any bags?" she asked.

He shook his head. "Just this." He shrugged to indicate the small shoul der bag. Could it
possibly carry so much as a change of clothes? But then, he was traveling fromone tropica
climate to another, and he woul dn't need a shaving kit -- beardl essness was part of what nade
I ndi e men seem younger than their years -- and as for papers, those would all have been
transmitted el ectronically. Mst people, though, brought much nore than this when they travel ed.
Per haps because they were insecure, and needed to surround thenselves with famliar things, or to
feel that they had many choices to make each day when they dressed, so they didn't have to be so
frightened or feel so powerless. Cbviously that was not Hunahpu's problem He apparently never
felt fear at all, or perhaps never regarded hinself as a stranger. How remarkable it would be,

t hought Diko, to feel at hone in any place. | wish | had that gift. Quite to her surprise, she
found herself admiring himeven as she felt put off by his col dness.

The ride to the hotel was wordl ess. He offered no comment on the acconmodation. "Well," she
said, "l assunme you'll want to rest in order to overcone jet lag. The best advice is to sleep for
three hours or so, and then get up and eat i mediately."

"I won't have jet |ag, he said. "I slept on the plane. And on the train."

He slept? On the way to the nost inportant interview of his life?
"Well, then, you'll want to eat."

"I ate on the train," he said.

"Well, then," she said. "How long will you need before we start?"

"I can start now," he said. He took off his shoulder bag and laid it on the bed. There was an
econony of novenent in the way he did it. He neither tossed it carelessly nor placed it carefully.

I nstead he noved so naturally that the shoul der bag seenmed to have gone to the bed of its own
free will.

D ko shuddered. She couldn't think why. Then she realized that it was because of Hunahpu, the
way he was standing there with nothing in his hands, nothing on his shoulder, no thing that he
could hold or fiddle with or clutch to hinself. He had set aside the one accessory he carried, and
yet seenmed as calmand rel axed as ever. It nade her feel the way she felt when sonmeone el se stood
too close to the edge of a precipice, a sort of enpathetic horror. She could never have done that.
In a strange place, alone, she would have had to cling to something fam liar. A notebook. A bag.
Even a bracelet or ring or watch that she could fiddle with. But this man -- he seened perfectly
at ease without anything. No doubt he could fling away his clothes and wal k naked through life and
never show a sign of feeling vulnerable. It was unnerving, his perfect self-possession
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"How do you do it?" she asked, unable to stop herself.

"Do what ?" he asked.

"Stay so ... so calm"

He t hought about that for a nonent. "Because | don't know what else to do."

"I'd be terrified," she said. "Conming to a strange place like this. Putting ny life's work into
t he hands of strangers."

"Yes," he said. "Me too."

She | ooked at him unsure what he neant. "You're terrified?"

He nodded. But his face seened just as placid as before, his body just as relaxed. In fact, even
as he agreed that he was terrified, his nmanner, his expression radi ated the opposite nessage --
that he was at ease, perhaps a little bored, but not yet inpatient. As if he were a disinterested
spectator at the events that were about to take place.

And suddenly the coments of Hunahpu's supervisor began to nake sense. She had said sonething
about how he never seened to care about anything, not even the things he cared npst about.
I npossible to work with, but good |uck, the supervisor had said. Yet it was not as if Hunahpu were
autistic, unable to respond. He | ooked at what was around himand clearly regi stered what he saw.
He was polite and attentive when she spoke.

Well, no matter. He was strange, that was obvious. But he had come to nake a presentation, and
now was as good a tinme as any. "Wat do you need?" she asked. "To make your case? A TruSite?"

"And a network term nal," he answered.

"Then let's go to ny station,"” she said.

* k *

"I was able to convince Don Enrique de Guzman," said Colunbus. "Wy is it that only kings are
i Mmune to ny argunents?"

Fat her Antonio only smled and shook his head. "Cristobal," he said, "all educated nen are
i Mmune to your argunents. They are flinsy, they are neaningless. You are opposed by mathenatics
and by all the ancients who matter. Kings are i mune to your argunents because ki ngs have access
to |l earned nmen who rip your arguments to shreds."

Col unbus was shocked. "If you believe this, Father Antonio, then why do you support ne? Wiy am |
wel core here? Way did you hel p ne persuade Don Enrique?"

"l was not convinced by your argunents," said Father Antonio. "I was convinced by the |ight of
God within you. You are on fire inside. |I believe only God can put such a fire in a man, and so
even though | believe that your argunents are nonsense, | also believe that God wants you to sail
west, and so | will help you all | can because | also love God and | al so have a tiny spark of
that fire in nme."

At these words tears sprang into Colunbus's eyes. In all the years of study, all the argunents
in Portugal, and nore recently in Don Enrique's house, no one had shown a sign of having been
touched by God in support of his cause. He had begun to think that God had given up on himand was
no | onger helping himin any way. But now he heard words from Father Antonio -- who was, after
all, a greatly learned man with rmuch respect anong schol ars throughout Europe -- that confirnmed
that God was, in fact, touching the hearts of good nmen to nake them believe in Col unbus's mni ssion

"Father Antonio, if | did not know what | know, | would not have believed nmy argunents either,"
sai d Col unbus.

"Enough of that," said Father Perez. "Never say that again."
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Col unbus | ooked at him startled. "Wat do you nean?"

"Here at La Rabida, behind closed doors, you can say such a thing, and we w |l understand. But
from now on you must never give anyone even the slightest hint that it is possible to doubt your
argunents. "

"I't is possible to doubt them" said Father Antonio.

"But Col unbus nust never give a sign that he knows it is possible to doubt them Don't you
understand? If it is God's will that this voyage occur, then you nust inspire others with
confidence init. That is what will bring you victory, Colunbus. Not reason, not argunents, but
faith, courage, persistence, certainty. Those who are touched by the Spirit of God will believe in
you no matter what. But how nmany of those will there be? How nany of those have there been?"

"Counting you and Father Antonio," said Col unbus, "two."

"So -- you will not win your victory by the force of your argunents, because they are feeble
i ndeed. And the Spirit of God will not overwhel meveryone in your path, because God does not work
that way. What do you have in your favor, Cristobal?"

"Your friendship," he said at once.
"And your utter, absolute faith," said Father Perez. "Am | right, Father Antonio?"

Fat her Antoni o nodded. "I see his point. Those who are weak in faith will adopt the faith of
those who are strong. Your confidence nust be absolute, and then others will be able to hold on to
your faith and let it carry them"

"So," said Father Perez. "You never show doubt. You never show even the possibility of doubt."
"Al'l right," said Colunbus. "I can do that."

"And you al ways | eave the inpression that you know nuch nore than you're telling," said Father
Perez.

Col umbus said nothing, for he could not tell Father Perez that his statenment was the truth.

"This means that you never, never say to anyone, 'These are all ny arguments, |'ve now told you
everything | know.' If they ask you direct questions, you answer as if you were only letting a
little bit of your know edge escape. You act as if they should already know as nuch as you do, and
you' re di sappointed that they do not. You act as if everyone should know the things you know, and
you despair of teaching the uninitiated."”

"What you're describing sounds |ike arrogance,” said Col unbus.

"I't's nmore than arrogance," said Father Antonio, laughing. "It's scholarly arrogance. Believe
me, Cristobal, that's exactly how they'll be treating you."

"True enough," said Colunbus, renenbering the attitude of King Joao's advisers back in Lisbon
"And one nore thing, Cristobal," said Father Perez. "You are good with wonen."

Col unbus rai sed an eyebrow. This was not the sort of thing he expected to hear froma Franciscan
prior.

"I speak not of seduction, though |I'msure you could master those arts if you haven't already. |
speak of the way they | ook at you. The way they pay attention to you. This is also a tool, for it
happens that we live in a tinme when Castile is governed by a wonan. A queen regnhant, not just a

queen consort. Do you think God | eaves such things to chance? She will | ook at you as wonen | ook
at nen, and she will judge you as wonen judge nen -- not on the strength of their argunents, and
not on their cleverness or prowess in battle, but rather on the force of their character, the
intensity of their passion, their strength of soul, their conpassion, and -- ah, this above all --

their conversation."
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"I don't understand how I'Il use this supposed gift," said Colunbus. He was thinking of his
wi fe, and how badly he had treated her -- and yet how much she had obviously loved himin spite of
it all. "You can't be suggesting that | seek sone sort of private audi ence with Queen Isabella.”

"Not at all!" cried Father Perez, horrified. "Do you think I would suggest treason? No, you w ||
meet with her publicly -- that is why she has sent for you. My position as the queen's confessor
has allowed nme to send letters telling about you, and perhaps that hel ped pique her interest. Don
Louis wote to her, offering to contribute 4,000 ducats to your enterprise. Don Enrique wanted to
mount the whole enterprise hinself. Al of these together have nade you an intriguing figure in
her eyes."

"But what you'll receive," said Father Antonio, "is a royal audience. In the presence of the
Queen of Castile and her husband the King of Aragon.”

"Yet still | tell you that you rmust think of it as an audience with the Queen al one," said
Fat her Perez, "and you nust speak to her as a wonan, after the way of wonen, and not after the way
of men. It will be tenpting for you to do as nobst courtiers and anbassadors do, and address
yourself to the King. She hates that, Cristobal. | betray no confidence of the confessional when |
tell you that. They treat her as if she weren't there, and yet her kingdomis nore than tw ce as
large as the King's. Furthernore it is her kingdomthat is a seafaring nation, |ooking westward
into the Atlantic. So when you speak, you address them both, of course, for you dare not offend
the King. But in all you say, you look first to the Queen. You speak to her. You explain to her
You persuade her. Renenber that the anount you are asking for is not large. A few ships? This wll
not break the treasury. It is within her power to give you those ships even if her husband
di sdai ns you. And because she is a wonan, it is within her power to believe in you and trust you
and grant you your prayer even though all the wi se men of Spain are arrayed agai nst you. Do you
under st and nme?"

"I have only one person to persuade," said Col unbus, "and that is the Queen."

"All you have to do with the scholars is outlast them Al you have to do is never, never say to
them 'This is all | have, this is all ny evidence.' If you ever adnmt that, they will rip those
arguments to shreds and even Queen |sabella cannot stand against their certainty. But if you never
do this, their report will sound nuch nore tentative. It will |eave roomfor interpretation. They
will be furious at you, of course, and they will try to destroy you, but these are honest nen, and
they will have to | eave open a few tiny doors of doubt, a few nuances of phrase that admt the
possibility that while they believe you are wong, they can't be absolutely, finally certain.”

"And that will be enough?"
"Who knows?" said Father Perez. "It may have to be."

When God gave ne this task, thought Col unbus, | thought he woul d open the way for ne. Instead |
find that such a slender chance as this is all that | can hope for

"Persuade the Queen," said Father Perez.
"I'f I can," said Col unmbus.

"It's a good thing you' re a wi dower," said Father Perez. "That's cruel to say, | know, but if
the Queen knew you were narried, it would dimher interest in you."

"She is married," said Colunbus. "What can you possibly nean?"

"I nean that when a man is married, he is no longer half so fascinating to a woman. Even a
marri ed wonman. Especially a married wonan, since she thinks she knows what husbands are |ike!"

Fat her Antoni o added, "Men, on the other hand, are not troubled by this aberration. Judging from
nmy confessional, at least, | would say that men are nore fascinated by married wonen than by
singl e ones."

"Then the Queen and | are bound to fascinate each other," said Col unbus dryly.
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"I think so," said Father Perez, smiling. "But your friendship will be a pure one, and the
children of your union will be caravels with the east wi nd behind them"

"Faith for wonmen, evidence for nen," said Father Antonio. "Does that nmean that Christianity is
for wonen?"

"Let us say rather that Christianity is for the faithful, and so there are nore true Christians
anong wonmen than anong nen," said Father Perez.

"But without understanding," said Father Antonio, "there can be no faith, and so it remains the
provi nce of nen."

"There is the understanding of reason, at which nen excel," said Father Perez, "and there is the
under st andi ng of conpassion, at which wonen are far superior. Wi ch do you think gives rise to
faith?"

Col unbus left themstill disputing the point and finished his preparations for the journey to
Cor doba, where the King and Queen were hol ding court as they prosecuted their nore-or-I|ess
per manent war agai nst the Moors. Al the talk of what wonmen want and need and admre and believe
was ridicul ous, he knew -- what could celibate priests know of wonen? But then, Col unbus had been
married and certainly knew nothing about wonen all the sane, and Father Perez and Father Antonio
had both heard the confessions of many wonen. So perhaps they did know.

Felipa did believe in ne, thought Colunbus. | took that for granted, but now | realize that
needed her, | depended on her for that. She believed in ne even when she did not understand ny
argunents. Perhaps Father Perez is right, and wonen can see past the superficial and conprehend
the deepest heart of the truth. Perhaps Felipa saw the mssion that the Holy Trinity put in ny
heart, and it led her to support me despite all. Perhaps Queen Isabella will also see this, and
because she is a wonan in a place normally reserved for men, she can turn the course of fate to
allowne to fulftll the m ssion of God.

As it grew dark, Columbus grew |lonely, and for the first tine that he could renenber, he m ssed

Felipa and wanted her with himin the night. | never understood what you gave to nme, he said to
her, though he doubted she could hear him But why couldn't she? If saints can hear prayers, why
can't wives? And if she doesn't listen to ne anynore -- why should she? -- | know she will be

listening for the prayers of Diego.

Wth this thought he wandered through the torchlit nonastery until he cane to the small cel
where Diego slept. His son was asl eep. Colunbus lifted himout of his bed and carried himthrough
the gathering darkness to his own room to his larger bed, and there he lay with his son curled
into his arm |I'mhere with Diego, he said silently. Do you see nme, Felipa? Do you hear ne? Now I
understand you a little, he said to his dead wife. Now | know the greatness of the gift you gave
me. Thank you. And if you have any influence in heaven, touch the heart of Queen Isabella. Let her
see in ne what you saw in ne. Let her love ne one-tenth as nuch as you did, and I will have ny
ships, and God will bring the cross to the ki ngdons of the east.

Di ego stirred, and Col unbus whi spered to him "Go back to sleep, nmy son. Go back to sleep."
Di ego nestled tighter against him and did not wake.

* k k

Hunahpu wal ked wi th Di ko through the streets of Juba as if he thought the naked children and the
grass huts were the nost natural way to live; she had never had a visitor fromout of town who
didn't conmment on it, who didn't ask questions. Sone pretended to be quite blas,, asking questions
about whether the grass used to nmake the huts was local or inmported, or other nonsense that was
really a circuitous way of saying, Do you people actually live like this? But Hunahpu seened to
think nothing of it, though she could sense that his eyes took in everything.

I nsi de Pastwatch, of course, everything would be fanmiliar, and when they reached her station he
i medi ately sat down at her term nal and began calling up files. He had not asked perm ssion, but
then, why should he? If he was to show her anything, he would have to be in charge; this was where
she had led him so why should he ask to use what she obviously intended himto use? He wasn't
bei ng di scourteous. Indeed, he had said that he was terrifted. Could this very cal mess, this
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stillness, be the way he dealt with fear? Perhaps if he ever becane truly relaxed, he would seem
nmore tense! Laughi ng, joking, show ng enotion, engaged. Perhaps it was only when he was fearfu
that he seened utterly at peace.

"How nmuch do you already know?" he asked. "I don't want to waste your tine covering materia
you're famliar with."

"I know that the Mexica reached their inperial peak with the conquests of Ahuitzotl. He
essentially proved the practical limts of Mesoanerican enpire. The | ands he conquered were so far
away that Moctezuma |l had to reconquer them and they still didn't stay conquered."”

"And you know why those were the linits?"

"Transportation,” she said. "It was just too far, and too hard to supply an armnmy. The greatest
feat of Aztec arnms was naking the connection with Soconusco, far down the Pacific coast. And that
only worked because they didn't take sacriftcial victins from Soconusco, they traded with them It
was nore of an alliance than a conquest."

"Those were the limts in space," said Hunahpu. "Wat about the social and economc limts?"

She felt as if she were being given an examination. But he was right -- if he tested her
know edge first, he would know how deeply he could delve into the material that mattered, the new
findings that he thought woul d answer the great question of why the Interveners had gi ven Col unbus
the m ssion of sailing west. "Economically, the Mexica cult of sacrifice was counterproductive. As
I ong as they kept conquering new | ands, they took enough captives fromwarfare that the nearby
territory could maintain enough of a workforce to provide food. But as soon as they began com ng
back fromwar with twenty or thirty captives instead of two or three thousand, they were left with
a dilemma. If they took their sacrifices fromthe surrounding | ands they already controlled, food
production would go down. But if they left those nen on the |l and, then they would have to cut down
on their sacrifices, which woul d nean even | ess power in battle, even less favor from the state
god -- what was his name?"

"Huitzilopochtli," said Hunahpu

"Well, they chose to increase the sacrifices. As a sort of proof of their faith. So production
fell and there was hunger. And the people they ruled over were nore and nore upset at the taking
of sacrifices, even though they were all believers in the sacrificial religion, because in the old
days, before the Mexica with their cult of Wtsil ... Huitzil --"

"Huitzilopochtli."

"There'd be only a few sacrifices at a tine, conparatively speaking. After cerenonial war, or
even after star war. And after the ball games. The Mexica were new, with their profligate
sacrificing. The people hated it. Their famlies were being torn apart, and because so nany peopl e
were sacrificed it didn't seemto be such a sacred honor anynore."”

"And within the Mexica cul ture?"

"The state thrived because it provided social nobility. If you distinguished yourself in war,
you rose. The nerchant classes could buy their way into the nobility. You could rise. But that
ended i nmedi ately after Ahuitzotl, when Mctezunma virtually ended all possibility of buying your
way fromclass to class, and when failure in war after war nmeant that there was little chance of
rising through valor in battle. Mctezuma was in a holding pattern, and that was disastrous, since
the entire Mexica social and econom ¢ structure depended on expansion and social mobility."

Hunahpu nodded.
"So," said Diko, "where do you disagree with any of this?"

"I don't disagree with it at all," he said.

"But the conclusion that is drawn fromthis is that even wi thout Cortes, the Aztec enpire woul d
have col | apsed within years."
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"Wthin nonths, actually," said Hunahpu. " Cortes's npbst valuable Indie allies were the people
of Tlaxcala. They were the ones who had al ready broken the back of the Mexica mlitary nachine.
Ahui t zotl and Moctezuma threw arnmy after army against them and they always held on to their
territory. It was a humiliation to the Mexica, because Tlaxcala was just to the east of
Tenochtitlan, conpletely surrounded by the Mexica enpire. And all the other people, both those who
were still resisting the Mexica and those who were being ground to dust under their governnent,
began to look to Tlaxcala as their hope of deliverance."

"Yes, | read your paper on this."

"It's like the Persian Enpire after the Chal dean," said Hunahpu. "Wwen the Mexica fell, it
woul dn't have neant a collapse of the entire inperial structure. The Tl axcal ans woul d have noved
in and taken over."

"That's one possible outcone," said D ko.

"No," said Hunahpu. "It's the only possible outcone. It was al ready under way."
"Now we cone to the question of evidence, |'mafraid," said D ko.

He nodded. "Watch."

He turned to the TruSite Il and began calling up short scenes. He had obviously prepared
carefully, for he took her from scene to scene al nbost as snmoothly as in a novie. "Here is Chocla,
" he said, and then showed her brief clips of the man neeting with the Tlaxcal an king and then
meeting with other nen in other contexts; then he naned anot her Tl axcal an anbassador and showed
what he was doi ng.

The picture quickly emerged. The Tl axcal ans were well aware of the restiveness both of the
subj ect peoples and of the nmerchant and warrior classes within the Mexica honel and. The Mexica
were ripe for both a coup and a revol ution, and whi chever one happened first would certainly
trigger the other. The Tlaxcal ans were neeting with | eaders of every group, forging alliances,
preparing. "The Tlaxcal ans were ready. |If Cortes had not come along and thrown a nonkey wrench
into their plans, they would have slipped in and taken over the entire Mxica enpire, whole. They
were setting it up to have every subject nation that nattered revolt all at once and throw their
m ght behind Tlaxcala, trusting in the Tlaxcal ans because of their enornbus prestige. At the sane
tinme, they were going to have a coup topple Mctezuma, which would break up the triple alliance as
Texcozo and Tacuba abandoned Tenochtitlan and joined in a new ruling alliance with Tlaxcala."

"Yes," said Diko. "I think that's clear. | think you're right. That's what they pl anned."

"And it would have worked," said Hunahpu. "So all this talk about the Aztec Enpire being ready
to fall is meaningless. It would have been replaced by a newer, stronger, nore vi gorous enpire.
And, | mght point out, one that was just as viciously commtted to whol esal e human sacrifice as
the Mexica. The only difference between them was the name of the god -- instead of
Hui t zi | opochtli, the Tlaxcalans commtted their butchery in the nane of Canmaxtli."

"This is all very convincing," said Diko. "But what difference does it nake? The sane limts
that applied to the Mexica would apply to the Tlaxcala people as well. The linmits on
transportation. The inpossibility of maintaining a program of whol esal e sl aughter and intensive
agriculture at the sane tine."

"The Tl axcala were not the Mexica," said Hunahpu

"Meani ng?"
"I'n their desperate struggle for survival against a relentless, powerful eneny -- a struggle
whi ch the Mexica had never faced, | mght add -- the Tlaxcal a abandoned the fatalistic view of

history that had crippled the Mexica and the Toltecs and the Mayas before them They were | ooking
for change, and it was there to be had."

By now, it was getting late in the workday, and others were gathering around to watch Hunahpu's
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presentation. Di ko saw now that the fear had | eft Hunahpu, and so he was beconi ng passi onate and
ani mat ed. She wondered if this was how the nyth of the stoic Indie had began -- the cultura
response to fear anmong the indie | ooked Iike inpassiveness to Europeans.

Hunahpu began to take her through another round of brief scenes showi ng nmessengers fromthe Kking
of Tl axcala, but now they were not going to Mexica dissidents or subject nations. "It is well
known that the Tarascan people to the west and north of Tenochtitlan had recently devel oped true
bronze and were experinmenting heavily with other netals and alloys," said Hunahpu. "Wat no one
seenms to have noticed is that the Mexica were conpletely unaware of this, but Tlaxcala was right
on top of it. And they aren't just trying to buy the bronze. They're trying to co-opt it. They're
negotiating for an alliance and they're trying to bring Tarascan sniths to Tlaxcala. They will
certainly succeed, and that means that they'll have devastating and terrifyi ng weapons unavail abl e
to any other nations in the area."”

"Wul d bronze nmake that big a difference?" asked one of the onlookers. "I nean, the flint
hat chets of the Mexica could behead a horse with one blow, it's not as if they didn't have
devast ati ng weapons al ready."

"A bronze-tipped arrowis lighter and can fly farther and truer than a stone-tipped one. A
bronze sword can pierce the padded arnor that snagged and turned away flint points and flint
bl ades. It makes a huge difference. And it wouldn't have stopped with bronze. The Tarascans were
serious in their work with many different nmetals. They were starting to work with iron."

"No," said several at once.

"I know what everybody says, but it's true." He brought up a scene with a Tarascan netal |l urgi st
wor king with nore-or-1less pure iron.

"That won't work," said one onlooker. "It's not hot enough.”

"Do you doubt that he'll find a way to nmake his fire hotter?" asked Hunahpu. "This clip is from
a tine when Cortes was already marching to Tenochtitlan. That's why the work with iron came to
not hi ng. Because it hadn't succeeded by the time of the Spani sh conquest it was not renenbered. |
found it because I'mthe only one who believed that it mattered to try to look for it. But the
Tarascans were on the verge of working with iron."

"So the Mesoanerican bronze age would have | asted for ten years?" someone asked.

"There's no | aw that says bronze has to cone before iron, or that iron has to wait centuries
after the discovery of bronze," said Hunahpu.

"Iron isn't gunpowder," said Diko. "Or are you going to show us Tarascans working wth
sal t peter?"

"My point isn't that they caught up with European technology all in a few years -- | think that
woul d be inpossible. What |'msaying is that by allying thenselves with the Tarascans and
controlling them the Tlaxcal ans woul d have had weapons that woul d give them a devastating
advant age over all the surrounding nations. They woul d cause so nuch fear that nations, once
conquered, might stay conquered |onger, nmight freely send the Tarascans tribute that the Mexica
woul d have had to send an arny to bring back. The boundari es woul d have increased and so woul d the
stability of the enpire."

"Possibly," said Diko.

"Probably," said Hunahpu. "And there's this, too. The Tl axcal a al ready domi nated Huexot zi ngo and
Cholula -- snall nearby cities, but it gives us an idea of their idea of enpire. And what did they
do? They interfered in the internal politics of their client states to a degree that the Mexica
never dreamed of. They weren't just extracting tribute and sacrificial victins, they were
establishing a centralized governnent with rigid control over the governnents of conquered
nations. Atrue politically unified enpire, rather than a | oose tribute network. This is the
i nnovati on that nade the Assyrians so powerful, and which was copied by every successful enpire
after them The Tl axcal ans have finally nade the sane di scovery two thousand years |ater. But
think what it did for the Assyrians, and now i magine what it will do for Tlaxcala."
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"All right," said Diko. "Let ne call in Mther and Father."
"But 1I'mnot through," said Hunahpu

"I was | ooking at your presentation to see if you were worth spending tine on. You are. There
was obviously a lot nobre going on in Mesoanerica than anybody thought, because everybody was
studyi ng the Mexi ca and nobody was | ooking for successor states. Your approach is clearly
productive, and people with a ot nore authority than I have need to see this."

Suddenl y Hunahpu's ani mati on and ent husi asm di sappeared, and he becane cal m and stoi c-1 ooki ng
again. Di ko thought: This neans that he's now afraid again.

"Don't worry," she said. "They'll be as excited as | am"
He nodded. "Wen will we do this, then?"

"Tormorrow, | expect. Go to your room sleep. The hotel restaurant will feed you, though | doubt
they have much in the way of Mexican food so | hope standard international cuisine will do. 1"l
call you in the nmorning with our schedule for tonorrow "

"What about Kemal ?"

"I don't think he'll want to miss this," said D ko.
"Because | never even got to the transportation issue."
"Tonorrow," said Diko

The others were already drifting away, though sone |ingered, obviously hoping to speak to
Hunahpu directly. Diko turned to them "Let this man sleep,” she said to them "You'll all be
invited to his presentation tonorrow, so why make himtell things tonight that he'll tel
everybody tonorrow?"

She was surprised to hear Hunahpu | augh. She hadn't heard himl augh before, and she turned to
him "Wat's funny?"

"1 thought when you stopped nme it was because you didn't believe in me and you were being
polite, with pronises of neetings with Tagiri and Hassan and Kenal ."

"Way woul d you think that, when | was saying that | thought this was inportant?" D ko was
of fended t hat he thought she was |ying.

"Because | never before net someone who would do what you did. Stop a presentation that you
t hought was inportant.”

She didn't understand.

"Di ko," he said. "Mst people want nothing nore than to know sonething that people higher up
don't know. To know things first. Here you had a chance to hear all of this first, and you stop
it? You wait? And not only that, you promi se others who are below you in the hierarchy that they
can be there too?"

"That's the way it is in Pastwatch, " said Diko. "The truth will still be true tonorrow, and
everybody who needs to know it has an equal claimon learning it."

"That's the way it is in Juba,” Hunahpu corrected her. "Or maybe that's the way it is in
Tagiri's house. But everywhere else in the world, information is a coin, and people are greedy to
acquire it and careful how and where they spend it."

"Well, | guess we surprised each other," said D ko.
"Did | surprise you?"

"You're actually quite tal kative," she said.
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"To ny friends," he said.

She accepted the conplinent with a smle. Hs smle in return was warmand all the nore val uabl e
because it was so rare

* % %

Sant angel knew from the nonent that Col unbus began to speak that this was not going to be the
normal courtier begging for advancenent. For one thing, there was no hint of boastful ness, no
swagger in the nman. Hi s face | ooked younger than his flowing white hair would inply, giving himan
agel ess, gnomi c | ook. What captivated, though, was his nmanner. He spoke quietly, so that all the
court had to fall silent to allow the King and Queen to hear him And even though he | ooked
equal ly at Ferdinand and |sabella, Santangel could see at once that this nan knew who it was that
he had to please, and it was not Ferdi nand.

Fer di nand had no dreans of crusade; he worked to conquer G anada because it was Spani sh soil
and his dreamwas of a single, united Spain. He knew it could not be achieved in a noment. He laid
his plans with patience. He did not have to overwhel m Castile; it was enough to be married to
| sabel la, knowing that in their children the crowns would be united forever, and in the neantine
he gave her great freedomof action in her kingdomas long as their mlitary novenents were under
his direction alone. He showed the sane patience in his war with Granada, never risking his arnies
in all-or-nothing pitched battles, but rather besieging, feinting, maneuvering, subverting,
confusing the eneny, who knew that he meant to destroy them but could never quite find where to
commit their forces to stop him He would drive the Mors from Spain but he would do it w thout
destroying Spain in the process.

| sabel  a, however, was nore Christian than Spanish. She joined in the war agai nst G anada
because she wanted the | and under Christian rule. She had |l ong pressed for the purification of
Spain by removing all non-Christians; it nade her inpatient that Ferdinand refused to let her
expel the Jews until after the Moors were broken. "One infidel at a tine," he said, and she
consented, but she chafed under the delay, feeling the presence of any non-Christian in Spain |like
a stone in her shoe.

So when this Col unbus began to speak of great kingdonms and enpires in the east, where the nane
of Christ had never been spoken al oud, but lived only as a dreamin the hearts of those who
hungered for righteousness, Santangel knew that these words would burn like flame in |Isabella's
heart even as they put Ferdinand to sleep. Wen Col unbus began to tell that these heathen nations
were the special responsibility of Spain, "for we are nearer to themthan any other Christian
nati on except Portugal, and they have set out on the |ongest possible voyage instead of the
shortest, around Africa instead of due west into the narrow ocean that divides us frommnillions of
souls who will flock to the banners of Christian Spain," her gaze on himbecane rapt, unblinking

Sant angel was not surprised when Ferdi nand excused hinmself and left his wife to continue the
interview al one. He knew that Ferdi nand woul d i nmredi ately assi gn advi sers to exam ne Col unbus for
him and the process would not be an easy one. But this Colunmbus -- hearing him Santangel could
not help but believe that if anyone could succeed at such a nad enterprise, it was this nman. It
was an insane time to try to put together an exploratory expedition. Spain was at war; every
resource of the kingdomwas conmitted to driving the Moors from Andal usia. How coul d the Queen
possi bly finance such a voyage? Santangel renenbered well the fury in the King's eyes when he
heard the letters from Don Enrique, the Duke of Sidonia, and from Don Luis de |la Cerda, the Duke
of Medina. "If they have such noney they can afford to sink it in the Atlantic on pointless
voyages, then why haven't they already given it to us to drive the Moor fromtheir own doorstep?”
he asked.

| sabel |l a was al so a practical sovereign, who never let her personal wishes interfere with the
needs of her kingdom or overtax its resources. Nevertheless, she saw this nmatter differently. She
saw that these two | ords had becone believers in this Genovese who had already failed at the court
of the King of Portugal. She had the letter from Father Juan Perez, her confessor, attesting that
Col unbus was an honest man who asked for nothing nore than the opportunity to prove his beliefs,
with his omn life if necessary. So she had invited himto Cordoba, a decision that Ferdi nand
patiently indul ged, and she listened to hi mnow.
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Sant angel now wat ched, staying as the agent of the King, to report to himall that Col unbus
sai d. Santangel already knew half of his report: W can spare no funds for such an expedition at
this time. As King Ferdinand's treasurer and chief tax collector, Santangel knew that his duty
required himto be absolutely honest and accurate, letting the king know exactly what Spain could
afford and what it could not. Santangel was the one who had explained to the king why he shoul d
not be angry at the dukes of Medina and Sidonia. "They are paying all the tax they can afford to
pay year in and year out. This expedition would happen but the once, and it would be a great
sacrifice for them W should see this, not as proof that they are cheating the Crown, but as
proof that they truly believe in this Colunbus. As it is, they pay as much toward the war out of
their estates as any other lords, and to use this as a pretext to try to extract nore fromthem
woul d only make enem es out of them and make many ot her |ords uneasy as well." King Ferdi nand
dropped the idea, of course, because he trusted Santangel's judgment on matters fiscal

Now Sant angel watched and |istened as Col unbus poured out his dreans and hopes to the Queen.
What are you actually asking for? he asked silently. It wasn't until three hours into the
interview that Colunbus finally touched on that point. "No nore than three or four ships -- they
could be nere caravels, for that matter,” he said. "This is not a mlitary expedition. W go only
to mark the path. Wien we return with the gold and jewels and spices of the east, then the priests
can go in great fleets, with soldiers to protect themfromthe jeal ous infidels. They can spread
forth through G pangu and Cat hay, the Spice Islands and India, where nmillions will hear the sweet
name of Jesus Christ and beg for baptism They will becone your subjects, and will ook to you
forever as the one who brought themthe glad news of the resurrection, who taught themof their
sins so they can repent. And with the gold and silver, with the wealth of the East at your
command, there'll be no nore struggling to finance a snall war agai nst the Mors of Spain. You can
assenbl e great armes and |iberate Constantinople. You can nake the Mediterranean a Christian sea
again. You can stand in the tonb where the Savior's body lay, you can kneel and pray in the Garden
of CGethsemane, you can raise the cross once nore above the holy city of Jerusalem over Bethl ehem
the city of David, over Nazareth, where Jesus grew under the care of the carpenter and the Holy
Virgin."

It was like nmusic, listening to him And whenever Santangel began to think that this was nothing
nmore than flattery, that this man, |ike nmost nmen, was out only for his own benefit, he renmenbered:
Col unbus intended to put his owmn life on the line, sailing with the fleet. Col unbus asked for no
titles, no prefernent, no wealth until and unless he returned successfully fromhis voyage. It
gave his inpassioned argunents a ring of sincerity that was |largely unfamliar at court. He nay be
mad, thought Santangel, but he is honest. Honest and clever. He never raises his voice, noted
Sant angel . He never |ectures, never harangues. Instead he speaks as if this were a conversation
between a brother and sister. He is always respectful, but also intinmate. He speaks with manly
strength, yet never sounds as if he thinks her his inferior in matters of thought or understanding
-- a fatal m stake which nmany nmen had nmade over the years when speaking to |sabella.

At long last the interview ended. |sabella, always careful, prom sed nothing, but Santange
could see how her eyes shone. "W will speak again," she said.

I think not, thought Santangel. | think Ferdinand will want to keep direct contact between his
wife and this Genovese to a mininum But she will not forget him and even though at this nonent
the treasury can afford nothing beyond the war, if Colunmbus is patient enough and does not hing
stupid, | think Isabella will find a way to give hima chance.

A chance for what? To die at sea, lost with three caravels and all their crews, starving or
dying of thirst or broken up in sone stormor swallowed up in a nael stronf

Col unbus was di sm ssed. |sabella, weary but happy, sank back in her throne, then beckoned to
Quintanilla and Cardi nal Mendoza, both of whom had al so waited through the interview To
Sant angel 's surprise, she also beckoned to him

"What do you think of this man?" she asked.

Quintanilla, always the ftrst to speak and the |ast to have anything valuable to say, nerely
shrugged. "Wio can tell whether his plan has nerit?"
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Cardi nal Mendoza, the man that sone called "the third king," smiled. "He speaks well, Your
Maj esty, and he has sailed with the Portuguese and nmet with their king," he said. "But it wll
take much exami nati on before we know whether his ideas have nmerit. | think his idea of the
di stance between Spain and Cat hay, sailing west, is grossly wong."

Then she | ooked at Santangel. This terrified him He had not won his position of trust because
he spoke up in the presence of others. He was not a speaker. Rather he acted. The King trusted him
because when he pronised he could raise a sum of noney, he produced it; when he prom sed they
could afford to carry out a canpaign, the funds were there.

"What do | know of such matters, Your Mjesty?" he asked. "Sailing west -- what do | know of
t hat ?"

"What will you tell mnmy husband?" she asked -- teasingly, for of course he was an open observer,
not a spy.

"That Col umbus's plan is not as expensive as a siege, but nore expensive than anything we can
afford at present."

She turned to Quintanilla. "And can Castile not afford it, either?"

"At present, Your Mjesty, " said Quintanilla, "it would be difficult. Not inpossible, but if it
failed it would nake Castile |l ook foolish in the eyes of others.”

No need to say that the "others" he referred to were Ferdi nand and his advi sers. Santangel knew
that |sabella was always careful to retain the respect of her husband and the nen he listened to,
for if she gained a reputation for foolishness, it would be an easy matter for himto step in and
take over nore and nmore of her power in Castile with little resistance fromthe Castilian |ords.
Only her reputation for "manlike" wi sdomallowed her to remain a strong rallying point for the
Castilians, which in turn gave her a measure of independence from her husband.

"And yet," she said, "why did God nake us queen, if not to bring his children to the Cross?"

Car di nal Mendoza nodded. "If his ideas have merit, then pursuing themwould be worth any
sacrifice, Your Majesty," he said.

"So let us keep himhere with the court, so he can be exani ned, so his ideas can be discussed

and conmpared to the know edge we have fromthe ancients. There's no hurry, | think. Cathay wll
still be there in a nmonth or two, or a year."
| sabel l a thought for a few nonments. "The man has no estate,"” she said. "If we keep him here,

then we rmust attach himto the court." She | ooked at Quintanilla. "He nust be allowed to live as a
gent !l eman. "

He nodded. "I already gave hima small sumto keep himwhile he waited for this audience."
"Fi fteen thousand maravedi s out of ny own purse,” said the Queen.
"That is for the year, Your Myjesty?"

"If it takes nore than a year," she said, "we'll speak of this again." She waved her hand and
| ooked away. Quintanilla left. Cardinal Mendoza al so excused hinself and took his | eave. Santange
turned to go, but she called himback. "Luis," she said.

"Your Majesty."

She waited until Cardi nal Mendoza had gone. "How extraordinary, that Cardi nal Mendoza chose to
listen to all that Col unbus had to say."

"He's a remarkabl e man," said Sant angel
"Whi ch? Col unbus or Mendoza?"

Since Santangel wasn't sure hinself, he had no ready answer.
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"You heard him Luis Santangel, and you are a hardheaded nan. Wat do you think of hin®"

"I believe himto be an honest man," said Santangel. "Beyond that, who can know? Cceans and
sailing vessels and ki ngdons of the east -- | know nothing of that."

"But you do know how to judge whether a nan is honest."

"He's not here to steal fromthe royal coffers,” said Santangel. "And he neant every word that
he said to you today. OF that |I'mcertain, Your Mjesty."

"l am too," said the Queen. "I hope he is able to nake his case to the scholars.™

Sant angel nodded. And then, against his better judgnent, he added a rather daring conment.
"Schol ars don't know everything, Your Mjesty."

She rai sed her eyebrows. Then she snmiled. "He won you over, too, did he?"

Sant angel blushed. "As | said -- | think himan honest nan."
"Honest men don't know everything either,"” she said.
"I'n ny line of work, Your Majesty, | have cone to think of honest nen as a precious rarity,

whil e scholars are rather thick on the ground."
"And is that what you will tell ny husband?"

"Your husband," he said carefully, "will not ask nme the sanme questions that you asked."
"Then he will end up knowi ng | ess than he should know, don't you think?"

It was as close as Queen |sabella could cone to openly admitting the rivalry between the two
crowns of Spain, despite the careful harnony of their narriage. It would not do for Santangel to

commit hinself on such a dangerous question. "I cannot begin to guess what sovereigns shoul d
know. "

"Neither can I, " said the Queen softly. She | ooked away, a sort of nelancholy drifting across
her face. "It won't do for ne to see himtoo often,"” she murnured. Then, as if renmenbering

Sant angel was there, she waved himoff.

He left at once, but her words lingered. It won't do for nme to see himtoo often. So, Col unbus
had struck deeper than he knew. Well, that was sonething the King didn't need to hear about. No
reason to tell the King sonething that would lead to the poor Genovese dying on sone dark night
with a dirk between his ribs. Santangel would tell King Ferdinand only that what Ki ng Ferdi nand
woul d ask: Did Colunmbus's idea seemworth the cost? And to that, Santangel would answer honestly
that at present it was nore than the Crown could afford, but at sone |ater date, with the war
successfully concluded, it night be both feasible and desirable, if it were judged to have any
chance at all of success.

And in the nmeantine, there was no need to worry about the Queen's |ast remark. She was a
Christian woman and a cl ever queen. She woul d not jeopardi ze her place in eternity or on the
throne for the sake of sone brief yearning for this white-haired Genovese; nor did Col unbus seem
such a fool as to seek that dangerous avenue of prefernent. Yet Santangel wondered if, in the back
of Colunbus's mind, there night not be sone snall hope of winning nore than the nere approval of
t he Queen.

Well, what would it natter? It would cone to nothing. If Santangel was any judge of men, he was
certain that Cardi nal Mendoza had | eft the court tonight deternmined to see to it that Colunbus's
exam nati on would be hellish. The poor man's argunments would end up in shreds; after the scholars
were through with himhe would no doubt slink away from Cordoba in shame.

Too bad, thought Santangel. He nade such an excellent start.

And then he thought: | want himto succeed. | want himto have his ships and nmake his voyage.
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What has he done to ne? Wiy should | care? Col unbus has seduced ne as surely as he seduced the

Queen.

He shuddered at his own fragility. He had thought he was a stronger man than that.

* % %

It was obvious to Hunahpu fromthe begi nning that Kemal was annoyed at having to waste tine
listening to this unknown child from Mexico. He was cold and inpatient. But Tagiri and Hassan were
pl easant enough, and when Hunahpu | ooked to Di ko he could see that she was perfectly at ease, and
her snile was warm and encouragi ng. Perhaps Kemal was always like this. Well, no matter, thought
Hunahpu. What nattered was the truth, and Hunahpu had that, or at |east nore of it than anyone
el se had put together yet about these matters.

It took an hour to get through all that he had shown to Diko in half that time, nbstly because
Kemal kept interrupting at first, challenging Hunahpu's statenents. But as time went on, as it
becane clear that all of Kemal's challenges were easily dealt w th using evidence that Hunahpu had
already intended to include a bit later in his presentation, the hostility began to sl acken, and
he was allowed to proceed with fewer questions.

Now he had reached the end of the things that D ko had seen, and as if to signal that fact, she
pul l ed her chair closer to the TruSite view ng area. The others who had watched yesterday al so
grew nore attentive. "I have shown you that the Tarascans had the technology to establish a nore
dom nant enpire than the Mexica, and the Tlaxcal ans were reaching for that technol ogy. Their
struggle for survival had nmade themnore willing to enbrace novelty -- which we saw a bit later
of course, when they nade alliance with Cortes. But this wasn't all. The Zapotecs of the northern
coast of the Isthmus of Tehuantepec were al so devel opi ng a new technol ogy. "

The TruSite Il at once began di spl aying shipbuil ders at work. Hunahpu showed them the standard
ocean-goi ng kanoa of the Tainos and Caribs of the islands to the east, then the differences in the
new ships that the Zapotecs were building. "Rudders," he said, and they could see that the tiller
was i ndeed being transfornmed into the nore efficient steering device. "And now," he said, "l ook
how t hey' re maki ng the ships larger."

Sure enough, the Zapotecs were reaching for a greater carrying capacity than woul d ever be
possi ble in a dugout canoe nade froma single tree. At first it consisted of w de decks straddling
the sides of the canoe and reaching beyond, but this became unwi el dy, making the boat too likely
to tip. A better solution was to shape a second tree into a vertical extension of the sides of the
canoe, lashed to the hull by the use of holes bored into the sides. To nake it watertight they
sneared the surfaces with sap before they put themtogether, making a glue-like bond when it was
| ashed tight.

"Clever," said Kenal

"I't doubles the carrying capacity of the ships. But it slows themdown, too -- they tend to
wallow in the water. What matters, though, is that they' ve learned to join wood and make it
watertight. Single-tree construction is over. It's just a matter of tine before the original one-
tree canoe becones the keel, and planks are used to nake a rmuch wi der, shallower hull."

"A matter of tine," said Kermal. "But you don't actually see any being nmade."

"What they lack is adequate tools," said Hunahpu. "Wen Tl axcal a takes over the Aztec enpire,
the bronze of the Tarascans will conme to the Zapotecs, and they' |l be able to nake boards nore
efficiently and with nore reliably snmooth surfaces. The point is that when they nmake any
i nnovation, it spreads quickly. And the Zapotecs are al so under pressure fromthe Aztecs. They
have to find sources of supply because the Mexican arm es have forced themfromtheir fields. In
this swampy land, farmng is always precarious. So | ook where they're sailing."

He showed them the clunsy, wall ow ng Zapotec ships carrying |large cargos from Veracruz and the
Yucatan. "Slow as these ships are, they carry enough cargo on each trip to nake the voyages
profitable. They're far enough up the coast of Veracruz now to be in contact with the Tl axcal ans;
and the Tarascans. And here." Again the view changed. "This is the island of Hi spaniola. And | ook
who's coming to visit."

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200r...%20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (81 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:14 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt

Three Zapotecan ships slipped up to the shore
"Unfortunately," said Hunahpu, "Col unbus was al ready there."

"But if he hadn't been there,"” said D ko, "it could have extended the reach of a Tlaxcal an
enpire out to the islands."

"Exactly," said Hunahpu

"There was al ready extensive contact between Mesoanerica and the Cari bbean islands," said Kenal

"Of course," said Hunahpu. "The Taino culture was actually an overlay by earlier raiders from
the Yucatan. They brought the ball court with them for instance, and established thensel ves as
the ruling class. But they adopted the Arawak | anguage and soon forgot their origins, and they
certainly did not establish regular trade routes. Wiy should they? The boats didn't carry enough
to make trade profitable. Only raiding was worth the effort, and the Caribs were the raiders, not
the Taino, and since they cane out of the southeastern Caribbean, Mesoanerica was even further out
of reach. The Tai no knew about Mesoanerica as a fabled |land of gold and wealth and mi ghty gods --
that's what they neant when they kept telling Colunbus that the |and of gold was to the west --
but they had no regul ar contact. These Zapotecan shi ps woul d have changed all that. Especially as
the ships got bigger and better. It would have been the beginning of a sailing tradition that
woul d have led to ships that could cross the Atlantic.

"Very specul ative," said Kemnal
"Forgive ne," said D ko, "but isn't that what your entire project is? Specul ation?"
Kenmal gl owered at her.

"What matters," said Hunahpu, anxious not to antagoni ze Kemal, "is not the details. What natters
is that the Zapotecs were innovating, they reached the islands with ships that could carry |arger
cargos, and they were also a famliar sight to the Tlaxcal ans along the coast of Veracruz. It's
unt hi nkabl e that the Tl axcal ans woul d not have seized upon this new technol ogy just as they
reached for the bronze-working of the Tarascans. It was an age of invention and innovation in
Mesoanerica, and the only barrier was the ultraconservative Mexica | eadership. That was dooned --
everyone knows it -- and it seens obvious to me fromthis evidence that the Tl axcal ans woul d have
become the successor enmpire, and as the Persians far outstripped the empire of the Chal deans, so
al so the innovative, politically sophisticated Tl axcal an enpire woul d have outreached the empire
of the Mexica."

"You' ve made that case very well," said Kemal.

Hunahpu al nost all owed hinself a sigh of relief.

"But you have claimed nmuch nore than that, haven't you? And for those clains you have no
evi dence. "

"Col unmbus' s di scovery erased all the other evidence," said Hunahpu. "But then, the Intervention
al so erased Col unbus's crusade to the east. | think we're on equal ground here."

"Equal Iy shaky," said Kenal .

"Kermal is heading the specul ati ve aspects of our research," said Tagiri, "precisely because he
is profoundly skeptical about it. He doesn't believe an accurate reconstruction is possible."

That thought had never occurred to Hunahpu -- that Kemal was predi sposed to reject al
specul ati ons. He had assuned that his only task was to bring Kemal to consider another possible
scenario, not that he had to persuade himthat it was possible to construct a scenario at all.

Di ko seened to sense his consternation. "Hunahpu," she said, "let's | eave aside the issue of
what can and can't be proved. You nust have devel oped the rest of the story in your mnd. Let's
regard it as likely that Tlaxcala has conquered and unified the whole of the old Mexica enpire,
and that nowit's running snmoothly with Zapotecan ships trading far and wi de and Tarascan
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bronzewor kers maki ng weapons and tools for them What then?"

Her gui dance hel ped himrecover his confidence. Trying to convince the great Kemal against his
will was too nmuch to contenplate; tal king about ideas he could do. "First, you have to renenber,"
sai d Hunahpu, "that there was one problem of the Mexica that the Tl axcal ans had not overcone. As
with the Mexica, the Tlaxcalan practice of whol esale sacrifice to their bloodthirsty god would
have drai ned away the manpower they needed to feed their popul ation."”

"So? How do you resolve it?" asked Kenal. "You wouldn't have cone here if you didn't have an
answer . "

"I have a possibility, anyway. There's nothing in the evidence, because Tl axcala hadn't had to
govern a real enpire yet. But they couldn't have succeeded if they made the same m stake the
Mexi ca made, sl aughtering the abl e-bodied men of their subject populations. So here's how | think
they woul d have solved it. There is a hint of a doctrine anong the priestly class that their
warrior god Canmaxtli becomes especially thirsty for blood after he has exerted hinself to give
Tlaxcala a victory. The existence of this idea nmakes it possible for the Tlaxcal ans to evol ve the
practice of only offering huge nmass sacrifices after a mlitary victory, because that's the only
time that Camaxtli is especially in need of blood. So if a city or nation or tribe willingly
allies itself with Tlaxcala, subnmits to their overlordship, and allows the Tl axcal an bureaucracy
to administer their affairs, then instead of being sacrificed, their nen are left to work the
fields. Perhaps, if they prove to be trustworthy, they can even join the Tl axcal an armny, or fight
alongside it. The nass sacrifices are only performed using captives fromarmes that resist. Aside
fromthat, peacetine sacrifices in the Tlaxcalan enpire would stay at a tolerable level -- the way
they were before the Mexica arose to formthe Aztec enpire in the first place."

"It gives the surrounding nations a reward for surrendering,"” said Hassan. "And a reason not to
rebel . "

"Just the way so much of the Roman Enpire didn't have to be conquered,"” said Hunahpu. "The
Ronmans seened so irresistible that kings of neighboring countries would nake the Roman senate the
heir to their thrones, so that they could live as sovereigns until they died, and then their
ki ngdons woul d pass peacefully into the Roman system It's the cheapest way to build an enpire,
and the best, since there's no war danage to the newly acquired | ands."

"So," said Kemal. "If their god isn't bloodthirsty except after victory, they becone peacefu
and their god goes to sleep."

"Well, that would be nice,"” said Hunahpu, "but part of their theology was that besi des needing
sacrifices after victory, Camaxtli |iked the blood. Canaxtli liked war. So they could put off the
huge sacrifices until they won a victory, but they would still keep |ooking for nore fights that

m ght lead to such a victory. Besides, the Tlaxcal ans had the sane social-nobility systemas the
Mexica in their pre-Mctezuma days. The only way to rise within their society was either to nmake a

|l ot of nobney or to prevail in battle. And maki ng noney was only possible for those who controlled
trade. So there woul d have been constant pressure to start new wars with ever-nore-renote
nei ghbors. | think it wouldn't have taken the bronze-w el ding Tl axcal ans long to reach the natura

boundari es of their new seafaring enpire: The Caribbean islands to the east, the nountains of
Col ombia to the south, and the deserts to the north. Conquests beyond those boundari es woul d not
have been cost-effective, either because there were no | arge concentrated popul ations to exploit
economi cally or to offer as sacrifices, or because the resistance would have been too strong as
they came in contact with the Incas.”

"So they turned to the enpty Atlantic? Unlikely," said Kenal

"I agree," said Hunahpu. "Left to thenselves, | think they would never have turned eastward, or
not for centuries. But they weren't left to thenselves. The Europeans canme to them"

"Then we're right back where we started,"” said Kenal. "The superior European civilization
di scovers the backward Indies and ..."

"Not so backward now, " said D ko.

"Bronze bl ades agai nst nuskets?" scoffed Kenal
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"Muskets weren't decisive," said Hunahpu. "Everyone knows that. The Europeans sinply coul dn't
conme in |large enough nunbers for their superior weapons to overcone the nunerical advantage of the
I ndi es. Besides, there's sonething else to consider. The Europeans woul dn't have cone straight to
the heart of the Caribbean this tine. The | ater discovery would al nost certainly have conme from
the Portuguese. Several Portuguese ships |anded on or sighted the coast of Brazil quite
i ndependently of Colunbus as early as the late 1490s. But the land they saw was dry and barren
and it didn't lead to India the way the coast of Africa would. So their exploration, instead of
havi ng the urgency that Col unbus brought to it, would have been occasional and desultory. It would
have taken years before Portuguese ships woul d have entered the Cari bbean. By then, the Tlaxcal an
enpire woul d already be well established there. Now, instead of Europeans finding the sweet-
nat ured Taino, they would nmeet the fierce and hungry Tl axcal ans, who woul d be getting frustrated
by the fact that they weren't able to expand easily beyond their current borders around the
Cari bbean basin. Wat do the Tl axcal ans see? To them the Europeans aren't gods fromthe east. To
them the Europeans are new victinms that Camaxtli has brought to them show ng them how to get
back on the path to productive warfare. And those big European boats and nuskets aren't just
strange miracles. The Tlaxcalans -- or their Tarascan or Zapotecan allies -- would immediately
start taking them apart. Probably they'd sacrifice enough of the sailors to persuade the ship's
carpenter and the ship's smth to nmake a deal, and unlike the Mexica, the Tlaxcal ans woul d keep
themalive and learn fromthem How |long would it take themto have nuskets of their own? Big-
bottoned ships? And in the neantime, the Europeans are hearing nothing at all about the Tlaxcal an
enpire, because any ships that reach Cari bbean waters are being captured and their crews never get
hore. "

"So the Tlaxcal ans aren't independently devel oping technol ogy anynore," said Tagiri.

"That's right. Al they needed was to be advanced enough to understand t he European technol ogy
when they encountered it, and to have an attitude that would allow themto exploit it. And that's
what the Interveners understood. They had to get Europeans to discover the new world before the
Tl axcal ans cane to power, back with the relatively inconpetent, decadent Mexica."

"That does work," said Kemal thoughtfully. "It does allow for a believable scenario. The
Tl axcal ans buil d European-styl e ships and nake European-style nuskets, and then cone to the shores
of Europe fully prepared for a war whose purpose is to enlarge the enpire and at the sane tine
bring sacrifices to the tenples of Camaxtli. | suppose the same pattern would apply in Europe,
too. Any nation that resisted themwould be slaughtered, while those that allied thenselves to the
Tl axcal ans woul d only have to endure a tolerable |level of human sacrifice. | don't think it would
be difficult to imagi ne Europe fragnenting over this. I don't think the Tlaxcal ans would | ack for
allies. Particularly if Europe had been weakened by a | ong and bl oody crusade."”

To Hunahpu, this sounded like victory. Kemal hinmself had conpleted the scenario for him
"But it doesn't work anyway," said Kenal.

"Why not ?" asked Di ko.

"Smal | pox," said Kemal. "Bubonic plague. The common cold. That was the great killer of the
I ndies. For every Indie who died of overwork in slavery or from Spani sh nuskets and swords, a
hundred di ed of disease. Those plagues would still have come."

"Ch, yes," said Hunahpu. "That was one of the biggest problens, and there's no way to find

evi dence for what |'m about to say. But we do know the way di seases work in human popul ati ons. The
Eur opeans carried these di seases because they were such a |arge population with lots of travel and
trade and warfare -- |ots of contact between nations -- so that as far as di sease organi sns were
concerned, Europe was one vast caldron in which they could cook, just |ike China and India, which
al so had i ndi genous diseases. In a large population |ike that, successful diseases are the ones
that evolve so they kill slowy and are not always fatal. That gives themtime to spread, and

| eaves enough of the human popul ati on behind that it can recover and bring up a new, non-inmune
generation within a few years. These di seases eventual ly evol ve into chil dhood epidem cs, cycling
around the large overall population pool, striking here and then there and then over there and
finally here again. Wen Col unbus cane, there was no region of the Anmericas that had such a |arge
popul ati on pool. Travel was too slow and the barriers were too great. There were a few i ndi genous
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di seases -- syphilis comes to mind -- but that one was exceptionally slowto kill in the Anerican
context. Fast-noving plagues were inpossible because they woul d spend thenselves in one locality
and run out of hunman hosts before they could get carried to a new locality. But that changes with
the Tl axcal an enpire."

" Zapot ecan boats," said D ko.

"That's right. This enpire is |linked by ships carrying cargos and passengers all around the
Cari bbean basin. Now pl agues can travel swiftly enough to spread and becone i ndi genous."

"That still doesn't nmean that a new plague won't be devastating," said Kemal. "It just neans
that snmall pox would travel faster and strike the whole enpire alnost at the sane tine."

" Yes, sai d Hunahpu. "Just as buboni c pl ague devastated Europe in the fourteenth century. But
there's a difference now. The plague will reach the Tlaxcala enpire fromthose earlier accidental
Portuguese visitors, before the Europeans cone in force. It sweeps through the enpire with exactly
as much devastation as it had in Europe. Smallpox, neasles -- they have their terrible effect. But
not one nation in Europe fell because of these plagues. No enpire collapsed, any nore than Rone
col | apsed because of the plagues in their time. In fact the plague has the effect of giving them
nore favorabl e popul ation densities. Wth fewer nmouths to feed, the Tl axcal ans can now produce a
food surplus. And what if they interpret these plagues as a sign that Camaxtli wants themto go
and win nore captives for sacrifice? That might be the final spur to nake them sail east. And now
when they cone, snall pox and neasl es and the common cold are al ready indigenous to the Tl axcal ans.
They touch on European shores already i mune to European di seases. But the Europeans have not been
exposed to syphilis at all. And when syphilis first reached Europe in our history it struck
viciously, killing quickly. It only gradually settled down to be the slow killer it had been anobng
the Indies. And who knows what other di seases mi ght have devel oped anpong the Tl axcal ans as their
enpire grew? This tinme | think the plagues woul d have worked the other way, against the Europeans
and in favor of the Indies."

"Possible,"” said Kenal. "But it depends on so many suppositions.”

"Any scenario we think of will depend on suppositions,
uni que virtue."

said Tagiri. "But this one has one

"And what is that?" asked Kensnl

"This one would have created a future terrible enough for the Interveners to think it worthwhile
to go back and erase their own tinme in order to elimnate the source of the disaster. Think of
what it woul d have neant to human history, if the powerful, technol ogy-wi elding civilization that
swept to domi nance over the whole world was one that believed in human sacrifice. If Mesoanerican
cults of torture and slaughter had cone to India and China and Africa and Persia armed with rifles
and linked by railroads.”

"And tied together with a single, unified, powerful, and efficient bureacracy, the way the
Romans were," added Di ko. "The internal dissensions of Europe went a |ong way toward naking their
over |l ordshi p weaker and nore tolerable.”

Tagiri went on. "It's not hard to inmagine that the Interveners, |ooking back, saw the Tl axcal an
conquest of Europe as the worst, nost terrible disaster in the history of humanity. And then they
saw Col unmbus's drive and anbition and personal charisma as the tool they could use to put a stop
toit."”

"What does this nmean, then?" said Hassan. "Do we abandon our entire project, because stopping
Col umbus woul d be worse than what he and those who cane after himactually caused in our history?"

"Worse?" asked Tagiri. "Who is to say which is worse? Wat do you say, Kenal ?"

Kenmal | ooked triunmphant. "1 say that if Hunahpu is right, which we can't prove, though he nakes
a good case, we learn only one thing: Meddling with the past is usel ess because, as the
Interveners proved, the nmess you nake is little better than the ness you avoid."

"Not so," said Hunahpu
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Everyone turned to look at him and he realized that, caught up in the discussion, he had
forgotten whom he was dealing with -- that he was contradicting Kemal, and in front of Tagiri and
Hassan, no |less. He gl anced over at Di ko, and saw that, far from | ooking worried, she sinply gazed
at himwith interest, waiting to hear what he would say. And he realized that this was how all of
them were | ooking at him except Kemal, and his scow was probably not personal -- it seened to be
hi s permanent expression. For the first tinme Hunahpu realized that he was being treated as an
equal here, and they were not of fended or contenptuous at his daring to speak. H's voice was as
good as anyone el se's. The sheer nmarvel of it was al nbst enough to silence him

"Wl | ?" asked Kenal

"I think what we learn fromthis," said Hunahpu, "is not that you can't intervene effectively in
the past. After all, the Interveners did prevent exactly what they set out to prevent. |'ve seen a
| ot more of Mesoanerican culture than any of you, and even though it's ny own culture, my own
peopl e, anyway, | can prom se you that a world ruled by the Tlaxcal ans or the Mexica -- or even
the Maya, for that matter -- woul d never have given rise to the denocratic and tol erant and
scientific values that eventually energed from European culture, despite all its bl oody-handed
arrogance toward other people."”

"You can't say that," said Kenal. "The Europeans sponsored slave trade, and then gradually
repudiated it -- who's to say that the Tlaxcal ans woul dn't have repudi ated human sacrifice? The
Eur opeans conquered in the nanme of kings and queens, and by five centuries later they had stripped
t hose nonarchs, where they survived at all, of every shred of power they once had w el ded. The
Tl axcal ans woul d have evol ved as well."

"But outside the Anericas, wherever the Europeans conquered, native culture survived," said
Hunahpu. "Altered, yes, but still recognizably itself. | think the Tlaxcal an conquest woul d have
been nore |ike the Roman conquest, |eaving behind little trace of the ancient Gallic or Iberian
cultures."

"This is all irrelevant," said Tagiri. "W aren't choosing between the Interveners' history and
our own. Whatever else we do, we can't restore their history and we woul dn't want to. Whichever
one was worse, ours or theirs, both were certainly terrible."

"And both," said Hassan, "led to sone version of Pastwatch, sone future in which they were aware
of their past and able to judge it."

"Yes," agreed Kemal, rather nastily, "they both led to a tine when nmeddlers with too nuch
| ei sure on their hands decided to go back and reformthe past to coincide with the values of the
present. The dead are dead; let's study themand |learn fromthem"

"And help themif we can," said Tagiri, her voice thick with passion. "Kenal, all we learn from
the Interveners is that what they did was not enough, not that it shouldn't have been attenpted at
all."

"Not enough!"

"They were thinking only of the history they wanted to avoid, not of the history they would
create. W nust do better.”

"How can we?" asked Di ko. "As soon as we act, as soon as we change something, we run the risk of
renovi ng ourselves fromhistory. So we can nake only one change, as they did."

"They coul d nake only one change," said Tagiri, "because they sent a nessage. But what if we
send a nessenger?"

"Send a person?"

"W have found, by careful exam nation, what the technology of the Interveners was. They didn't
just send a nmessage fromtheir own tine, because as soon as they started sending it, they would
have destroyed thensel ves and the very instrunment that was sending the nessage. Instead they sent
an object back in tinme. A holographic projector, with their entire nmessage contained within it.
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They knew exactly where to place it and when to trigger it. W' ve found the machine. It worked
perfectly, and then it rel eased powerful acids that destroyed the circuitry and, after about an
hour, when no one was nearby, it released a burst of heat that nelted itself into a lunp of slag
and then it exploded, scattering tiny nolten fragnments across several acres."

"You didn't tell us this," said Kenal

"The teamthat is working on building a tine nachine has been aware of this for some tinme," said
Tagiri. "They'll be publishing soon. What natters is this: They didn't just send a nessage, they
sent an object. That was enough to change history, but not enough to shape it intelligently. W
need to send back a nmessenger who can respond to circunstances, who can not only make one change
but keep on introduci ng nore changes. That way we can do nore than sinply avoid one dreadful path -
- we can deliberately, carefully create a new path that will make the rest of history infmtely
better. Think of us as physicians to the past. It isn't enough just to give the patient one
injection, one pill. W nust keep the patient under our care for an extended period, adapting our
treatment to the course of the disease."

"You nmean send soneone into the past," said Kenal.

"One person, or several people,” said Tagiri. "One person mght get sick or have an acci dent or
be killed. Sending several people would build sonme redundancy into our effort."”

"Then | must be one of the ones you send,"” said Kemal
"What!" cried Hassan. "You! The one who believes we should nmake no intervention at all!"

"l never said that, " said Kenal. "I only said that it was stupid to intervene when you had no
way of controlling the consequences. If you are sending a teamback into the past, | want to be
one of them So | can neke sure it goes properly. So | can nake sure it's worth doing."

"I think you have an inflated idea of your own powers of judgnent," said Hassan crossly.

"Absolutely," said Kenmal. "But I'Il do it, all the sane."

"If anyone goes at all," said Tagiri. "W need to go over Hunahpu's scenari o and gather far nore
evi dence. Then, whatever picture we energe with, we nust al so plan what our changes will be. In
the nmeantime we have scientists working on our machi nebut working with confidence, because we've
seen that a physical object can be pushed backward through time. Wen all these projects are
complete -- when we have the power to travel back in time, when we know exactly what it is we're
trying to acconplish, and when we know exactly how we intend to acconplish it -- then we'll nake
our report public and the decision whether to do it will be up to them To everyone."

* kK

Col unbus cane home after dark in the chilly night, weary to the bone -- not fromthe wal k hone,
for it wasn't that far, but rather fromthe endl ess questions and answers and argunments. There
were times when he longed to sinply say, "Father Talavera, |1've told you everything | can think
of. I have no nore answers. Make your report." But as the Franciscans of La Rabi da had warned him
that would nean the end of his chances. Tal avera's report woul d be devastating and thorough, and
there woul d be no crack left through which he could escape with ships and crew and supplies for a
voyage.

There were even tinmes when Col unbus wanted to seize the patient, methodical, brilliant priest
and say, "Don't you know that | see exactly how inpossible it |ooks to you? But God hinself told
me that | nust sail west to reach the great kingdons of the east! So my reasoni ng nust be true,
not because | have evi dence, but because | have the word of God!"

O course he never succunbed to that tenptation. Wile Col unbus hoped that if he were ever
charged with heresy, God night intervene and stop the priests from having hi mburned, he did not
want to put God to the test on this. After all, God had told himto tell no one, and so he could
hardly expect miraculous intervention if his own inpatience put himin danger of the fire.

So it was that the days and the weeks and the nonths stretched on behind him and it seened that
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the path ahead woul d have at | east as many days and weeks and nonths -- why not years? -- before
at last Tal avera said, "Colunbus seens to know nore than he's telling, but we nust make our report
and have done with it." How many years? It nade Colunbus tired just to think of it. WIIl | be like
Moses? WIIl | win consent to launch the fleet when I'"malready so old that | will only be able to
stand on the coast and watch themsail away? WII| | never enter the prom sed | and nysel f?

No sooner had he laid his hand upon the door than it was flung open and Beatrice greeted him
with an enbrace only slightly encunbered by her thick belly. "Are you nad?" asked Col unbus. "It
coul d have been anybody, and you opened the door w thout so much as asking who it was."

"But it was you, wasn't it?" she said, kissing him

He reached behind him shut the door, and then nanaged to extricate hinself from her enbrace
| ong enough to bar it. "You' re doing no good for your own reputation, letting the whole street see
that you wait for me in ny roonms and greet me with kisses.”

"You think the whole street doesn't already know? You think even the two-year-olds don't already
know that Beatrice has Cristobal's baby in her wonb?"

"Then let nme marry you, Beatrice," he said.
"You say that, Cristobal, only because you know that 1'll say no."

He protested, but in his heart he knew that she was right. He had prom sed Felipa that D ego
woul d be his only heir, and so he could hardly marry Beatrice and make her child legitimate.
Beyond that, though, was the reasoning that she always used, and it was correct.

She recited it even now. "You can't be burdened with a wife and child when the court noves to
Sal amanca in the spring. Besides which, right now you conme before the court as a gentl eman who
consorted with nobility and royalty in Portugal. You are the w dower of a wonman of high birth. But
marry me, and what are you? The husband of the cousin of Genovese nerchants. That does not nake
you a gentleman. | think the Marquise de Moya wouldn't be as taken with you then, either."

Ah, yes, his other "affair of the heart," Isabella's good friend the Marquise. In vain had he
explained to Beatrice that |sabella was so pious that she would not tolerate any hint that
Col unmbus had dallied with her friend. Beatrice was convinced that Col unbus slept with her
regul arly; she pretended el aborately that she didn't mind. "The Marqui se de Moya is a friend and a
help to ne, because she has the ear of the Queen and because she believes in ny cause," said
Col umbus. "But the only thing that |I find beautiful about her is her nane."

"De Moya?" teased Beatrice.

"Her Christian name," said Colunbus. "Beatrice, just |like you. Wien | hear that name spoken, it
fills me with love, but only for you. He rested his hand on her belly. "I"msorry to have burdened
you like this."

"Your child is no burden to ne, Cristobal."

"I can never nmake himlegitimate. If | win titles and fortune, they' |l belong to Felipa's son
Di ego. "

"He will have the bl ood of Colunbus in him and he will have ny |love and the | ove you gave ne as
his heritage."

"Beatrice," said Colunbus, "what if |I fail? What if there is no voyage, and therefore no fortune
and no titles? Wat is your baby then? The bastard son of a Genovese adventurer who tried to
i nvol ve the crowned heads of Europe in a nad schene to sail into the unknown quarters of the sea."

"But you won't fail," she said, confortably nestling closer to him "God is with you."

I s he? thought Colunbus. O when | succunbed to your passion and joined you on your bed, did
that sin -- which | haven't the strength even now to forsake -- deprive ne of God's favor? Should
| repudiate you now and repent of loving you, in order to win his favor back? O should I forsake
my oath to Felipa and foll ow the dangerous course of marryi ng you?
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"God is with you," she said again. "God gave ne to you. Marriage you nust forsake for the sake
of your great mssion, but surely God does not nean you to be a priest, celibate and unl oved."

She had al ways tal ked this way, even at the start, so that at first he had wondered if God had
given himat |ast soneone to whom he could tal k about his vision on the beach near Lagos. But no,
she knew nothing of that. And yet her faith in the divine origin of his mssion was strong, and
sust ai ned hi mwhen he was at his npbst di scouraged.

"You must eat," she said. "You have to keep up your strength for your jousting with the
priests.”

She was right, and he was hungry. But first he kissed her, because he knew that she needed to
believe that she mattered nore to himthan anything, nore than food, nore than his cause. And as
they kissed he thought, If only | had been this careful of Felipa. If only I had spent the little
tinme it would have taken to reassure her, she m ght not have despaired and died so young, or if
she di ed anyway, her |ife would have been happier until that day. It would have been so easy, but
I didn't know.

Is that what Beatrice is? My chance to amend ny mistakes with Felipa? O sinply a way to nake
new ones?

Never mind. If God wanted to punish Col unbus for his illegitimte coupling with Beatrice, then
so be it. But if God still wanted himto pursue his mssion to the west, despite his sins and his
weaknesses, then Col unmbus would keep trying with all his strength to acconplish it. His sins were
no worse than King Solonon's, and a far sight gentler than King David's, and God gave greatness to
both of them

Di nner was delicious, and then they played together on the bed, and then he slept. It was the
only happiness in these dark cold days, and whether God approved or not, he was glad of it.

* k k

Tagi ri brought Hunahpu into the Col unbus project, putting himand Diko jointly in charge of
devel oping a plan of action for intervention in the past. For an hour or two, Hunahpu felt
vi ndi cated; he longed to go back to his old position just |ong enough to say good-bye, seeing the
envy on the faces of those who had despised his private project -- a project that now would form
the basis of the great Kemal's own work. But the glow of triunph soon passed, and then cane dread:
He woul d have to work anong people who were used to a very high I evel of thought, of analysis. He
woul d have to supervise people -- he who had al ways been inpossible to supervise. How could he
possi bly measure up? They would all find himlacking, those above himand those bel ow

D ko was the one who brought himthrough these first days, being careful not to take over, but
i nstead nmaking sure that all decisions were jointly reached; that anytine he needed her advice
even to know what the choices were, she pronpted himonly privately, where no one could see, so
that the others wouldn't come to think of her as the "real" head of the intervention team And
soon enough Hunahpu began to feel nore confident, and then the two of themreally did | ead
toget her, often arguing over various points but never naking a decision until both agreed. No one
but Hunahpu and Di ko thensel ves coul d have been surprised when, after several nonths together
each cane to realize that their professional interdependence had turned to sonething nmuch nore
i ntense and rmuch nore personal

It was naddeni ng to Hunahpu, that he worked with Di ko every day, that every day he grew nore
sure that she loved himas nuch as he | oved her, and yet she refused any hint, any proposal, any
outright plea that they extend their friendship beyond the corridors of Pastwatch and into one of
the grass huts of Juba.

"Way not?" he said. "Wy not?"
"I"'mtired," she said. "W have too nuch to do."

Normal Iy he let this sort of answer stop him but not today, not this tinme. "Everything is
running smoothly in our project," he said. "W work together perfectly, and the teamwe've
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assenbled is reliable and efficient. W go hone every night at a reasonable hour. There is tineg,

if only you took it, for us to -- to eat a neal together. To sit and talk as a nan and a woman."
"There is no tine for that," she said.
"Why?" he dermanded. "We're close to ready, our project is. Kenmal is still puttering along with

his report on probable futures, and the machine is nowhere near done. W have plenty of tine."

The distress on her face usually would be enough to silence him but not now "This doesn't have
to make you unhappy,"” he said. "Your nother and father work together just as we do, and yet they
married and had a child."

"Yes," she said. "But we will not."

"Way not! What is it, that I'mso nuch snaller than you? | can't help the fact that Maya peopl e
are shorter than a Turko- Dongotona."

"You are so stupid, Hunahpu," she said. "Father is shorter than Mther, too. Wat kind of idiot
do you think I an®"

"Such an idiot that you're in love with me just as I'min love with you, only for sone insane
reason you refuse to admt it, you refuse even to take a chance on us bei ng happy together."

To his surprise, tears cane to her eyes. "l don't want to talk about this," she said.
"But | do," he said.

"You think you love ne," she said.

"I know | |ove you."

"And you think I love you," she said.

"l hope for that."

"And maybe you're right," she said. "But there's sonething that both of us |ove nore.

n \Mat ?u

"This," she said, indicating the roomaround them filled with TruSite Ils and Tenpovi ews and
conput ers and desks and chairs.

"People in Pastwatch | ove and |ive as hunman beings," he answered.

"Not Pastwatch, Hunahpu, our project. The Col unbus project. W' re going to succeed. W're going
to assenble our teamof three who will go back in time. And when they succeed, all of this wll
cease to be. Wiy should we marry and bring a child into the world in order to cause it to
di sappear in only a few nore years?"

"We don't know that," said Hunahpu. "The nathematicians are still divided. Maybe all we create
by intervening in the past is a fork in tinme, so that both futures continue to exist."

"You know that that is the least likely alternative. You know that the nachine is being built
according to the theory of nmetatinme. Anything sent back intine is lifted out of the causal flow
It can no longer be affected by anything that happens to the tinestreamthat originally brought it
into existence, and when it enters the tinestreamat a different point, it becones an uncaused
causer. Wien we change the past, this present will disappear.”

"Both theories can explain the way the machi ne works," said Hunahpu, "so don't try to use your
superior education in mathematics and tinme theory against ne."

"I't doesn't matter anyway," said D ko. "Because even if our time continues to exist, | won't be
init."
There it was -- the unspoken assunption that she would be one of the three who went back in
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tine.

"That's ludicrous," he said. "A tall black wonan, going to |ive anpbng the Tai no?"

"Atall black woman with a detail ed know edge of events that still lie in the future for the
peopl e of the surrounding tribes," she said. "I think "Il do well enough."

"Your parents will never let you go."

"My parents will do whatever it takes for this nmission to succeed,” she answered. "I'm al ready
far nore qualified than anyone else. I'min perfect health. |'ve been studying the | anguages |"']|
need for that aspect of the project -- Spanish, CGenovese, Latin, two Arawak dialects, one Carib
dialect, and the Ciboney |language that is still used in Putukamis village because they think it's

so holy. Wo else can match that? And | know the plan, inside and out, and all the thinking that
went into it. Who can do better than | to adapt the plan if things don't go as expected? So | will
go, Hunahpu. Mother and Father will fight it for a while, and then they'l|l realize that | amthe
best hope of success, and they'll send ne."

He said nothing. He knew that it was true.

She | aughed at him "You hypocrite," she said. "You' ve been doing just what |'ve been doing --
you' ve desi gned the Mesoanerican part of the plan so that only you can possibly do it."

That too was true. "I'mas natural a choice as you are -- nore natural, because |I'ma Maya."
"A Maya who's nore than a foot taller than the Mayas and Zapotecs of the period," she retorted

"I speak two Mayan dial ects, plus Nahuatl, Zapotec, Spanish, Portuguese, and both of the
Tarascan dialects that matter. And all your argunents apply to me as well. Plus | know all the
technol ogies we're going to try to introduce and the detail ed personal histories of all the people
we have to deal with. There is no choice but ne.”

"I knowit," said Diko. "I knewit before you did. You don't have to persuade ne."
"Ch," he said.

"You are a hypocrite," she said, and there was sone enotion behind it. "You were all set to go
yoursel f, and yet you expected nme to stay behind. You had sone foolish notion that we would narry
and have a baby, and then | would stay behind on the off chance that there would be a future here
whil e you went back and fulfilled your destiny."

"No," he said. "I never really thought of marriage."

"Then what, Hunahpu? Sneaking off to some sordid little rendezvous? |I'm not your Beatrice,
Hunahpu. | have work of my own to do. And unlike the Europeans and, apparently, the Indies, | know
that to mate with soneone wi thout marriage is a repudiation of the comunity, a refusal to take
one's proper role within the society. | won't mate |like an animal, Hunahpu. Wien | marry it will
be as a human being. And it will not be in this tinestream If | marry at all, it will be in the
past, because that's the only place where | have a future."

He listened, |eaden at heart. "The chance of our both |iving |long enough to neet there is small
D ko. "

"And that, ny friend, is why | refuse all your invitations to extend our friendship beyond these
wal I's. There's no future for
us. "

"I's the future, is the past, all that matters to you? Don't you have just a little bit of room
for the present?”

Again the tears flowed down her cheeks. "No," she said.
He reached up and cl eared her cheeks with his thunbs, then streaked his own cheeks with her

tears. "I will love no one but you," he said.
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"So you say now," she said. "But | release you fromthat pronmise and | forgive you already for
the fact that you will | ove sonmeone, and you will marry, and if we ever neet there, we will be
friends and be glad to see each other and we will not regret for one nonent that we did not act
foolishly now "

"W will regret it, Diko. At least | will. | regret it now, and | will regret it then, and
al ways. Because no one that we neet in the past will understand what and who we really are, not
the way we understand each other now. No one in the past will have shared our goals or worked as
hard to hel p us achieve them as we' ve done for each other. No one will know you and | ove you as
do. And even if you're right, and there's no future for us, | for one would rather face whatever
future I do have with the nenory of knowi ng that we had each other for a while."

"Then you are a romantic fool, just as Mdther always said!"
"She said that?"

"Mot her is never wong," said Diko. "She also said that | would never have a better friend than
you. "

"She was right, then."

"Be nmy true friend, Hunahpu," said Di ko. "Never speak of this to me again. Wrk with ne, and
when the tinme comes to go into the past, go with nme. Let our narriage be the work we do together
and let our children be the future that we build. Let ne cone to whatever husband | do have
wi t hout the nenories of another husband or another |over to encunber ne. Let me face ny future
with confidence in your friendship instead of guilt, whether it cones from denying you or
accepting you. WIIl you do that for ne?"

No, shouted Hunahpu silently. Because that isn't necessary, we don't have to do that, we can be
happy now and still be happy in the future and you're wong, conpletely wong about this.

Except that if she believed that nmarriage or an affair would nake her unhappy then it woul d nmake
her unhappy, and so she was right -- for herself -- and loving himwould be a bad thing -- for
her. So ... did he love her or nerely want to own her? Was it her happi ness he cared about or
satisfaction of his own needs?

"Yes," said Hunahpu. "I'Il do that for you."

It was then, and only then, that she kissed him |eaned down to himand ki ssed himon the |ips,
not briefly but not with passion either. Wth |love, sinple love, a single kiss, and then she |eft,
and | eft him desol ate.

Chapter 8 -- Dark Futures

Fat her Tal avera had listened to all the el oquent, nethodical, sonetinmes inpassioned argunents,
but he had known fromthe start that he had to nake the final decision about Col ¢n by hinself. How
many years had they listened to Col ¢n -- and harangued him too -- so that all were weary of the
same conversations endl essly repeated? For so many years, since the Queen first asked himto | ead
the exam nation of Col ¢n's clainms, nothing had changed. Mal donado still seermed to regard Col ¢n's
very existence as an affront, while Deza seened al nbst infatuated with the Genovese. The others
still lined up behind one or the other, or, like Talavera himself, remained neutral. O rather
they seenmed neutral. They nerely wavered |ike grass, dancing in whatever wind was bl owi ng. How
many tinmes had each one come to himprivately and spent long minutes -- sonetinmes hours --
expl ai ning their views, which always ambunted to the same thing: They agreed with everybody.

| alone amtruly neutral, thought Tal avera. | al one am swayed by no argunent whatsoever. | al one
can listen to Mal donado bring forth sentences from ancient, |ong-forgotten witings in | anguages
so obscure that quite possibly no one ever spoke them except the original witer hinmself -- |
alone can listen to himand hear only the voice of a man who is deternmned not to allow the
slightest new idea to disrupt his own perfect understanding of the world. | alone can listen to
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Deza el oqui zi ng about Col ¢n's brilliance in finding truths so | ong overl ooked by schol ars and hear
only the voice of a man who yearned to be a knight-errant fromthe romances, chanpi oning a cause
whi ch is noble only because he chanpions it.

| alone amneutral, thought Tal avera, because | al one understand the utter stupidity of the
entire conversation. Wich of these ancients they all quote with such certainty was lifted by the
hand of God to see the Earth from an appropriate vantage point? Wich of themwas given calipers
by the hand of God to make an accurate neasurenent of the dianmeter of the Earth? No one knew
anything. The only serious attenpt at neasurenment, nore than a thousand years before, could have
been disastrously flawed by the tiniest inconsistency in the original observations. Al the
argunent in the world could not change the fact that if you build the foundation of your logic
upon guesswork, then your conclusions will be guesswork al so.

O course Tal avera could never say this to anyone else. He had not risen to his position of
trust by freely expressing his skepticismabout the wi sdomof the ancients. On the contrary: Al
who knew hi mwere sure that he was utterly orthodox. He had | abored hard to make sure they had
that opinion of him And in a sense they were right. He sinply defined orthodoxy quite differently
fromthem

Tal avera did not put his faith in Aristotle or Ptoleny. He already knew what the exani nation of
Col ¢n was denonstrating in such agonizing detail: that for every ancient authority there was a
contradictory authority just as ancient and (he suspected) just as ignorant. Let the other
schol ars claimthat God had whispered to Plato as he wote the Synposium Tal avera knew better
Aristotle was clever but his wi se sayings were no likelier to be true than the opinions of other
cl ever nen.

Tal avera put his faith in only one person: Jesus Christ. Hs were the only words that Tal avera
cared about, Christ's cause the only cause that stirred his soul. Every other cause, every other
i dea, every other plan or party or faction or individual, was to be judged in light of how it
woul d either help or hinder the cause of Christ. Talavera had realized early in his rise within
the Church that the nonarchs of Castile and Aragon were good for the cause of Christ, and so he
enlisted hinself in their canp. They found himto be a val uable servant because he was deft at
mar shal i ng the resources of the Church in their support.

Hi s technique was sinple: See what the nonarchs want and need in order to further their effort
to make of Spain a Christian kingdom driving the unbeliever fromany power or influence, and then
interpret all the pertinent texts to show how scripture, Church tradition, and all the ancient
witers were united in supporting the course that the monarchs had al ready determ ned to pursue.
The funny thing -- or, when he was in another nood, the sad thing -- was that no one ever caught
on to his nethod. When he invariably brought in scholarship that would support the cause of Chri st
and the nmonarchs of Spain, everyone assunmed that this neant that the course the nonarchs were
pursui ng was the right one, not that Tal avera had been clever about nanipulating the texts. It was
as if they did not realize the texts could be nani pul at ed.

And yet they all nanipulated and interpreted and transforned the ancient witings. Certainly
Mal donado did it to defend his own el aborate preconceptions, and Deza just as much to attack them
But none of them seemed to know that this was what they were doing. They thought they were
di scovering truth.

How many tines Tal avera had w shed to speak to themwi th utter scorn. Here is the only truth
that matters, he wanted to say: Spain is at war, purifying Iberia as a Christian |and. The King

has conducted this war deftly and patiently, and he will win, driving the last Mors from I beri a.
The Queen is now setting into notion what England wisely did years ago: the expul sion of the Jews
fromher kingdom (Not that the Jews were dangerous by intent -- Talavera had no sympathy with

Torquenada's fanatical belief in the evil plots of the Jews. No, the Jews had to be expelled
because as long as the weaker Christians could | ook around them and see unbelievers prospering,
see them marrying and having children and living normal and decent |ives, they would not be firm
intheir faith that only in Christ is there happiness. The Jews had to go, just as the Mors had
to go.)

And what had Col ¢n to do with this? Sailing west. So what? Even if he was right, what would it
acconpl i sh? Convert the heathen in a far-off |and when Spain itself was not yet unified inits
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Christianity? That woul d be marvel ous and well worth the effort -- as long as it didn't interfere
in any way with the war against the Mors. So, while the others argued about the size of the Earth
and the passability of the Ocean Sea, Tal avera was al ways wei ghing far nore inportant matters.

What woul d the news of this expedition do to the prestige of the Crown? What would it cost and how
woul d the diversion of such funds affect the war? Wuld supporting Col ¢n cause Aragon and Castile
to draw cl oser together or farther apart? Wat do the King and Queen actually want to do? If Col ¢n
were sent away, where would he go next and what woul d he do?

Until today, the answers had all been clear enough. The King did not intend to spend one peso on
anyt hi ng but the war against the Mors, while the Queen very nuch wanted to support Col ¢n's
expedi tion. That nmeant that any decision at all would be divisive. In the delicate bal ance between
Ki ng and Queen, between Aragon and Castile, any decision on Col ¢n's expedition would cause one of
themto think that power had drifted dangerously in the other direction, and suspicion and envy
woul d i ncrease.

Therefore, regardless of all the argunents, Talavera was determ ned that no verdict would be
reached until the situation changed. It was easy enough at first, but as the years passed and it
becane clear that Col ¢n had nothing new to offer, it becane harder and harder to keep the issue
alive. Fortunately, Col¢n was the only other person involved in the process who seened to
understand it. O if he didn't understand it, at |east he cooperated with Talavera to this degree:
He kept hinting that he knew nore than he was telling. Veiled references to information he | earned
while in Lisbon or Madeira, nentions of proofs that had not yet been brought forward, this was
what all owed Tal avera to keep the exam nation open

When Mal donado (and Deza, for opposite reasons) wanted himto force Col¢n to lay these great
secrets on the table, to settle things once and for all, Talavera always agreed that it would be a
great help if Col ¢tn would do so, but one nust understand that anything Col ¢n | earned in Portuga
must have been | earned under sacred oath. If it was just a matter of fear of Portuguese reprisals,
then no doubt Col ¢n would tell, for he was a brave man and not afraid of anything King John m ght
do. But if it was a matter of honor, then how could they insist that he break his oath and tell?
That woul d be the sane as asking Col ¢n to dam hinself to hell for all eternity, just to satisfy
their curiosity. Therefore they must listen carefully to all that Col ¢n said, hoping that, clever
schol ars that they were, they could determine just what it was he could not tell them openly.

And, by the grace of God, Col ¢n hinself played along. Surely the others had all taken him aside,
at one tinme or another, trying to pry fromhimthe secrets that he would not tell. And in al
these long years, Col ¢n had never given a hint of what his secret information was. Just as
i nportant, he had al so never given a hint that there was no secret information

For a long tinme Talavera had not studied the argunments -- he had grasped those at the start and
not hi ng i mportant had been added in years. No, what Tal avera studied was Col ¢n hinself. At first
he had assunmed that Col ¢n was just another courtier on the nmake, but that inpression was quickly
di spelled. Col ¢n was absolutely, fanatically determned to sail west, and could not be distracted
by any other sort of prefernent. Gadually, though, Talavera had cone to see that this voyage west
was not an end in itself. Col ¢n had dreans. Not of personal wealth or fane, but rather dreans of
power. Col ¢n wanted to acconplish sonething, and this westward voyage was the foundation of it.
And what was it that Col ¢n wanted to do? Tal avera had puzzl ed about this for nonths, for years.

Today, at last, the answer had cone. Departing fromhis usual scholarly bludgeoni ng, Ml donado
had remarked, rather testily, that it was selfish of Col¢n to try to distract the nonarchs from
their war with the Mors, and Col ¢n had suddenly erupted in anger. "A war with the Mors? For
what, to drive themfrom G anada, froma snmall corner of this dry peninsula? Wth the wealth of
the East we could drive the Turk from Constantinople, and fromthere it is only a short step to
Armageddon and the liberation of the Holy Land! And you tell ne that | nust not do this, because
it mght interfere with the war against Granada? You nmight as well tell a natador that he cannot
kill the bull because it might interfere with the effort to stonp on a nouse!"

At once Col ¢n had regretted his remarks, and was quick to reassure everyone that he had nothing
but the greatest enthusiasmfor the great war against Granada. "Forgive nme for letting ny passion
rule ny nouth," said Col¢n. "Never for a nonent have | wi shed for anything but the victory of the
Christian armies over the infidel in Granada."
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Tal avera had i nmmedi ately forgiven himand forbi dden anyone to repeat Col ¢n's remarks. "W know
that what you said was in zeal for the cause of Christ, wishing that we could acconplish even nore
than victory agai nst Granada, not |ess."

Col ¢n hinmself seemed relieved indeed to hear Talavera's words. It could have been the death of
his petition right on the spot, if his remarks had been taken as disloyalty -- and the persona
consequences coul d have been severe as well. The others had al so nodded wi sely. They had no wi sh
to denounce Col ¢n. For one thing, it would hardly redound to their credit if it had taken them
this many years to discover that Col ¢n was a traitor

What Col ¢n did not know, what none of them knew, was how deeply his words had touched Tal avera's
soul. A Crusade to |iberate Constantinople! To break the power of the Turk! To plunge a knife into
the heart of Islam In a few sentences Col ¢n had forced Tal avera to view his life's work in a new
light. Al these years that Tal avera had devoted hinself to the cause of Spain for Christ's sake,
and now he realized that next to Col¢n his own faith was childish. Col¢n is right: If we serve
Christ, why are we chasing nice when the great bull of Satan struts through the greatest Christian
city?

For the first time in years, Talavera realized that serving the King and Queen might not be
identical to serving the cause of Christ. He realized that for the first time in his life he was
in the presence of soneone whose devotion to Christ nmight well be the match of his own. Such was
my pride, thought Talavera, that it took ne this many years to see it.

And in those years, what have | done? | have kept Col ¢n trapped here, |eading himon, keeping
the question open year after year, all because maki ng any kind of decision m ght weaken the
rel ati onshi p between Aragon and Castile. Yet what if it is Col ¢n, and not Ferdi nand and | sabell a,
who understands what will best serve the cause of Christ? How does the purification of Spain
conpare to the liberation of all the ancient Christian |lands? And with the power of |slam broken
what then would stop Christianity fromspreading forth to fill the world?

If only Col ¢n had cone to us with a plan for Crusade instead of this strange voyage to the west.
The man was el oquent, forceful, and there was sonething about himthat nmade you want to be on his
side. Tal avera inagi ned himgoing fromking to king, fromcourt to court. He might well have been
abl e to convince the nonarchs of Europe to unite in conmon cause agai nst the Turk

I nst ead, Col ¢n seened sure that the only way to bring about such a Crusade was to establish a
direct, quick connection with the great kingdons of the East. Well, what if he was right? Wat if
God had put this vision in his mind? Certainly it was nothing an intelligent nan woul d have
t hought of on his own -- the nost rational plan was to sail around Africa as the Portuguese were
doing. But wasn't that, too, a species of madness? Wren't there ancient witers who had assumned
that Africa extended all the way to the south pole, so there was no way to sail around it? Yet the
Port uguese had persisted, finding again and again that no natter how far south they sailed, Africa
was al ways there, extending even farther than they had i nagi ned. Yet |ast year Dias at |ast
returned with the good news -- they had rounded a cape and found that the coast ran to the east,
not to the south; and then, after hundreds of miles, it definitely ran to the northeast and then
the north. They had rounded Africa. And now the irrational persistence of the Portuguese was
wi dely known to be rational after all

Couldn't Col¢n's irrational plans turn out the sanme way? Only instead of a years-long voyage,
his route to the Orient would bring wealth nuch faster. And his plan, instead of enriching a tiny
usel ess country like Portugal, would | ead eventually to the Church of Christ filling the entire
wor | d!

So now, instead of thinking howto drag out the examination of Col ¢n, waiting for the desires of
the nmonarchs to resol ve thensel ves, Talavera sat in his austere chanber trying to think howto
force the issue. One thing he certainly could not do was suddenly, after all these years and with
no significant new argunments, announce that the committee was deciding in favor of Col ¢n
Mal donado and his supporters would protest directly to the King's nen, and a power struggle woul d
ensue. The Queen woul d al nost certainly | ose such an open struggle, since her support fromthe
| ords of her real mdepended in large part on the fact that she was known to "think Iike a man."

Di sagreeing openly with the King would give the lie to that idea. Thus open support for Col ¢n
woul d | ead to division and probably would not |ead to a voyage.
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No, Tal avera thought, the one thing | cannot do is support Col ¢n. So what can | do?

I can set himfree. | can end the process and let himgo on to another king, to another court.
Tal avera wel | knew that Col ¢n's friends had nade discreet inquiries in the courts of France and
Engl and. Now that the Portuguese had achieved their quest for an African route to the East, they
m ght be able to afford a snall exploratory expedition toward the west. Certainly the Portuguese
advantage in trading with the Oient will be envied by other kings. Col ¢n might well succeed
somewhere. So whatever el se happens, | rmust end his exam nation inmediately.

But could there not also be a way to end the exam nation and yet turn things to the advantage of
Col ¢n's supporters?

Wth a half-fornmed plan in mnd, Talavera sent to the Queen a note bearing his request for a
secret audience with her on the matter of Col ¢n.

* k k

Tagiri did not understand her own reaction to the news of success fromthe scientists working on
time travel. She shoul d be happy. She should be rejoicing to know that her great work coul d,
physical ly, be acconplished. Yet ever since the nmeeting with the team of physicists,
mat hemat i ci ans, and engi neers working on the time travel project, she had been upset, angry,
frightened. The opposite of how she had expected she woul d feel

Yes, they said, we can send a living person into the past. But if we do so there is no chance,
no chance what soever, that our present world will survive in any form To send sonmeone into the
past to change it is the end of ourselves.

They were so patient, trying to explain tenporal physics to historians. "If our time is
destroyed, " Hassan asked, "then won't that also destroy the very people that we send back? If none
of us are ever born, then the people we send won't have been born either, and therefore they could
never have been sent. "

No, explained the physicists, you' re confusing causality with tinme. Tinme itself, as a
phenonenon, is utterly linear and unidirectional. Each nonent happens only once, and passes into
the next nonent. Qur nenories grasp this one-way flow of tine, and in our nminds we link it with
causality. W know that if A causes B, then A nust cone before B. But there is nothing in the
physics of time that requires this. Think of what your predecessors did. The nachine they sent
back in tine was the product of a long causal network. Those causes were all real, and the machine
actually existed. Sending it back in time did not undo any of the events that led to the creation
of that machine. But in the nmonment that the machine caused Col unbus to see his vision on that
beach in Portugal, it began to transformthe causal network so that it no longer led to the sane
pl ace. Al of those causes and effects really happened -- the ones leading to the creation of the
machi ne, and the ones following fromthe machine's introduction into the fifteenth century.

"But then you're saying that their future still exists,” Hunahpu protested.

That depends on how you define exi stence, they explained. As a part of the causal network
|l eading to the present noment, yes, they continue to exist in the sense that any part of their
causal network that led to the existence of their machine in our time is still having effects in
the present world. But anything peripheral or irrelevant to that is nowutterly without effect in
our tinestream And anything in their history that the introduction of that nachine in our history
caused not to happen is utterly and irrevocably lost. W can't go back into our past and view it
because it didn't happen

"But it did happen, because their nmachine exists."

No, they said again. Causality can be recursive, but time cannot. Anything that the introduction
of their machine caused not to happen, did not in fact happen in tinme. There is no nonent of tine
in which those events exist. Therefore they cannot be seen or visited because the tenporal |oc
whi ch they occupi ed are now occupi ed by different noments. Two contradictory sets of events cannot
occupy the same nmonent: You are only confused because you cannot separate causality fromtinme. And
that's perfectly natural, because tine is rational. Causality is irrational. W' ve been playing
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specul ative games with the mat hematics of time for centuries, but we would never have seen this
di stinction between tinme and causality ourselves if we hadn't had to account for the machine from
the future

"So what you're saying," Diko offered, "is that the other history still exists, but we just
can't see it with our machines."

That's not what we're saying, they replied with infinite patience. Anything that was not
causal ly connected to the creation of that nachi ne cannot be said to have ever existed at all. And
anything that did lead to the creation of that machine and its introduction into our tine exists
only in the sense that unreal nunbers exist.

"But they did exist," Tagiri said, nore passionately than she had expected. "They did."

"They did not," said old Manjam who had | et his younger colleagues speak for himtill now "W
mat hematicians are quite confortable with this -- we have never dwelt in the realmof reality. But
of course your mind rebels against it because your nind exists in tinme. Wat you nust understand
is that causality is not real. It does not exist in tinme. Mnent A does not really cause Mnent B
inreality. Moment A exists, and then Mnent B exists, and between them are Minents A a through
A .z, and between A a and A.b there are A aa through A az. None of these nonents actually touches
any other nonent. That is what reality is -- an infinite array of discreet nonments unconnected
with any other nonent because each nonment in tine has no linear dinension. Wen the machi ne was
i ntroduced into our history, fromthat point forward a new infinite set of nonents conpletely
replaced the old infinite set of noments. There were no spare |eftover nonent-locations for the
old noments to hang around in. And because there was no time for them they didn't happen. But
causality is unaffected by this. It isn't geonetric. It has a conpletely different mathematics,
one which does not fit well with concepts |like space and tine and certainly doesn't fit within
anything that you could call 'real.' There is no space or tinme in which those events happened."

"What does that nmean?" said Hassan. "That if we send somebody back in time, they will suddenly
cease to renenber anything about the tinme they canme from because that tinme no | onger exists?"

"The person that you send back," said Manjam "is a discrete event. He will have a brain, and
that brain will contain nmenories that, when he accesses them wll give himcertain information
This information will cause himto think he renenbers a whole reality, a world and a history. But
all that exists inreality is himand his brain. The causal network will only include those causa
connections which led to the creation of his physical body, including his brain state, but any
part of that causal network which is not part of the newreality cannot be said to exist in any
way. "

Tagiri was shaken. "I don't care that | don't understand the science of it," she said. "I only
know that | hate it."

"It's always frightening to deal with sonething that is counterintuitive," said Mani am

"Not at all,"” said Tagiri, trenmbling. "I didn't say | was frightened. I"'mnot. |I'mangry and ..
frustrated. Horrified."

"Horrified about the nmathematics of tinme?"

"Horrified at what we are doing, at what the Interveners actually did. | suppose that | always
felt that in some sense they went on. That they sent their nmachine and then went on with their
lives, conforted in their miserable situation by knowi ng that they had done sonething to help
their ancestors."

"But that was never possible," said Manjam

"I knowit," said Tagiri. "And so when | really thought about it, | inmagined them sending the
machi ne and in that nmoment they sort of -- disappeared. A clean painless death for everyone. But
at least they had lived, up to that nonent."

"Well," said Maniam "how is clean, painless nonexistence any worse than a cl ean, painless
deat h?"
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"You see," said Tagiri, "it's not. Not any worse. And not any better, either, for the people
t hemsel ves. "

"\What peopl e?" said Marjam shrugging.
"Us. Manjam We are talking about doing this to ourselves."

"If you do this, then there will have been no such people as ourselves. The only aspect of our
causal network that will have any future or past are those that are connected to the creation of
t he physical bodies and nental states of the persons you send into the past.”

"This is all so silly," said D ko. "Wio cares about what's real and what isn't real? Isn't this
what we wanted all along? To nmake it so that the terrible events of our history never happened in
the first place? And as for our own history, the parts that will be |ost, who cares if a
mat hematician calls us dirty names |like 'unreal'? They say such sl anders about the square root of
mnus two, as well."

Everyone | aughed, but not Tagiri. They did not see the past as she sawit. O rather, they
didn't feel the past. They didn't understand that to her, |ooking through the Tenpovi ew and t he

TruSite |1, the past was alive and real. Just because the people were dead did not nean that they
were not still part of the present, because she could go back and recover them See them hear
them Know them at |east as well as any human bei ng ever knows any other. Even before the TruSite
and the Tenpovi ew, though, the dead still lived in nenory, sone kind of nmenory. But not if they
changed the past. It was one thing to ask humanki nd of today to choose to give up their future in
the hope of creating a newreality. That would be hard enough. But to al so reach back and kill the
dead, to uncreate themas well -- and they had no vote. They could not be asked.

We nust not do this, she thought. This is wong. This win be a worse crine than the ones we are
trying to prevent.

She got up and left the neeting. Di ko and Hassan tried to |l eave with her, but she brushed t hem
off. "I need to be alone," she said, and so they stayed behind, returning to a neeting that she
knew woul d be in shanbles. For a nonent she felt renorse at having greeted the physicists
triunphant moment with such a negative response, but as she wal ked the streets of Juba that
renorse faded, replaced by one far deeper

The children playing naked in the dirt and weeds. The nen and wonmen goi ng about their business.

She spoke to themall in her heart, saying, How would you like to die? And not only you, but your
children and their children? And not only them but your parents, too? Let's go back into the
graves, open themup, and kill themall. Every good and evil thing they did, all their joy, al
their suffering, all their choices -- let's kill themall, erase them undo them Reaching back

and back and back, until we finally conme to the gol den nonment that we have chosen, declaring it
worthy to continue to exist, but with a new future tied to the end of it. And why rmust all of you
and yours be killed? Because in our judgnent they didn't nake a good enough world. Their m stakes
al ong the way were so unforgivable that they erase the value of any good that al so happened. Al
must be obliterated

How dare | ? How dare we? Even if we got the unani mous consent of all the people of our own tine,
how will we poll the dead?

She picked her way down the bluffs to the riverside. In the waning afternoon, the heat of the
day was finally beginning to break. In the distance, hippos were bathing or feeding or sleeping.
Birds were calling, getting ready for their frenzied feeding on the insects of the dusk. Wat goes
t hrough your ninds, Birds, Hippopotanuses, Insects of the |ate afternoon? Do you |ike being alive?
Do you fear death? You kill to live; you die so others can live; it's the path ordained for you by
evolution, by life itself. But if you had the power, wouldn't you save yourselves?

She was still there by the river when the darkness came, when the stars cane out. For a nonent,
gazing at the ancient light of the stars, she thought: Wy should | worry about uncreating so nuch
of human history? Way should | care that it will be worse than forgotten, that it will be unknown?
Why should that seemto be a crine, when all of hunman history is an eyeblink conpared to the
billions of years the stars have shone? W will all be forgotten in the |ast exhal ati on of our
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hi story; what does it matter, then, if some are forgotten sooner than others, or if sone are
caused to have never existed at all?

Oh, this is such a wi se perspective, to conpare human lives to the lives of stars. The only
problemis that it cuts both ways. If in the long run it doesn't matter that we w pe out billions
of lives in order to save our ancestors, then in the long ran saving our ancestors doesn't matter,
either, so why bother changing the past at all?

The only perspective that matters is the human one, Tagiri knew. W are the only ones who care;
we are the actors and the audience as well, all of us. And the critics. W are also the critics.

The light of an electric torch bobbed into view as she heard someone approachi ng t hrough the
grass.

"That torch will only attract aninals that we don't want," she said.

"Cone hone," said DDko It isn't safe out here, and Father's worried."
"Way should he be worried? My life doesn't exist. | never lived."
"You're alive now, and so am |, and so are the crocodiles."

"I'f individual lives don't matter," said Tagiri, "then why bother going back to make them
better? And if they do matter, then how dare we snuff some out in favor of others?”

"Individual lives matter," said Diko. "But life also matters. Life as a whole. That's what
you' ve forgotten today. That's what Manjam and the other scientists also forgot. They talk of all
these nonments, separate, never touching, and say that they are the only reality. Just as the only
reality of human life is individuals, isolated individuals who never really know each other, never
really touch at any point. No natter how cl ose you are, you're always separate.”

Tagiri shook her head. "This has nothing to do with what is bothering ne."

"It has everything to do with it," said D ko. "Because you know that this is a lie. You know
that the nathematicians are wong about the nmonments, too. They do touch. Even if we can't really
touch causality, the connections between nonments, that doesn't nmean they aren't real. And just
because whenever you | ook closely at the human race, at a conmunity, at a famly, all you can ever

find are separate individuals, that doesn't nean that the famly is not also real. After all, when
you | ook cl osely enough at a nolecule, all you can see are atons. There is no physical connection
bet ween them And yet the nolecule is still real because of the way the atons affect each other."
"You're as bad as they are," said Tagiri, "answering anguish with anal ogies."
"Anal ogies are all | have," said Diko. "Truth is all | have, and truth is never a confort. But
understanding truth, that is what you taught me to do. So here is the truth. What human life is,
what it's for, what we do, is create communities. Sone of them are good, sone of themare evil, or

somewher e between. You taught ne this, didn't you? And there are comunities of communities,
groups of group's, and--"

"And what nmakes them good or bad?" denmanded Tagiri. "The quality of the individual l|ives. The
ones we're going to snuff out."”

"No," said Diko. "What we're going to do is go back and revise the ultimte comunity of
communi ties, the human race as a whole, history as a whole here on this planet. W're going to
create a new version of it, one that will give the new individuals who live withinit a far, far
better chance of happiness, of having a good life, than the old version. That's real, and that's
good, Mdther. It's worth doing. It is."

"1"ve never known any groups," said Tagiri. "Just people. Just individual people. Wy should
make t hose people pay so this imaginary thing called 'human history' can be better? Better for
whon?"

"But Mot her, individual people always sacrifice for the sake of the community. Wen it nmatters
enough, people sonetines even die, willingly, for the good of the conmunity that they fee
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thensel ves to be a part of. As well as a thousand sacrifices short of death. And why? Wy do we
give up our individual desires, leave themunfulfilled, or work hard at tasks we hate or fear
because others need us to do then? Wy did you go through such pain to bear me and Acho? Wy did
you give up all the time it took to take care of us?"

Tagiri | ooked at her daughter. "I don't know, but as |I listen to you, | begin to think that
perhaps it was worth it. Because you know things that | don't know | wanted to create someone
different fromnyself, better than nyself, and willingly gave up part of ny life to do it. And
here you are. And you're saying that that's what the people of our time will be to the people of
the new history we create. That we will sacrifice to create their history, as parents sacrifice to
create heal thy, happy children.”

"Yes, Mother," said Diko. "Manjamis wong. The people who sent that vision to Col unbus did
exi st. They were the parents of our age; we are their children. And now we will be the parents to
anot her age."

"Which just goes to show, " said Tagiri, "that one can always find | anguage to make the nost
terrible things sound noble and beautiful, so you can live with doing them™

Di ko | ooked at Tagiri in silence for a |long nonent. Then she threw the electric torch to the
ground at her nother's feet and wal ked away i nto the night.

* % %

| sabel | a found herself dreading the neeting with Talavera. It would be about Cristobal Col ¢n, of
course. It nust nean that he had reached a conclusion. "It's foolish of nme, don't you think?"
| sabella said to Lady Felicia. "Yet | amas worried about his verdict as if | nyself were on
trial."

Lady Felicia murnured sonething nonconmittal
"Perhaps | amon trial."
"What court on Earth can try a queen, Your Mjesty?" asked Lady Felicia.

"That is ny point," said Isabella. "I felt, when Cristobal spoke that first day in court, so
many years ago, that the Holy Mother was offering ne sonmething very sweet and fine, a fruit from
her own garden, a berry from her own vine."

"He is a fascinating nman, Your Myjesty."

"Not him though | do think hima sweet and fervent fellow. " One thing |Isabella would never do
was | eave the inpression with anyone that she | ooked on any man but her husband with anything
approaching desire. "No, | nean that the Queen of Heaven was giving ne the chance to open a vast
door that had | ong been closed."” She sighed. "But the power even of queens is not infinite. |I had
no ships to spare, and the cost of saying yes on the spot woul d have been too great. Now Tal avera
has decided, and | fear that he is about to close a door whose key will only be given ne that one
time. Nowit will pass into another hand, and I will regret it forever."

"Heaven cannot condemm Your Majesty for failing to do what was not within your power to do,"
sai d Lady Felicia.

"I"'mnot worried at this nonent about the condemmation of heaven. That's between ne and ny
confessors. "

"Ch, Your Majesty, | was not saying that you face any kind of condemation from-"

"No no, Lady Felicia, don't worry, | didn't take your remark as anything but the kindest
reassurance.”

Felicia, still flustered, got up to answer the soft knock on the door. It was Father Tal avera.

"Wul d you wait by the door, Lady Felicia?" asked |sabella.
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Tal avera bowed over her hand. "Your Mjesty, | am about to ask Father Mal donado to wite the
verdict."

The worst possi bl e outcone. She heard the door of heaven clang shut against her. "Wy today of
al |l days?" she asked him "You've taken all these years over this Col¢n fellow, and today it's
suddenly an energency that must be deci ded at once?"

"I think it is," he said.

"And why is that?"

"Because victory in Ganada is near."
"Ch, has God spoken to you about this?"

"You feel it too. Not CGod, of course, but His Majesty the King. There is new energy in him He
is making the final push, and he knows that it will succeed. This next sumer. By the end of 1491,
all of Spain will be free of the Moor."

"And this nmeans that you nust press the issue of Col ¢n's voyage now?"

"I't neans," said Tal avera, "that one who w shes to do sonething so audaci ous must sonetines
proceed very warily. Imagine, if you will, what would happen if our verdict were positive. Go
ahead, Your Mjesty, we say. This voyage is worthy of success. Wiat then? At once Ml donado and
his friends will seek H's Majesty's ear, criticizing this voyage. And they will speak to nmany
others, so that the voyage will soon be known as a folly. In particular, Isabella's folly."

She raised an eyebrow.

"I say only what will surely be said by those with malicious hearts. Now imagine if this verdict
is reached when the war is over, and His Majesty can devote his fall attention to the matter. The
i ssue of this voyage could easily becone quite a stunbling block in the relations between the two
ki ngdons. "

"I see that in your view, supporting Col¢n will be disastrous," she said.

"Now i magi ne, Your Majesty, that the verdict is negative. In fact, that Ml donado hinself wites
it. Fromthat point on, Ml donado has nothing to gossip about. There will be no whispers."

"There will also be no voyage."

"Wn't there?" asked Talavera. "I inmagine a day when a queen night say to her husband, 'Father
Tal avera cane to ne, and we agreed that Father Ml donado should wite the verdict.""

"But | don't agree."

"l imagi ne this queen saying to her husband, 'W agreed that Ml donado should wite the verdict
because we know that the war with Granada is the nost vital concern of our kingdom W want
nothing to distract you or anyone else fromthis holy Crusade agai nst the Moor. Mst certainly we
don't want to give King John of Portugal reason to think we are planning any kind of voyage
t hrough waters he thinks of as his own. W need his unflagging friendship during this final
struggle with Granada. So even though in my heart | want nothing nore than to take the chance and
send this Col ¢n west, to carry the cross to the great kingdonms of the East, | have set aside this
dream ' "

"What an el oquent queen you have imagi ned," said |sabella.

"Al'l controversy dies. The king sees the queen as a statesman of great wisdom He also sees the
sacrifice she has made for their kingdons and the cause of Christ. Now i nagi ne that time passes.
The war is won. In the glow of victory, the queen cones to the king and says, 'Now let's see if
this Col ¢n still wants to sail west.""

"And he will say, 'I thought that business was finished. | thought Tal avera's examiners put a
Stop to all that nonsense.'"
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"Ch, does he say that?" asked Tal avera. "Fortunately, the queen is quite deft, and she says,
"Ch, but you know that Talavera and | agreed to have Mal donado write that verdict. For the good of
the war effort. The natter was never really settled. Many of the exami ners thought Col ¢n's project

was a worthy one with a decent chance of success. Who can know, anyway? We'll find out by sending
this Col ¢n. If he comes back successful, we'll know he was right and we'll send great expeditions
at once to follow through. If he conmes back enpty-handed, then we'll put himin prison for
defrauding the Crown. And if he never cones back, we'll waste no nore effort on such projects."'”

"The queen you imagine is so dry," said Isabella. "She talks like a cleric."

"I't's a shortcom ng of mine," said Talavera. "I haven't heard enough great ladies in private
conversation with their husbands."

"I think this queen should say to her husband, 'If he sails and never returns, then we have | ost
a handful of caravels. Pirates take nore than that every year. But if he sails and succeeds, then
with three caravels we will have acconplished nore than Portugal has achieved in a century of
expensi ve, dangerous voyages along the African coast."'"

"Ch, you're right, that's nuch better. This king that you're inagining, he has a keen sense of
conpetition.”

"Portugal is a thorn in his side," said |Isabella.

"So you agree with me that Ml donado should wite the verdict?"

"You're forgetting one thing," said |sabella.

"And that is?"

"Col ¢n. When the verdict conmes, he will |eave us and head for France or England. O Portugal ."
"There are two reasons why he will not, Your Majesty."

"And those are?"

"First, Portugal has Dias and the African route to the Indies, while | happen to know t hat
Col ¢n's first approaches to Paris and London, through internediaries, did not neet with any
encour agenent . "

"He has already turned to other Kkings?"
"After the first four years," said Talavera dryly, "his patience began to flag a little."

"And the second reason that Col ¢n will not |eave Spain between the verdict and the end of the
war wth G anada?"

"He will be informed of the verdict of the examiners in a letter. And that letter, while it wll
contain no promises, will neverthel ess give himleave to understand that when the war ends, the
matter can be reopened."”

"The verdict closes the door, but the letter opens the w ndow?"

"Just a little. But if |I know Col ¢n at all, that slight crack in the window will be enough. He
is a nan of great hopes and great tenacity."

"Do | take it, Father Tal avera, that your own personal verdict is in favor of the voyage?"

"Not at all," said Talavera. "If | had to guess which view of the world is the nore correct,
think I would favor Ptol emy and Mal donado. But | woul d be guessing, because no one knows and no
one can know with the informati on we now have."

"Then why did you cone here today with all these -- suggestions?"

"I think of them as inmaginings, Your Majesty. | would not presune to suggest anything." He
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smled. "While the others have been trying to deternine what is correct, | have been thinking nore
along the lines of what is good and right. | have been thinking of St. Peter stepping fromthe
boat and wal ki ng on the water."

"Until he doubted."

"And then he was lifted up by the hand of the Savior."

Tears cane to Isabella's eyes. "Do you think Col ¢n may be filled with the Spirit of God?"
"The Maid of Orleans was either a saint or a nadwonan."

"Or a witch. They burned her as a witch."

"My point exactly. Who could know, for certain, whether God was in her? And yet by putting their
trust in her as God's servant, the soldiers of France drove the English fromheld after field.
What if she had been mad? What then? They woul d have | ost one nore battle. What difference would
that have made? They had al ready | ost so many."

"So if Col¢n is a madman, we will only lose a few caravels, a little nmoney, a wasted voyage."

"Besides, if | know His Majesty at all, | suspect he'll find a way to get the boats for very
little noney."

"They say that if you pinch the coins with his face on them they screech.”
Tal avera's eyes went w de. "Soneone told Your Majesty that little jest?"

She | owered her voice. They were already talking so | ow that Lady Felicia could not possibly

hear them still, he |eaned toward the Queen so he could hear her faint whisper. "Father Tal avera,
just between you and ne, when that little jest was first told, | was present. In fact, when that
little jest was first told, | was speaking."

"I will treat that," said Father Talavera, "with all the secrecy of a confession."

"You are such a good priest, Father Talavera. Bring nme Father Ml donado's verdict. Tell him not
to make it too cruel."

"Your Majesty, | will tell himto be kind. But Father Ml donado's ki ndness can | eave scars."

* k% *

Di ko came hone to find Father and Mot her both still awake, dressed, sitting up in the front
room as if they were waiting to go sonewhere. Wiich turned out to be the case. "Manjam has asked
to see us."

"At this hour?" asked D ko. "CGo then."
"Us," said Father, "including you."

They nmet in one of the snaller roons at Pastwatch, but one designed for the optimmview ng of
t he hol ographic display of the TruSite II. It did not occur to Di ko, however, that Manjam chose
the room for anything but privacy. What would he need with the TruSite I1? He was not of
Past wat ch. He was a noted nat hemati ci an, but that was supposed to nean he had no use for the real
world. His tool was a conputer for nunber nanipul ati on. And, of course, his own mnd. After
Hassan, Tagiri, and D ko arrived, Manjam had themwait just a nonment nore for Hunahpu and Kenal .
Then they all sat.

"I must begin with an apol ogy,"” said Manjam "l realize in retrospect that nmy expl anation of
tenporal effects was inept in the extrene."

"On the contrary," said Tagiri, "it couldn't have been clearer."

"I don't apologize for a lack of clarity. | apologize for a lack of enpathy. It isn't one of the
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t hi ngs mat hemati ci ans get nmuch practice at. | actually thought that telling you that our own tine
woul d cease to be real would be a confort to you. It would be to nme, you see. But then, | don't
spend ny life looking at history. | didn't understand the great ... conpassion that fills your
lives here. Tagiri, you especially. | know now what | shoul d have said.

"That the end will be painless. There will be no cataclysm There will be no sense of |oss.

There will be no regret. Instead, there will be a new Earth. A new future. And in this new future
because of the wise plans that D ko and Hunahpu have devised, there will be far nore chance of

happi ness and fulfilnment than in our own tine. There will still be unhappiness, but it will not be
so pervasive. That's what | should have said. That you will indeed succeed in erasing rmuch mnisery,
while you will create no new sources of msery."

"Yes," said Tagiri, "you should have said that."

"I"'mnot used to speaking in terns of msery and happi ness. There is no mathematics of m sery,
you see. It doesn't cone up in my professional life. And yet | do care about it." Manjam sighed
"More than you know. "

Sonet hing that he said struck a wong note in Diko's mind. She blurted out the question as soon
as she realized what it was. "Hunahpu and | have not finalized any plans."

"Haven't you?" said Manjam He reached out his hands to the TruSite Il, and to Diko's
ast oni shment he mani pul ated the controls |ike an expert. In fact, he alnmpst imediately called up
a control screen that Di ko had never seen before, and entered a double password. Mnents |ater the
hol ographi ¢ display canme alive.

In the display, to Diko's astonishment, she saw herself and Hunahpu

"It isn't enough to stop Cristoforo, D ko was saying in the display. "W have to hel p himand
his crew on Hi spaniola to develop a new culture in conbination with the Taino. A new Christianity
that adapts to the Indies the way that it adapted to the Geeks in the second century. But that
al so isn't enough.”

"I hoped you would see it that way," said Hunahpu in the display. "Because | intend to go to
Mexi co. "

"What do you nean, Mexico?"
"That wasn't your plan?”

"I was going to say that we need to develop technology rapidly, to the point where the new
hybrid culture can be a match for Europe."

"Yes, that's what | thought you were going to say. But of course that can't be done on the
island of Haiti. Onh, the Spaniards will try, but the Tainos are sinply not ready to receive that
| evel of technology. It will remain Spanish, and that nmeans a pernmanent class division between the
white keepers of the machines and the brown | aboring class. Not healthy."

Manj am paused t he display. The images of Di ko and Hunahpu froze.

Di ko | ooked around at the others and saw that the fear and anger in their eyes was a match for
what she felt.

"Those nmachi nes, " said Hassan, "they aren't supposed to be able to see anything nore recent than
a hundred years ago."

"Normally they can't," said Marjam

"Wiy does a mathematician know how to use the TruSite?" asked Hunahpu. "Pastwatch already
duplicated all the | ost private notes of the great mathematicians of history."

"This is an unspeakabl e violation of privacy," said Kenmal icily.

D ko agreed, but she had already | eaped to the nost inportant question. "Who are you really,
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Mar j anf"

"Ch, I'mreally Manjam" he said."But no, don't protest, | understand your real question." He
regarded themall calmy for a nmonent. "We don't talk about what we do, because people would
m sunder stand. They woul d think we are sone kind of secret cabal that rules the world behind
cl osed doors, and nothing could be farther fromthe truth."

"That reassures nme conpletely,"” said D ko.

"We do nothing political. Do you understand? W don't interfere with governnent. W care a great
deal about what governnents do, but when we want to achi eve sone goal, we act openly. | would
wite to a governnent official as nyself, as Manjam O appear on a broadcast. Stating ny
opi nions. Do you see? W are not a secret shadow governnment. W have no authority over hunman
lives."

"And yet you spy on us."

"We rmonitor all that is interesting and inportant in the world. And because we have the TruSite
Il, we can do it w thout sending spies or openly talking to anybody. W just watch, and then, when
sonmething is inmportant or val uabl e, we encourage."”

"Yes yes,"'
ot hers?"

said Hassan. "lI'msure you' re noble and very kind in your godlike role. Wwo are the

"I"'mthe one who came to you," said Manjam
"And why are you showi ng us this? Wy are you telling us?" asked Tagiri.

"Because you have to understand that | know what |1'mtal king about. And | have to show you sone
things before you will understand why your project has been so encouraged, why you've had no
i nterference, why you've been allowed to bring together so many people fromthe nonent you
di scovered, Tagiri and Hassan, that we can reach back and affect the past. And nost especially
since you, Diko, discovered that someone had al ready done so, canceling their own tine in order to
create a new future."

"So show us," said Hunahpu.

Manj am typed i n new coordi nates. The display changed. It was a | ong-di stance aerial view of a
vast stony plain with only a few desert plants every square neter, except for thick trees and
grass along the banks of a w de river.

"What is this, the Sahara project?" asked Hassan
"This is the Amazon," said Manj am
"No," murnured Tagiri. "That's how bad it was before the restoration began?"

"You don't understand,"” said Maniam "That is the Amazon right now O, technically speaking,
about fifteen mnutes ago."” The display nmoved quickly, mle after mle down the river, and nothing
changed until at last, after what nust have been a thousand miles, they came to scenes famliar
fromthe broadcasts: the thick growmh of the rain-forest restoration project. But in just a few
nmoments they had passed through the entire rain forest and were back to stony ground grow ng
al rost nothing. And so it remained, all the way to the marshy nouth of the river where it flowed
into the sea

"That was all? That was the Amazon rain forest?" asked Hunahpu
"But that project has been going for forty years," said Hassan
"It wasn't that bad when they started," said Diko.

"Have they been lying to us?" asked Tagiri.

"Cone now," said Manjam "You've all heard about the terrible loss of topsoil. You all know that
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with the forests gone, erosion was uncontrolled."
"But they were planting grass."

"And it died, " said Manjam "They're working on new species that can live in the scarcity of
inportant nutrients. Don't look so glum Nature is on our side. In ten thousand years the Anazon
shoul d be right back to nornal."

"That's longer than -- that's older than civilization."

"A nere hiccup in the ecological history of Earth. It sinply takes time for new soil to be
brought down fromthe Andes and built up on the banks of the river, where grasses and trees wll
thrive and gradually push their way outward fromthe river. At the rate of about six to ten neters
a year for the grass, in the good spots. Also, it would help if there were sone really nassive
flooding now and then, to spread new soil. A new volcano in the Andes would be nice -- the ash
woul d be quite hel pful. And the odds of one erupting in the next ten thousand years are pretty
good. Plus there's always the topsoil blown across the Atlantic from Africa. You see? CQur
prospects are good."

Manj am s words were cheerful, but D ko was sure he was being ironic. "Good? That |and is dead."

"Ch, well, yes, for now"

"What about Sahara restoration?" asked Tagiri

"Going very well. Good progress. | give us five hundred years on that."

"Five hundred!" cried Tagiri.

"That's presupposing great increases in rainfall, of course. But our weather prediction is
getting very good at the climatic |evel. You worked on part of that project for a while in school
Kemal . "

"W were tal king about restoring the Sahara in a hundred years."

"Well, yes, and that would happen, if we could continue to keep so many teans working on it. But
that won't be possible for even ten nore years."

"\Way not ?"

Agai n the di splay changed. The ocean in a storm beating against a |evee. It broke through. A
wal | of seawater broke across -- fields of grain?

"Where is that?" denmanded D ko.
"Surely you heard about the breaching of the Carolina dike. In Amrerica."
"That was five years ago," said Hunahpu

"Right. Very unfortunate. W |ost the coastal barrier islands fifty years ago, with the rising
of the ocean. This section of the North Anerican east coast had been converted from tobacco and
| umber production to grain, in order to replace the farmand killed by the drying of the North
Anerican prairie. Now vast acreages are under water."

"But we're naking progress on finding ways to reduce the greenhouse gases," said Hassan

"So we are. W think that, with safety, we can reduce the greenhouse effect significantly within
perhaps thirty years. But by then, you see, we won't want to reduce it."

"Why not?" asked Di ko. "The oceans are rising as the ice cap nelts. W have to stop gl oba
war m ng. "

"Qur climate studies show that this is a self-correcting problem The greater heat and the
i ncreased surface area of the ocean lead to significantly greater evaporation and tenperature
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differentials worldwi de. The cloud cover is increasing, which raises the Earth's al bedo. W wll
soon be reflecting nore sunlight than ever before since the |last ice age."

"But the weather satellites," said Kemal.

"They keep the extrenmes fromgetting unbearable in any one |ocation. How | ong do you think those
satellites can last?"

"They can be repl aced when they wear out," said Kemal

"Can they?" asked Manjam "Already we're taking people out of the factories and putting them
into the fields. But this won't really help, because we're already farmng very close to one
hundred percent of the land where there's any topsoil left at all. And since we've been farning at
mexi mum yi el ds for sone tinme, we're already noticing the effects of the increasing cloud cover --
fewer crops per hectare."”

"What are you saying?" said Diko. "That we're already too late to restore the Earth?"

Manj am di dn't answer. Instead, he brought onto the display a large region filled with grain
silos. He zoomed in and they viewed the inside of silo after silo.

"Enpty," nmurnured Tagiri

"We're eating up our reserves," said Manjam

"But why aren't we rationing?"

"Because politicians can't do that until the people as a whole see that there's an energency.
Ri ght now they don't see it."

"Then warn them " said Hunahpu

"Ch, the warnings are there. And in a while people will start talking about it. But they'll do
not hing, for the sinple reason that there's nothing to be done. Crop yields will continue to go
down. "

"What about the ocean?" asked Hassan

"The ocean has its own probl ens. Wiat do you want us to do, scrape away all the plankton so that
the ocean dies, too? W harvest as nuch fish as we dare. W are at naxi numright now. Any nore
and in ten years our yields will be a tiny fraction of what they are now. Don't you see? The
damage our ancestors did was too great. It is not within our power to stop the forces that have
al ready been in motion for centuries. If we started rationing right now, it would nean that the
devastating fam nes would begin in twenty years instead of six. But of course we won't start
rationing until the first fam ne. And even then, the areas that are produci ng enough food wil |l
beconme quite surly about having to go hungry in order to feed people in faraway | ands. Ri ght now
we feel that all human beings are one tribe, so that no one anywhere is hungry. But how | ong do
you think that will |ast, when the food-produci ng people hear their children pleading for bread
and the ships are carrying so nmuch grain away to other |ands? How well do you think the
politicians will do at containing the forces that will nove through the world then?"

"So what is your little non-cabal doing about it?" asked Hassan

"Not hing," said Manjam "As | said, the processes have gone too far. Qur nobst favorable
proj ections show col |l apse of the present systemwthin thirty years. That's if there are no wars.
There sinmply won't be food enough to maintain the present population or even a major fraction of
it. You can't keep up the industrial econonmy w thout an agricultural base that produces far nore
food than is needed just to sustain the food producers. So industry starts collapsing. Now there
are fewer tractors. Now the fertilizer factories produce |ess, and | ess of what they do produce
can get distributed because transportation can't be nmintai ned. Food production falls even
further. Wather satellites wear out and can't be replaced. Drought. Flood. Less land in
producti on. Mre deaths. Therefore | ess industry. Therefore | ower food production. W have run a
mllion different scenarios and there's not one of themthat doesn't lead us to the same place. A
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wor | dwi de popul ati on of about five million before we stabilize. Just in time for the ice age to
begin in earnest. At that point the population could start a slower decline until it's down to
about two million. That's if there's no warfare, of course. Al these projections are based on an
assunption of a conpletely docile response. W all know how likely that is. Al it will take is
one full-fledged war in one of the mgjor food-producing countries and the drop will be nuch
steeper, with the population stabilizing at a nmuch | ower |evel."

No one could say anything to that. They knew what it neant.

"It's not all glumnews," said Manjam "The human race will survive. As the ice age ends, our
distant children will again start to build civilizations. By then the rain forests will have been
restored. Herd animals will once nore graze the rich grassland of the Sahara and the Rub' al Khal
and the Gobi. Unfortunately, all the easy iron was taken out of the ground years ago. Al so the

easy tin and copper. In fact, one can't help but wonder what they'll do for netals in order to
rise out of the stone age. One can't help but wonder what their transitional energy source is
going to be, with all the oil gone. There's still a little peat in Ireland. And of course the
forests will have cone back, so there'll be charcoal until they burn all the forests back down to

not hi ng and the cycle starts over."
"You're saying that the human race can't rise again?"

"I'"'msaying that we've used up all the easy-to-find resources," said Manjam "Hunman bei ngs are
very resourceful. Maybe they'll find other paths into a better future. Maybe they'|ll figure out
how t o make solar collectors out of the rusted debris of our skyscrapers."”

"I ask again," said Hassan. "Wat are you doing to prevent this?"

"And | say again, nothing," said Manjam "It can't be prevented. Warni ngs are usel ess because
there's nothing that people can do to change their behavior to nmake this probl em go away. The
civilization we have right now cannot be nmintai ned even for another generation. And people do
sense it, you know. The birthrates are falling all over the world. They all have their own
i ndi vi dual reasons, but the cunulative effect is the same. People are choosing not to have
children who will conpete with themfor scarce resources."

"Way did you show us this, then, if there's nothing we can do?" said Tagiri

"Why did you search the past, when you believed there was nothing you could do?" asked Manj am
smling grimy. "Besides, | never said that there was nothing YOU could do. Only that WE could do
not hi ng. "

"That's why we've been allowed to pursue tine travel,’
prevent all this.”

sai d Hunahpu. "So we can go back and

"W had no hope, until you discovered the mutability of the past," said Manjam "Until then, our
work was turned toward preservation. Collecting all of human know edge and experience and storing
it in some permanent formthat mght last in hiding for at | east ten thousand years. W've cone up
with some very good, conpact storage devices. And sone sinple nonnechani cal readers that we think
m ght last two or three thousand years. W coul d never do better than that. And of course we never
managed to cone up with the sumof all know edge. ldeally what we do have we woul d have rewitten
as a series of easy-to-learn lessons. Step by step through the acquired wi sdom of the human race
That project lasted up through al gebra and the basic principles of genetics and then we had to
give it up. For the |ast decade we've just been dunping information into the banks and duplicating
it. W'll just have to let our grandchildren figure out howto codify and nake sense of it all,
when and if they find the caches where we hide the stuff. That's what our little cabal exists for
Preserving the nmenory of the human race. Until we spotted you."

Tagiri was weepi ng.
"Mot her," said Diko. "What is it?"

Hassan put his armaround his wife and drew her close. Tagiri raised her tear-streaked face and
| ooked at her daughter. "Ch, Diko," she said. "For all these years | thought we lived in
par adi se. "

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200...20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (108 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:14 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt

"Tagiri is a woman of astonishing conpassion," said Manjam "Wen we found her, we watched her
out of love and adniration. How coul d she endure the pain of so nmany other peopl e? W never
dreaned that it woul d be her conpassion, and not the cleverness of our clever ones, that would
finally lead us to the one road away fromthe disaster |ying ahead of us." He rose and wal ked to
Tagiri, and knelt before her. "Tagiri, | had to show you this, because we feared that you woul d
decide to stop the Col unbus project.”

"I already did. Decide it, | nean," she said.

"I asked the others. They said we had to show you. Though we knew that you would not see this as
parched earth or statistics or anything safe and di stant and contai nable. You would see it as each
life that was | ost, each hope that was destroyed. You would hear the voices of the children born
today, as they grew up cursing their parents for their cruelty in not having killed themin the
wonb. I'msorry for the pain of it. But you had to understand that if in fact Colunbus is a
ful crum of history, and stopping himopens a way to creating a new future for the human race, then
we nust do it."

Tagin slowy nodded. But then she wi ped the tears off her cheeks and faced Manjam speaking
fiercely. "Not in secret,” she said.

Manj am smi |l ed wanly. "Yes, some of us warned that you would feel that way."
"The peopl e nust consent to our sending sormeone back to undo our world. They nust agree.”

"Then we will have to wait to tell them" said Manjam "Because if we asked today, they would
say no."

"When?" asked Di ko.

"You'll know when," said Manjam "When the fam nes start."
"What if I'mtoo old to go?" asked Kenal

"Then we'll send soneone else," said Hassan

"What if I'"'mtoo old to go?" asked Diko.

"You won't be," said Manjam "So get ready. And when the energency is upon us, and the people
can see that their children are hungry, that people are dying, then they will consent to what
you're going to do. Because then they'll finally have the perspective."

"What perspective?" asked Kemal

"First we try to preserve ourselves," said Manjam "until we see that we can't. Then we try to
preserve our children, until we see that we can't. Then we act to preserve our kin, and then our
village or tribe, and when we see that we can't preserve even them then we act in order to
preserve our nenmory. And if we can't do that, what is left? W finally have the perspective of
trying to act for the good of humanity as a whole."

"Or despairing,” said Tagiri.

"Yes, well, that's the other choice," said Manjam "But | don't see that as an option for anyone
in this room And when we offer this chance to people who see their world coll apsing around them
I think they' Il choose to |let you make the attenpt.”

"If they don't agree, then we won't do it," said Tagiri fiercely.

Di ko said nothing, but she also knew that the decision was no | onger Mther's to make. Wy
shoul d the people of one generation have the right to veto the only chance to save the future of
the human race? But it didn't matter. As Manjam said, the people woul d agree once they saw death
and horror staring themin the face. After all, what had the old man and the woman in that village
on Haiti Island prayed for, when they prayed? Not for deliverance, no. In their despair they asked
for swift and nerciful death. If nothing else, the Col unbus project could certainly provide that.
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Cristoforo sat back and | et Father Perez and Father Antonio continue their analysis of the
message fromcourt. Al he had really cared about was when Father Perez said to him "O course
this is fromthe Queen. Do you think, after all these years, she would |l et you be sent a nessage
wi t hout maki ng sure she approved of the wordi ng? The nessage speaks of the possibility of a
reexanm nation at a 'nore convenient tine.' That sort of thing is not lightly said. Mnarchs do not
have tine to be pestered by people about natters that are already closed. She invites you to
pester her. Therefore the matter is not closed."

The matter is not closed. Al nbst he wished it were. Al npbst he wi shed that God had chosen soneone
el se.

Then he shrugged off the thought and I et his m nd wander as the Franci scans di scussed the
possibilities. It didn't matter anynore what the arguments were. The only argunent that really
mattered to Cristoforo was that God and Christ and the dove of the Holy CGhost appeared to himon

the beach and called himto sail west. Al the rest -- it nust be true, of course, or God woul dn't
have told himto sail west. But it had nothing to do with Cristoforo. He was bent on sailing west
for ... for God, yes. And why for God? Wiy had Christ becone so inportant in his life? her nmen --
even churchnen -- didn't deformtheir whole lives as he had. They pursued their private anbitions.

They had careers, they planned their futures. And, oddly enough, it seened that God was nuch
ki nder to those who cared little for him or at least cared | ess than Cristoforo did.

Way do | care so nuch?

H s eyes were | ooking across the table, toward the wall, but he was not seeing the crucifix
there. Instead a nenory washed through his mind. O his nother huddling behind a table. Mirnuring
to him as sonmeone shouted in the distance. Wat was this nenory? Wiy did it come to hi mnow?

I had a nother; poor Diego has none. And no father either, in truth. He wites to ne that he's
tired of La Rabida. But what can | do? If | succeed in ny mssion, then his fortune is made, he

will be son of a great man and therefore he will also be a great man. And if | fail, he had better
be well educated, which no one can do better than Franciscans |ike these good priests. Nothing he
woul d see or hear with ne in Sal amanca -- or wherever | go next in pursuit of kings or queens --

woul d prepare himfor any life he is likely to |ead.

Gradual ly, as Cristoforo's thoughts drifted toward sl eep, he becane aware that under the
crucifix was a bl ackanoor girl, sinply but brightly dressed, watching himintently. She was not

really there, he knew, because he could still see the crucifix on the wall behind her. She nust be
very tall, for the crucifix was placed quite high. Wat should | be dreaning of blackanmoor wonen,
thought Cristoforo. Only I'mnot dreani ng, because |I'mnot asleep. | can still hear Father Perez

and Fat her Antoni o argui ng about sonething. About Perez going to the Queen hinself. Wll, that's
an idea. Wy is that girl watching nme?

Is this a vision? he wondered idly. Not as clear as it was on the beach. And this is certainly
not God. Could a vision of a black woman cone from Satan? |Is that what |'m seeing? Satan's danf®

Not with a crucifix visible behind her head. This woman is |ike glass, black glass. | can see
i nside her. There's a crucifix inside her head. Does this nmean that she dreams of crucifying
Christ again? O that the Son of Mary dwells always in her mnd? I'mnot good at visions and
dreanms. | need nore clarity than this. So if you sent this, God, and if you nean sonething by it,
I'"mnot understanding it well enough and you'll have to nmake things much clearer for ne.

As if in answer, the bl ackanoor girl faded and Cristoforo becane aware of soneone el se nobving in
the corner of the room Soneone who could not be seen through; soneone solid and real. A young
man, tall and handsone, but with questioning, uncertain eyes. He | ooked |like Felipa. So nuch |ike
Felipa. As if she dwelt in him a continuous reproach to Cristoforo, a continuous plea. |I did |ove
you, Felipa. But |I loved Christ nore. That can't be a sin, can it?

Speak to ne, Diego. Say ny nane. Denand what is yours by right: ny attention, ny respect for
you. Don't stand there weakly waiting. Hoping for a crunb fromny table. Don't you know that sons
must be stronger than their fathers, or the world will die?
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He said nothing. He said nothing.

Not all nen have to be strong, thought Cristoforo. It is enough that some are sinply good. That

is enough for nme to |l ove ny son, that he be good. | will be strong enough for us both. | have
enough strength to hold you up as well. "D ego, ny good son,"” said Cristoforo.
Now t he boy coul d speak. "I heard voices."

"I didn't want to wake you," said Cristoforo.

"l thought it was another dream?"”

Fat her Perez whi spered, "He dreams of you, often.”

"I dream of you, my son," said Cristoforo. "Do you al so dream of ne?"
D ego nodded, his eyes never leaving his father's face.

"Do you think the Holy Spirit gives these dreans to us, so we don't forget the great |ove we
have for each ot her?"

He nodded again. Then he wal ked to his father, uncertainly at first; but then, as Cristoforo
rose to his feet and held out his arnms, the boy's strides becane nore certain. And when they
enbraced, Cristoforo was startled at how tall the boy had beconme, how |l ong his arns, how strong he
was. He held him held himlong.

"They tell nme you're good at drawi ng, Diego."

"Yes, | am" said D ego.

" Show me. "
As they wal ked toward Diego's room Cristoforo talked to him "I'mdraw ng again nyself.
Quintanilla cut off ny funds a couple of years ago, but | fooled him | didn't go away. | draw

maps for people. Have you ever drawn a map?"

"Uncl e Bartol oneu cane and taught ne how. |'ve napped the nonastery. Ri ght down to the
nmousehol es! "

They | aughed together all the way up the stairs.

* k *

"W wait and wait," said Diko. "W're not getting any y ounger

"Kemal is," said Hunahpu. "He works out constantly. To the neglect of his other studies."
"He has to be strong enough to swi munder the ships and set the charges," said D ko.

"I think we shoul d have a younger nan."

Di ko shook her head.

"What if he has a heart attack, did you think of that? W send himback in tinme to stop

Col unbus, and he dies in the water. What good is that? I'll be anong the Zapotecs. WII| you set
the charges and keep Col unbus there? O will he sail back to Europe and nake the whole effort a
wast e?"

"Just by going we'll acconplish sonething. We'll be infected with the carrier viruses, you
renenmber . "

"So the New Wrld will be imrmune to snallpox and neasles. Al that nmeans is that nore of them
will survive to enjoy nmany years of slavery."
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"The Spani sh weren't that far ahead, technologically speaking. And without the plagues to nake
them think the gods are against them the people won't |ose heart. Hunahpu, we can't help but nake
things better, at |least to sonme degree. But Kemal won't fail."

"No," said Hunahpu. "He's like your nother. Never say die."
D ko | aughed bitterly. "He never says it, but he plans it all the sane."
"Pl ans what ?"

"He hasn't nentioned it in years. | think | only heard himsay it as a half-formed thought, and
then he sinply decided to do it."

"What ?"
"Die," said Diko.
"What do you nean?"

"He was tal king, back in -- oh, forever ago. About how the sinking of one ship is a msfortune
Two ships is a tragedy. Three ships is a punishnent from God. What good will it do if Col unbus
t hi nks God is agai nst hin®"

"Well, that's a problem But the ships have got to go."

"Li sten, Hunahpu. He went on. He said, 'If only they knew that it was a Turk who bl ew up the
boats. The infidel. The eneny of Christ.' Then he | aughed. And then he stopped | aughing."

"Way didn't you mention this before?"

"Because he chose not to nention it. But | thought you shoul d understand why he isn't taking al
the other |earning assignments seriously. He doesn't expect to live to need them Al he needs is
athletic ability, know edge of expl osives, and enough Spanish or Latin or whatever to tel
Col umbus's nmen that he is the one who blew up their ships, and that he did it in the name of
Al ah."

"And then he kills hinsel f?"

"Are you joking?. O course not. He lets the Christians kill him"
"It won't be gentle.”

"But he'll be taken up to heaven. He died for Islam™

"Is he really a believer?" asked Hunahpu

"Fat her thinks so. He says that the ol der you get, the nore you believe in God, whatever face he
wears. "

The doctor came back into the room sniling. "All very excellent, just like I tell you. Your
heads are very fall of interesting things. No one in all of history has ever had so nuch know edge
in their heads as you and Kemal!"

"Know edge and el ectronmagnetic tinme bonbs," said Hunahpu

"Yes, well,"” said the doctor, "it is true that when the signaling device is set off, it could
cause cancer after several decades of exposure. But it does not signal until a hundred years, so
think you are nothing but bones in the ground and cancer is not a big problemfor you." He
| aughed.

"I think he's a ghoul," said Hunahpu
"They all are," said Diko. "It's one of the classes in med school ."

"Save the world, young man, young wonan. Make a very good new world for nmy children.”
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For a horrible nonent Di ko thought that the doctor didn't understand that when they went, his
children would all be snuffed out, |ike everyone else in this dead-end tine. If only the Chinese
made nore of an effort to teach their people English so they could understand what the rest of the
worl d was sayi ng.

Seeing the consternation on their faces, the doctor |aughed. "Do you think |I'mso smart | can
put phony bones in your skull, but so dunb I don't know? Don't you know Chi nese were snmart when
all other people were stupid? Wen you go back, young nan, young wonan, then all the people of the
new future, they are ny children. And when they hear your phony bones talking to them then they
find the records, they find out about nme and all the other people. So they renmenber us. They know
we are their ancestors. This is very inportant. They know we are their ancestors, and they
remenber us." He bowed and left the room

"My head hurts,” said Diko. "Don't you think we could get nore drugs?"

* k%

Sant angel | ooked fromthe Queen to his books, trying to figure out what the nonarchs wanted from
him "Can the kingdomafford this voyage? Three caravels, supplies, a crew? The war with G anada
is over. Yes, the treasury can afford it."

"Easi |l y?" asked King Ferdinand. So he really hoped to have it stopped for financial reasons. Al
Sant angel had to do was say, Not easily, no, it will be a sacrifice right now, and then the King
woul d say, Let's wait then, for a better time, and then the issue woul d never cone up again.

Sant angel did not so nuch as glance at the Queen, for a wise courtier never allowed it to seem
that, before he could answer one of the nonarchs, he had to | ook to the other one for sone kind of
signal. Yet he saw out of the corner of his eye that she gripped the arns of her throne. She cares
about this, he thought. This matters to her. It does not matter to the King. It annoys him but he
has no passion about it either way.

"Your Majesty," said Santangel, "if you have any doubts about the ability of the treasury to pay
for the voyage, | will be glad to underwite it nyself."

A hush fell over the court, and then a |ow murnur arose. At a stroke, Santangel had changed the
whol e nood. If there was one thing people were sure of, it was that Luis de Santangel knew how to
make noney. |t was one of the reasons why King Ferdi nand absolutely trusted himin financial
matters. He did not have to cheat the treasury to be rich -- he was extravagantly weal thy when he
came into office and had the knack for easily making nore w thout having to become a parasite on
the royal court. So if he was enthusiastic enough about the voyage to offer to underwite it
hi nsel f

The King smiled slightly. "And if | take you up on that generous offer?"

"I't would be a great honor if your nmajesty allowed ne to Iink ny nane to the voyage of Sewmor
Col ¢n. "

The King's snile faded. Santangel knew why. The King was very sensitive to how peopl e perceived
him Bad enough that he had to spend his Iife in this delicate balance with a reigning and ruling
queen, in order to assure a peaceful unification of Castile and Aragon when one of themdied. He
did not like imagining the gossip. King Ferdinand wouldn't pay for this great voyage hinmself. Only
Luis de Santangel had the foresight to fund it.

"Your offer was generous, ny friend," said the King. "But Aragon does not shirk its
responsibility.”

"Nor does Castile," said the Queen. Her hands had rel axed.
Did she know that | woul d see how she tensed before? Was it a deliberate signal?

"Assenbl e this new council of exami ners," said the King. "If their verdict is positive, we wll
give this voyager his caravels."
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And so it began again, or so it seened. Santangel, watching froma distance, soon realized that
this time the fix was in. Instead of years it took weeks. The new council included nost of the pro
Col ¢n faction fromthe previous group, and few of the conservative theol ogi ans who had so
vehenmently opposed him It was no surprise when they nade a perfunctory exanination of Col ¢n's
proposal s and returned with a favorable verdict. It remained only for the Queen to call Col¢n to
court and tell him

After all those years of waiting, after it had seened a few nonths ago that it was all wasted,
Sant angel expected Col ¢n to be joyful when he heard the news. He stood in the court and instead of
gratefully accepting the Queen's conmm ssion, he began to |ist demands. It was unbelievable. First,
this commoner wanted a noble title befitting the commi ssion that was being given him And that was
only the beginning.

"When | return fromthe Orient,” he said, "I will have done what no other captain has ever done
or dared to do. | rnust sail with the authority and rank of Adnmiral of the Ccean-Sea, exactly equa
in station to the Gand Admiral of Castile. Along with this rank, it will be appropriate that | be
granted the powers of viceroy and governor-general of all lands that | mght discover in the nane

of Spain. Furthernore these titles and powers nmust be hereditary, to be passed down to ny son and
his sons after himforever. It will also be appropriate that | be granted a conmi ssion of ten
percent of all commerce that passes between Spain and the new | ands, and the sane commi ssion on
all mneral wealth found there."

After all these years in which Col ¢n had shown not a sign of personal greed, did he now stand
reveal ed before themas just another parasitic courtier?

The Queen was speechl ess for a nonment. Then she curtly told Col ¢n that she would take his
requests under counsel, and di smi ssed him

When Sant angel took word of Col¢n's requests to the King, he was livid. "He dares to nake
demands? | thought he came to us as a supplicant. Does he expect kings to make contracts with
commoner s?"

"Actual ly, no, Your Majesty," said Santangel. "He expects you to nake hima nobl eman first, and
then make a contract with him"

"And he doesn't budge on these points?"
"He is very courteous, but no, he sinply does not bend, not a jot."

"Then send himaway," said the King. "lsabella and | are preparing to enter Granada in a great
procession, arriving there as |liberators of Spain and chanpions of Christ. A Genovese mapnaker
dares to demand the titles of viceroy and adnmiral ? He does not even nerit a sewcor."

Sant angel was sure Col ¢n woul d back down when he heard the King's reply. Instead, he coolly
announced his departure and began packing to | eave.

It was chaos all evening around the King and Queen. Santangel began to see that Col ¢n was not
such a fool to nake these demands. For all these years he had to wait, because if he left Spain
and went to England or France with his proposal, he would already have two failures behind him
Way woul d France or England be interested in him when the two great seafaring nations of Europe
had al ready rejected hin? Now, though, it was wi dely known and witnessed by many that the nonarchs
of Spain had accepted his proposal and agreed to fund his voyage. The di spute was not over whet her
to give himships, but rather what his reward woul d be. He could wal k away today and be assured an
eager welcone in Paris or London. Ch, were Ferdinand and Isabella unwilling to reward you for your
great achi evenent? See how France rewards her great sailors, see how Engl and honors those who
carry the banners of the king to the Orient! At long last Col ¢n was negotiating fromstrength. He
could wal k away fromthe Spanish offer, because Spain had already given himthe ftrst and nost

i mportant thing he needed -- and it had been given himfor free.
What a negotiator, thought Santangel. If only he were in trade. What | could acconplish with a
man |like that in my service! | would soon hold the nortgage on St. Peter's in Ronel On the Hagia

Sophi al On the Church of the Holy Sepul chrel
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And then he thought: If Col¢n were in business, he would not be ny agent, he would be ny
conpetitor. He shuddered.

* k k

The Queen vacillated. She truly wanted this voyage, and that nmade it very difficult for her. The
Ki ng, however, was adanmant. Wy should he even have to discuss this foreigner's absurd demands?

Sant angel watched how usel essly Father Diego de Deza tried to argue against the King's
inclinations. Has this man no sense of how to deal with nonarchs? Santangel was grateful when
Fat her Tal avera soon drew Deza out of the conversation. Santangel hinself remained silent until at
| ast the King asked for his opinion. "Of course these demands are just as absurd and inpossible as
they seem The nonarch who grants such titles to an untried foreigner is not the nmonarch who drove
the Moors from Spain."

Al nost everyone nodded wi sely. They all assumed Sant angel was playing the gane of flattery, and
like any careful courtier they were quick to agree with any praise of the King. Thus he was able
to win the general approval for his nost inportant stipulation: "untried foreigner."

"OfF course, after the voyage, which Your Mjesties have already agreed to authorize and fund, if
he returns successful, then he will have brought such honor and wealth to the crowns of Spain that
he woul d deserve all the rewards he has asked for, and nore. He is so confident of success that he
feels he already deserves them But if he is that confident, surely he will accept without

hesitation a stipulation on your part -- that he receive these rewards only upon his successfu
return.’
The King snmiled. "Santangel, you fox. | know you want this Col ¢n to sail. But you didn't get

your wealth by paying people until after they delivered. Let themtake the risk, is that it?"
Sant angel bowed nodest|y.

The King turned to a clerk. "Wite up a set of capitulations to Col ¢n's demands. Only make them
all contingent upon his successful return fromthe Orient." He grinned w ckedly at Santangel. "Too
bad I1'ma Christian king and refuse to ganble. | would nake a bet with you -- that | will never
have to grant these titles to Col ¢n."

"Your Majesty, only a fool would bet against the conqueror of Granada," said Santangel. Silently
he added: Only an even bigger fool would bet against Col ¢n

The capitulations were witten in the small hours of the nmonming, after nuch l[ast-minute
consul tation between the counselors of the King and the Queen. Wen at dawn a beadl e was sent to
deliver the nmessage to Col ¢n, he returned flustered and upset. "He's gone!" he cried.

"Of course he's gone," said Father Perez. "He was told that his conditions were rejected. But he
will only have left at dawn. And | suspect he will not be riding quickly."

"Then fetch himback," said the Queen. "Tell himto present hinself at once before ne, for | am
ready to conclude this affair at last. No, don't say 'at last.' Now hurry."

The beadl e rushed fromthe court.

Wiile they waited for Col ¢n to be brought back, Santangel took Father Perez aside. "I didn't
figure Col ¢n for a greedy man."

"He's not," said Father Perez. "A nodest man, in fact. Anmbitious, but not the way you think."
"I'n what way is he anbitious, then, if not the way | think?"

"He wanted the titles to be hereditary because he has spent his life pursuing this voyage," said
Perez. "He has no other inheritance for his son -- no fortune, nothing. But with this voyage he
will now be able to nake his son, not just a gentleman, but a great lord. Hs wife died years ago,
and he has nmany regrets. This is also his gift to her, and to her fam |y, who are anpong the | esser
nobility in Portugal."
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"I know the famly," said Santangel
"You know t he not her ?"

"I's she still alive?"

"I think so," said Perez.

"Then | understand. |'msure the old | ady nade himkeenly aware that any claimto gentility he
had came through her fanmily. It will be sweet indeed for Col¢n if he can turn it backward, so that
any claimof true nobility for her famly comes through their connection to him"

"So you see," said Perez.

"No, Father Juan Perez, | see nothing yet. Wiy did Col ¢n put this voyage at risk, solely to gain
such lofty titles and absurd comm ssi ons?"

" Per haps,
begi nni ng. "

sai d Fat her Perez, "because this voyage is not the end of his mssion, but the

"The begi nni ng! What can a man do, having discovered vast new | ands for Christ and Queen? Having
been made viceroy and admiral ? Havi ng been given weal th beyond i nmagi ni ng?"

"You, a Christian, you have to ask nme that?" said Perez. Then he wal ked away.

Sant angel thought hinself a Christian, but he never was sure what Perez neant. He thought of al
sorts of possibilities, but they all sounded | udicrous because no man coul d possi bly dream of
acconpl i shing such | ofty purposes.

Then again, no nman coul d possibly dream of getting nonarchs to agree to a nad voyage into
unknown western seas with no high probability of success. And yet Col ¢n had achieved it. So if he
had dreans of reconquering the Roman Enpire, or liberating the Holy Land, or driving the heathen
Turk from Byzantium or meking a mechanical bird to fly to the noon, Santangel would not bet
agai nst him

* k%

There was fanine now, only in North Anerica, but there was no surplus food anywhere else to
relieve it. To send help required rationing in many other places. The tal es of bl oodshed and chaos
in Arerica persuaded the people of Europe and South Anerica to accept rationing so that sone
relief could be sent. But it would not be enough to save everyone.

Thi s hopel ess i nadequacy cane to hunmanity as a terrible shock, not |east because they had
bel i eved for two generations that at last the world was a good place to live. They had believed
theirs was a tinme of rebirth, rebuilding, restoration. Now they learned that it was nerely a rear
guard action in a war whose concl usion was al ready deci ded before they were even born. Their work
was in vain, because nothing could last. The Earth was too far gone.

It was in the nidst of the agony of this realization that the ftrst news cane out about the
Col unbus project. The discussion was grim Wen the choice came, it was not unani nous, but it was
overwhel mi ng. What el se was there, really? To watch their children die of hunger? To take up arns
again, and fight for the last scraps of food-producing | and? Could anyone happily choose a future
of caves and ice and ignorance, when there nmi ght be another way, if not for themand their
children, then for the human race as a whol e?

Manj am sat with Kenmal, who had conme to wait out the voting with him When the decision canme, and
Kemal knew that he woul d i ndeed be taking the voyage backward in tinme, he was at once relieved and
frightened. It was one thing to plan one's own death when the prospect was still renpte. Now,
though, it would be a matter of days before he went back in time, and then no nore than weeks
before he woul d stand scornfully before Col unrbus and say, "Did you think Allah would let a
Christian discover these new |lands? | spit on your Christ? He had not the power to sustain you
agai nst the power of Allah! There is no God but Allah, and Muhanmad is his Prophet!™
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And then soneday perhaps, a future searcher in Pastwatch would see himstanding there, and would
nod his head and say, That was the nan who stopped Col unbus. That was the nman who gave his life to
create this good and peaceful world we live in. That was the man who gave the human race a future.
As much as Yewesweder before him this man chose the course of humanity.

That would be a life worth living, thought Kenmal. To earn a place in history that could be
spoken of in the sane breath with Yewesweder hinself.

"You seem nel ancholy, ny friend," said Manjam
"Do I ?" said Kenal. "Yes. Sad and happy, both at once."
"How do you think Tagiri wll take this?"

Kemal shrugged with sone inpatience. "Who can figure out this woman? She works all her life for
this, and then we have to practically tie her down to keep her from going out urging people to
vote agai nst the very thing she worked for!"

"I don't think it's hard to understand her, Kenal," said Manjam "It's as you said -- it was the
force of her will that caused the Col unbus project to reach this point. She was responsible for
it. That was too rmuch of a burden for her to bear alone. Now, though, she can be satisfied inside
hersel f that she opposed the destruction of our time, that the final decision was taken away from
her, was forced on her by the will of the vast majority of humanki nd. Now her responsibility for
the end of our tine is not hers alone. It will be shared by many, borne on nany shoul ders. She can
live with it now"

Kenmal chuckled grinmy. "She can live with it -- for how nmany days? And then she will w nk out of
exi stence along with all the rest of humanity in this world. What does it matter now?"

"It matters," said Manjam "because she has those few days, and because those few days are al
the future she has. She will spend it with clean hands and a peaceful heart.”

"And is this not hypocrisy?" asked Kemal. "For she did cause it, just as nuch as ever."

"Hypocrisy? No. The hypocrite knows what he really is, and labors to conceal it fromothers in
order to gain fromtheir nisplaced faith in him Tagiri fears the noral anmbiguity in something
t hat she knows she nust do. She cannot live with not doing it, and yet fears she cannot live with
doing it, either. So conceals it fromherself in order to proceed with what she nust do."

"If there's a difference there, it's damed hard to see," said Kemal

"That's right," said Manjam "There's a difference. And it's dammed hard to see.”

* k%

Fromtinme to tinme, as he rode toward Palos, Cristoforo pressed his hand to his chest, to fee
the stiff parchnment tucked into his coat. For you, ny Lord, nmy Savior. You gave this to ne, and
now | will use it for you. Thank you, thank you, for granting ny prayer, for letting this also be
agift to ny son, to ny dead wife

As he rode long into the day, Father Perez fell silent beside him a nmenory cane into his mnd
His father, stepping forward eagerly toward a table where richly dressed men were seated. Hi s
father poured wi ne. When woul d that have happened? Father is a weaver. Wen did he pour wi ne? \Wat
am | renenbering? And why does it conme to ne now of all times?

No answer came to his mnd, and the horse plodded on, pounding dust up into the air with every
step. Cristoforo thought of what [ay ahead. Much work, outfitting a voyage. Wuld he even renmenber
how, all these years since the |last voyage he was really a part of? No matter. He woul d renenber
what he needed to renenber, he would acconplish all he needed to acconplish. The worst obstacle
was past. He had been lifted up by the arnms of Christ, and Christ would carry himacross the water
and bring himhone again. Nothing would stop himnow
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Chapter 9 -- Departures

Cristoforo stood near the helm watching as the sailors readied the caravel for departure. A
part of himlonged to skimdown fromhis [ofty station and join in, to handle the sheets and sails
aloft, to carry the last and freshest of the stores aboard, to be doing sonething with his hands,
his feet, his body to make hima part of the crew, part of the living organi smof the ship.

But that was not his role here. God had chosen himto lead, and it was in the nature of things
that the captain of a ship, let alone the commander of an expedition, had to remain as al oof and
unapproachable to the crew as Christ hinself was to the Church he headed.

The peopl e gathered at the shore and on the hills overl ooking the sea were not there to cheer on
his mssion, Cristoforo knew. They were there because Martin Pinzé¢n, their favorite anong sailors,
their hero, their darling, was taking a crew of their sons and brothers and uncles and cousi ns and
friends out into the open ocean on a voyage of such bravery as to seem nmadness. O was it of such
madness as to seem bravery? It was Pinz¢n in whomtheir trust resided, Pinz¢n who would bring
their nenfol k home if anyone did at all. Wat was this Cristobal Col ¢n to them except a courtier
who had wangled his way into the favor of the Crowmn and won control by fiat of what he coul d never
have earned t hrough seamanshi p? They knew nothing of the boy Cristoforo' s years haunting the docks
of Genova. They knew not hing of his voyages, nothing of his studies, nothing of his plans and
dreans. Above all, they had no idea that God had spoken to himon a beach in Portugal, not that
many niles to the west of them They had no idea that this voyage was already a niracle which
coul d never have taken place were it not that it had God's favor and therefore could not fail

Al'l was ready. The frenetic activity had settled to |anguor, the | anguor to waiting, as eyes
that had before watched the work now turned to | ook at Col ¢n.

Watch ne, thought Cristoforo. Wien | raise my hand, | change the world. Wth all their |abors,
not one of these other nmen can do that.

He closed his fist. He lifted it high above his head. The people cheered as the nen cast off and
and the caravels; slipped away from | and.

* k *

Three hol | ow grey hem spheres fornmed a triangle, like three serving bows laid out for a feast.
Each was filled with equi pnent for the different nissions that D ko, Hunahpu, and Kemal would
carry out. Each had a portion of the library that Manjam and his secret conmittee had coll ected
and preserved. If any one of themreached the past and changed it so that the future was
obliterated, then that one portion of the library would contain enough information that soneday
the people of the new future would be able to learn of the future that had died for them Wuld be
able to build on their science, wonder at their stories, profit fromtheir technol ogies, |learn
fromtheir sorrows. It is a sad sort of feast these bow s contained, thought Tagiri. But it is the
way of the world. Always sonething nust die so that another organismcan live. And now a
community, a world of communities nust turn their dying into a banquet of possibilities for
anot her .

D ko and Hunahpu stood besi de each other as they listened to the final explanation from Sa
Ferreira; Kemal was by hinmself, listening attentively enough but obviously not a part of what was
going on. He was already gone, like a dik-dik in the jaws of a cheetah, past fear, past caring.
The Christian martyrs nust have | ooked like this, thought Tagiri, as they walked into the lion's
den. It was not the | ook of sullen despair that Tagiri had seen on the faces of slaves being
chai ned bel ow decks in the ships of the Portuguese. Death is death, soneone had said once to
Tagiri, but she had not believed it then and did not believe it now Kenmal knows he is wal ki ng
toward death, but it will mean something, it will achieve sonmething, it is his apotheosis, it
gives his life neaning. Such a death is to be not shunned but enbraced. There is an el enent of
pride init, yes, but it is an honorable pride, not a vain one, that glories in sacrifice that
will achieve a good end

It is howwe all should feel, for we all are being killed this day, by these nachi nes. Kemn
feels in his heart that he will die first, but it is not so. O all the people in the world on
this day, in this hour, he will be one of only three who do not die when the switch is thrown and
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the cargo and passengers of these holl ow hem spheres hurtle back in tine. Only two people alive
today have a future | onger than Kemal's.

And yet it was not wong of himto relish his death. He would di e surrounded by hate and rage,
killed by those who did not understand what he was doing, but their hate would be a kind of honor,
their rage a fitting response to his achi evenent.

Sa was nearly finished. "Fromthe serious to the banal," he said. "Keep all your body parts
i nside the sphere. Don't stand up, don't raise your hands until you can see that you have
arrived."

He pointed at the wires and cables dangling fromthe ceiling directly over the center of each
hem sphere. "Those cables that hold up the field generators will be severed by the successfu
generation of the field. Thus your separation fromthe flow of time will have al nost no duration.
The field will exist, and in the nmonment it cones to exist, the generator will lose all power and
the field will cease to exist. You'll be aware of none of that, of course. The only thing you wll
know is that the generator will suddenly drop. Since no part of your body will be under the
generator -- |I'mhoping you will not risk breaking an ankle by testing whether I'mright or not

Di ko | aughed nervously. Hunahpu and Kemal were inpassive. "You will be in no danger fromthe
fall of the generator. However, it will whip the cables down with it. They are heavy, but
fortunately the fall is short and there won't be that nuch force in them Still, you nust be aware
of the possibility of being struck with sone violence by the cable. So even though you nay wi sh to
strike sone gallant pose, | nmust beg you to assune a covered, protected position so that you do
not jeopardi ze the success of your mi ssion by exposing yourself to the risk of personal injury."

"Yes yes," said Kenal. "We will curl up like infants in the uterus."

"Then we're done here. Tinme to go."

There was only a nonment's hesitation. And then the | ast goodbyes began. Al nost in silence,
Hunahpu was enbraced by his brothers, and Hassan and Tagiri, and their son Acho, held and ki ssed
Di ko for the last time. Kemal stood alone until Tagiri came also to himand kissed himlightly on
the cheek, and Hassan gripped his shoul ders and nurnured something to him words fromthe Quran
and then kissed himon the |ips.

Kemal clinbed al one into his hem sphere. Hunahpu wal ked with Diko to hers, and just before she
clinbed the | adder he enbraced her and ki ssed her gently. Tagiri did not hear the words that
passed between them but she knew -- they all knew, but did not speak of it -- that Hunahpu and
D ko had al so nade a personal sacrifice, perhaps not as conplete as that of Kemal, but one with
its own kind of pain, its own sweet bitterness. It was possible that Kenmal and Di ko mi ght see each
ot her again, for they were both going to the island of H spaniola -- no, the island of Haiti, for
it was the native nanme for it that would survive now But Hunahpu was going to the swanps of
Chiapas in Mexico, and it was quite likely that either he or Diko would die during the long years
before their paths could cross.

And that was assuming that all three hem spheres would arrive. The problem of simultaneity had
never been overcome. Even though the wiring had been carefully neasured so that it should take
exactly as long for the signal to go fromthe switch to the three conputers and fromthe conputers
to the three field generators, they knew that no anpbunt of careful neasurenent could possibly nake
the signals arrive with true sinultaneity. There would be sone tiny but real difference in tine.
One of the signals would arrive first. One of the fields would exist, even if it was for just one
nanosecond, before the others canme into existence. And it was possible that because of the changes
caused by the first field, the other fields would never conme into being at all. The future in
whi ch they existed woul d have been obliterated.

Thus it was determ ned that each of the three nmust act as if the other two had already fail ed.
Each nust carry out the mission with as nmuch care as if everything depended on himor her alone,
for it very well mght be true.

But they hoped that all three time nachines would work, that all three travelers would reach
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their separate destinations. Diko would arrive in Haiti in 1488, Kenmal in 1492; Hunahpu woul d
reach Chiapas in 1475. "There is a certain sloppiness in nature,” Manjam had told them "True
precision is never achieved, is never even possible, and so everything that happens depends on a
certain amount of probability, has a little |leeway, a bit of roomto conpensate for |apses and

m stakes. Genetic nolecules are filled with redundancy and can cope with a certain anmount of | oss
or damage or extra insertions. Electrons noving through their quantum shells have a certain range
of unpredictability about their exact location, for all that matters is that they remain at the
same di stance fromthe nucleus. Planets wobble in their orbits and yet persist for billions of
years without falling into their notherstars. So there should be room for nicroseconds or

m | 1iseconds or centiseconds or even deci seconds of difference between the begi nnings of the three
fields. But we have no way of experinenting to see just what the tolerances are. W may have far
exceeded them W nay have missed by a fraction of a nanosecond. W nay have been so far from
success as to have made this whole venture wasted tinme. Wo can know t hese things?"

Wiy is it, thought Tagiri, that even though | know that within a few minutes | and ny dear
husband and ny precious son Acho will alnobst certainly wink out of existence, it is Diko that | am
grieving for? She is the one who will live. She is the one with the future. Yet the animl part of
me, the part that feels enption, does not conprehend nmy own death. It is not death, when the whol e
world dies with you. No, the animal part of me only knows that nmy child is | eaving ne, and that is
what | grieve for.

She wat ched as Hunahpu hel ped Di ko up the | adder, then wal ked to his own hem sphere and cli nbed.

And now it was Tagiri's own turn. She kissed and enbraced Hassan and Acho, and then clinbed her
own | adder, up to the |l ocked cage. She pressed the button to open it as Manjam and Hassan al so
pressed their w dely separated buttons, as D ko and Hunahpu and Kemal pressed the buttons on their
field generators. The lock clicked and she pushed open the door of the cage and stepped inside.

"I'min," she said. "Rel ease your buttons, travelers."
"Get in position," called Sd.

Tagiri was now above the hemni spheres and could see as Kenal and Di ko and Hunahpu curled up on
top of their equi pment and supplies, making sure that no part of their bodies was under the field
generator or extending beyond the boundaries of the sphere that the field generator would create.

"Are you ready?" called Sa.
"Yes," answered Kemal at once.
"Ready, " said Hunahpu
"I"'mready," said Diko.

"Can you see then?" called Sa, nowtalking to Tagiri and to the other three watchers who were in
position to see. Al of themconfirmed that the travelers seened to be in a good position

"When you are ready, Tagiri," said Sd.

Tagiri hesitated only a noment. | amkilling everyone so that everyone can |live, she reninded
hersel f. They chose this, as nuch as anyone with inperfect understanding can ever choose. From
birth we all were fated to die, and so it is good that at | east we can be sure our deaths today
m ght bring about a good end, might nmake the world a better place. This litany of justification
passed quickly, and again she was left with the pain that had gnawed at her for the weeks, the
years of this project.

For a fleeting nonment she wi shed that she had never joined Pastwatch, rather than to face this
nmonent, to have it be her hand that pulled the switch

Who el se's hand? she asked herself. \Who el se should bear this responsibility, if | cannot bear
it? All the slaves waited for her to bring themfreedom Al the unborn children of countless
generations of humanity waited for her to save themfromthe withering death of the world. D ko
waited for her to send her out into the great work of her life. She grasped the handle of the

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200...20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (120 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:14 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt
switch. "I love you," she said. "I love you all."

She pulled it down.

Chapter 10 -- Arrivals

Did the Lord say that Cristoforo would be the first to see the newland? If he did, then the
prophecy must be fulfilled. But if he did not, then Cristoforo could allow Rodrigo de Triana to
claimcredit for seeing land first. Wiy couldn't Cristoforo renenber the exact words the Lord
sai d? The nost inportant nmoment in his life until now, and the wordi ng escaped himconpletely.

No mistaking it, though. In the noonlight seeping through the clouds everyone could see the
| and; sharp-eyed Rodrigo de Triana had first seen it an hour ago, at two in the norning, when it
was not hing but a different-col ored shadow on the western horizon. The other sailors were gathered
around himnow, offering their congratulations and cheerfully rem nding himof his debts, both
real and imaginary. As well they should, for the first to see |land had been prom sed a reward of
ten thousand naravedis a year for life. It was enough to keep a fine household with servants; it
woul d nake de Triana a gentl eman

But what was it, then, that Cristoforo had seen earlier tonight, at ten o' clock? Land nust have
been cl ose then, too, scarcely four hours before de Triana sawit. Cristoforo had seen a light,
movi ng up and down, as if signaling him as if beckoning himonward. God had shown land to him
and if he was to fulfill the words of the Lord, he nmust lay the claim

"I"'msorry, Rodrigo," called Cristoforo fromhis place near the helm "But the |and you see now
is surely the sane land | saw at ten o' clock."

A hush fell over the conpany.

"Don Pedro Gutierrez cane to ny side when | called him" said Cristoforo. "Don Pedro, what did
we both see?”

"Alight," said Don Pedro. "In the west, where the land now lies." He was the King's nmgjordono --
or, to put it bluntly, the King's spy. Everyone knew he was no particular friend to Col ¢n. Yet to
the conmmn sailors, all gentlemen were conspirators against them as it certainly seenmed to them
now.

"I was the one cried 'land' before anyone," said de Triana. "You gave no sign of it, Don
Cristobal ."

"I admt that | doubted it," said Cristoforo. "The sea was rough, and | doubted that |and could
be so near. | convinced nyself that it could not be land, and so | said nothing because | didn't
want to raise false hopes. But Don Pedro is nmy witness that | did see it, and what we all see now
bears out the truth of it."

De Triana was outraged at what seemed to himto be plain theft. "Al those hours | strained ny
eyes looking west. A light in the sky isn't land. No one saw |l and before | did, no one!"

Sdnchez, the royal inspector -- the King's official representative and bookkeeper on the voyage -
- inmedi ately spoke up, his voice whipping sharply across the deck. "Enough of this. On the King's
voyage, does anyone dare to question the word of the King's admiral ?"

It was a daring thing for himto say, for only if Cristoforo reached G pangu and returned to
Spain would the title Admiral of the Ccean-Sea belong to him And Cristoforo well knew that |ast
ni ght, when Don Pedro had affirmed that he saw the sanme |ight, Sdnchez had insisted that there was
no light, that there was nothing in the west. If anyone was going to cast doubt on Cristoforo's
claimto first sighting, it would be Sanchez. Yet he had supported, if not Cristoforo' s testinony,
then his authority.

That woul d do well enough
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"Rodri go, your eyes are indeed sharp, said Cristoforo. "If soneone on shore had not been
casting a light -- a torch, or a bonfire -- | would have seen nothing. But God led ny eyes to the
shore by that light, and you nerely confirmed what God had al ready shown ne."

The nmen were silent, but Cristoforo knew that they were not content. A nonment ago they had been
rejoicing in the sudden enrichnent of one of their own; as usual, they had seen the reward
shat ched out of the hands of the common nan. They woul d assume, of course, that Cristoforo and Don
Pedro lied, that they acted fromgreed. They could not understand that he was on God's mi ssion
and that he knew God would give himplenty of wealth without his having to take it froma conmon

sailor. But Cristoforo dared not fail but to fulfill the Lord's instructions in every particul ar.
If God had ordained that he be first to lay eyes upon the far-off kingdons of the Orient, then
Cristoforo could not thwart God's will in this, not even out of synpathy for de Triana. Nor could

he even share sone portion of the reward with Triana, for word would get out and people would
assume that it was, not Cristoforo's nercy and conpassion, but rather his guilty conscience that
made himgive the noney. Hs claimto have seen | and nmust stand unassailed forever, lest the wll
of God be undone. As for Rodrigo de Triana, God would surely provide himw th decent conpensation
for his |oss.

It woul d have been nice if, now that all the struggle was near fruition, God had | et sonething
be sinple.

* k% %

No neasurenents are exact. The tenporal field was supposed to forma perfect sphere that exactly
scoured the inside of the hem sphere, sending the passenger and his supplies back in tine while
| eaving the netal bow behind in the future. |Instead, Hunahpu found hinself rocking gently in a
portion of the bow, a fragment of metal so thin that he could see | eaves through the edges of it.
For a nonent he wondered how he would get out, for netal so thin would surely have an edge that
woul d slice right through his skin. But then the nmetal shattered under the strain and fell in thin
crunbling sheets on the ground. His supplies tunbled down anong the fragile shards.

Hunahpu got up and wal ked gi ngerly, gathering up the thin sheets carefully and making a pile of
them near the base of a tree. Their biggest fear, in delivering himon |land, was that the sphere
of his tenporal field would bisect a tree, causing the top half of it to drop like a battering ram
ont o Hunahpu and his supplies. So they had put himas near the beach as they dared w thout running
a serious risk of dropping himin the ocean. But the measurenents were not exact. One large tree
was not three neters fromthe edge of the field.

No natter. He had m ssed the tree. The slight miscalculation in the size of the field had at
| east been in the direction of including too nmuch rather than slicing off a portion of his
equi prent. And with luck they woul d have cone cl ose enough to the right timeframe that he woul d be
in good tinme to acconplish his work before the Europeans cane.

It was early norning, and Hunahpu's greatest danger woul d conme from being sighted too soon. This
stretch of beach had been chosen because it was rarely visited; only if they had m ssed their
target date by several weeks would someone be within sight of him But he had to act as if the
wor st had happened. He had to be careful

Soon he had everything out of sight anong the bushes. He sprayed hinself again with insect
repellent, just to be sure, and began the |abor of carrying everything fromthe shore to the
hi di ng pl ace he had sel ected anbng the rocks a kiloneter inland.

It took himnost of the day. He rested then, and allowed hinmself the |luxury of pondering his
future. | amhere in the land of ny ancestors, or at |least a place near to it. There is no
retreat. If | don't bring it off, I'll end up as a sacrifice to Huitzilopochtli or perhaps sone
Zapot ecan god. Even if Di ko and Kemal made it, their target dates were years in the future from
this place where | amnow. | amalone in this world, and everything depends on nme. Even if the
others fail, | have it in ny power to undo Colunbus. Al | have to do is turn the Zapotecs into a
great nation, link up with the Tarascans, accelerate the devel opment of ironworking and
shi pbui I di ng, bl ock the Tlaxcal ans and overthrow the Mexica, and prepare these people for a new
i deol ogy that does not include human sacrifice. Wio couldn't do that?
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It had | ooked so easy on paper. So logical, such a sinple progression fromone step to the next.
But now, knowing no one in this place, all alone with the nost pathetic of equipnent, really,
whi ch could not be replaced or repaired if it failed ..

Enough of that, he told hinself. | still have a few hours before dark. | nust find out when |
have arrived. | have rendezvous to keep

Bef ore dark he had | ocated the nearest Zapotec village, Atetul ka, and, because he had watched
this village over and over again on the TruSite Il, he recognized what day it was from what he saw
t he peopl e doing. There had been no inportant error in the tenporal field, so far as date was
concerned. He had arrived when he was supposed to, and he had the option of naking hinself known
to this village in the norning.

He wi nced at the thought of what he would have to do to make ready, and then wal ked back to his
cache in the dusk. He waited for the jaguar that he had watched so many tinmes, dropped it with a
tranquilizer dart, then killed it and skinned it, so he could arrive at Atetul ka wearing the skin.
They woul d not lay hands readily upon a Jaguar Man, especially when he identified hinself as a
Maya king fromthe inscrutable underworld I and of Xibal ba. The days of Miyan greatness were | ong
in the past, but they were well remenbered all the sane. The Zapotecs |lived perpetually in the
great shadow of the Maya civilization of centuries past. The Interveners had cone to Col unbus
dressed up in the inmage of the God he believed in; Hunahpu would do the sanme. The difference was
that he woul d have to live on with the people he was deceiving and continue to nani pul ate them
successfully for the rest of his life.

This all had seened |ike such a good idea at the tine.
* k%
Cristoforo wouldn't let any of the ships sail for land until full light. It was an unknown

coast, and, inpatient as they all were to set foot on solid earth again, there was no use in
ri sking even one ship when there nmight be reefs or rocks.

The daylight passage proved himright. The approaches were treacherous, and it was only by deft
sailing that Cristoforo was able to guide themin to shore. Let them say he was no sail or now,
t hought Cristoforo. Could Pinz¢n hinmself have done better than | just did?

Yet none of the sailors seemed disposed to give himcredit for his navigation. They were stil
sull en over the matter of de Triana's reward. Well, let them pout. There would be wealth enough
for all before this voyage was done. Hadn't the Lord pronmi sed so much gold that a great fleet
could not carry it all? O was that what Cristoforo's nenory had nade up for the Lord to have
sai d?

Why couldn't | have been permitted to wite it down when it was fresh in mnd! But Cristoforo
had been forbidden, and so he had to trust his menory. There was gold here, and he would bring it
hore.

"At this latitude, we nust surely be at the coast of Cipangu," said Cristoforo to Sanchez.

"Do you think so?" asked Sanchez. "I can't think of a stretch of the Spanish coast where there
woul d be no sign of hunman habitation."”

"You forget the light that we saw | ast night," said Don Pedro.
Sanchez sai d not hi ng.
"Have you ever seen such a lush and verdant |land," said Don Pedro.

"God smiles on this place,” said Cristoforo, "and he has delivered it into the hands of our
Christian King and Queen."

The caravels were nmoving slowy, for fear of running aground in uncharted shallows. As they
moved cl oser to the |um nous white beach, figures energed fromthe forest shadows.
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"Men!" cried one of the sailors.

And so they obviously were, since they wore no clothing except for a string around their waists.
They were dark, but not, Cristoforo thought, as dark as the Africans he had seen. And their hair
was straight, not tight-curled.

"Such nmen as these," said Sanchez, "I have never seen before."
"That is because you have never been to the Indies before," said Cristoforo.
"Nor have | been to the npon,"” murnured Sanchez.

"Haven't you read Marco Pol 0? These are not Chi nese because their eyes are not pinched-off and
slanted. There is no yellowness to their skin, nor blackness either, but rather a ruddi ness that
tells us they are of India."

"So it's not Cipanga after all?" said Don Pedro.

"An outlying island. W have come perhaps too far north. Ci pangu is to the south of here, or the
sout hwest. We can't be sure how accurate Pol o's observations were. He was no navigator."

"And you are?" asked Sanchez dryly.

Cristoforo did not even bother to look at himwith the disdain that he deserved. "I said that we
woul d reach the Orient by sailing west, Sewcor, and here we are."

"We're sonewhere," said Sanchez. "But where this place nay be on God's green Earth, no nan can

say.
"By God's own sacred wounds, nman, | tell you that we are in the Orient."
"I admire the admral's certainty."
There it was again, that title -- admral. Sanchez's words seened to express doubt, and yet he

gave the title that could only be given to Cristoforo if his expedition succeeded. O did he use
the title ironically? Was Cristoforo bei ng nocked?

The hel msman called to him "Do we head for | and now, sir?"

"The sea is still too rough," said Cristoforo. "And you can see the waves breaking over rocks.
We have to circle the island and find an opening. Sail two points west of south until we round the
southern end of the reef, and then west."

The sane comand was signaled to the other two caravels. The Indians on the shore waved at them
shouti ng somet hi ng i nconprehensi bl e. Ignorant and naked -- it was not appropriate for the emni ssary
of Christian kings to make his first overtures to the poorest people of this new land. Jesuit
m ssionaries had traveled to the far corners of the East. Someone who knew Latin would surely be
sent to greet them now that they had been sighted.

About m dday, now sailing northward up the western coast of the island, they found a bay that
made a good entrance. By now it was clear that this was an island so small as to be insignificant.
Even the Jesuits couldn't be bothered with a place so snmall, so Cristoforo was reconciled to
wai ting anot her day or two before reaching soneone worthy of receiving the enissaries of the King
and Queen.

The sky had cl eared and the sun shone hot and bright as Cristoforo descended into the | aunch
Behi nd hi m down the | adder cane Sanchez and Don Pedro and, shaky as ever, poor Rodrigo de
Escobedo, the notary who had to make an official record of all deeds done in the name of Their
Maj esties. He had cut a fine figure at court, a promi sing young functionary, but on board ship he
had qui ckly been reduced to a puking shadow rushing fromhis cabin to the gunwal e and staggering
back -- when he had strength to rise fromhis bed at all. By now, of course, he had got sonething
like sea legs, and he even ate food that didn't end up staining the sides of the caravel. But
yesterday's storns had felled himagain, and so it was an act of sheer courage that he could cone
to shore and performthe duty for which he had been sent. Cristoforo admired himenough for his
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silent strength that he deternmined that no | og of his would record the fact of Escobedo's
seasi ckness. Let himkeep his dignity in history.

Cristoforo noted that the |aunch put away from Pinz¢n's caravel before all the royal officials
had made it down into his launch. Let Pinz¢n beware, if he thinks he can be the first to set foot
on this island. Whatever he thinks of me as a sailor, | amstill the em ssary of the King of
Aragon and the Queen of Castile, and it would be treason for himto try to preenpt nme on such a
m ssion as this.

Pinz¢n nust have realized this halfway to the beach, for his launch lay still in the water as
Cristoforo’'s passed himand ran up onto the beach. Before the boat staggered to a stop, Cristoforo
swung over the side and tranped through the water, the | ow breakers soaking himup to the wai st
and dragging at the sword at his hip. He held the royal standard hi gh over his head as he broke
fromthe water and strode forward on the snmooth wet sand of the beach. He wal ked on until he was
above the tide line, and there in the dry sand he knelt down and ki ssed the earth. Then he rose to
his feet and turned to see the others behind him also kneeling, also kissing the ground as he had
done.

"This small island will now bear the nane of the holy Savior who | ed us here."
Escobedo wrote on the paper he held on the small box he had carried fromthe caravel: "San
Sal vador . "

"This land is now the property of Their Mjesties King Ferdinand and Queen |sabella, our
sovereigns and the servants of Christ."

They waited as Escobedo finished witing what Cristoforo had said. Then Cristoforo signed the
deed, and so also did every other man there. None had the tenerity to dare to sign above him or
to sign nore than half as large as his bold signature.

Only then did the natives begin to enmerge fromthe forest. There was a | arge nunber of them al
naked, none armed, brown as treebark. Against the vivid greens of the trees and underbrush, their
skin | ooked al nost red. They wal ked timdly, deferently, awe obvious on their faces.

"Are they all children?" asked Escobedo.

"Chil dren?" asked Don Pedro.

"No beards," said Escobedo.

"Qur captain shaves his face, too," said Don Pedro.

"They have no whiskers at all," said Escobedo.

Sanchez, hearing them |aughed loudly. "They're stark naked, and you | ook at their chins to see
if they're nen?"

Pi nz¢n overheard the joke and | aughed even | ouder, passing the story on

The natives, hearing the laughter, joined in. But they could not keep fromreaching up and
touching the beards of those Spaniards nearest them It was so obvious that they had no harnfu
intent that the Spaniards permitted their touch, |aughing and joking.

Still, even though Cristoforo had no beard to attract them they obviously recognized that he
was the leader, and it was to himthat the ol dest of themcanme. Cristoforo tried severa
| anguagaes on him including Latin, Spanish, Portuguese, and Genovese, to no avail. Escobedo tried

G eek and Pinz¢n's brother, Vicente Yanez, tried the smattering of Morish he had | earned during
his years of smuggling along the coast.

"They have no | anguage at all,
chief wore in his ear.

said Cristoforo. Then he reached out to the gold ornanment the

Wthout a word the man smled, took it out of his ear, and laid it in Cristoforo's hand.
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The Spaniards sighed in relief. So these natives understood things well enough, |anguage or not.
What ever gol d they had bel onged to Spain.

"More of this," said Cristoforo. "Wiere do you dig it out of the ground?”

Met by inconprehension, Cristoforo acted it out, digging in the sand and "finding" the gold
ornanent there. Then he pointed inland.

The ol d man shook his head vigorously and pointed out to sea. To the sout hwest.

"The gol d apparently doesn't cone fromthis island," said Cristoforo. "But we could hardly
expect a place as small and poor as this to have a gold mine, or there would have been roya
officials from G pangu here to oversee the | abor of digging it."

He laid the gold ornament back into the old man's hand. To the other Spaniards he said, "W'l
soon see gold in such quantities as to make this a trifle."

But the old man refused to keep the gold. He pressed it upon Cristoforo again. It was the clear
sign he was | ooking for. The gold of this place was being given to himby God. No man would freely
gi ve away sonmething so precious if God had not inpelled him Cristoforo's dreamof a crusade to
| i berate Constantinople and then the Holy Land woul d be financed by the ornanents of savages. "I
take this, then, in the name of my sovereign lords the King and Queen of Spain," he said. "Now we
will go in search of the place where the gold is born.”

* k k

It was not the safest group of Zapotecs to run into in the forest -- they were a war party, bent
on finding a captive for sacrifice at the start of the rainy season. Their first thought woul d be
t hat Hunahpu woul d make a splendid victim He was taller and stronger than any man they had ever
seen before, quite suitable for an offering of exceptional value.

So he had to preenpt them-- to appear to them as one who already bel onged to the gods. In the
end, he virtually had to capture them He had been blithely confident back in Juba that his plan
woul d work. Here, when he was surrounded by the birdcalls and

whi ni ng insects of the nmarshy |and of Chiapas, the plan seened | udicrous, enbarrassing, and
pai nf ul

He woul d have to imtate the nost savage royal sacrifice ritual anywhere that didn't actually
| eave the king dead. Way had the Mayas been so inventively self-abusive?

Everything el se was ready. He had hidden the library of the lost future in its pernmanent resting
pl ace and seal ed the opening. He had cached the itens he would need | ater in their weatherproof
contai ners, and nenorized all the permanent |andmarks that would allow himto find them again. And
the itenms he would need now, for the first year, were bundled in packaging that would not | ook too
bizarre to the eyes of the Zapotecs. He hinself was naked, his body painted, his hair feathered
and beaded and jeweled to |look like a Maya king's after a great victory. And, nobst inportant, on
hi s head and draped down his back were the head and skin of the jaguar he had kill ed.

He had thirty minutes before the war party fromthe village of Atetul ka would reach this
clearing. If his blood was to be fresh he had to wait until the last mnute, and now t he | ast
m nute had arrived. He sighed, knelt in the soft |eafneal of the shadowed cl earing, and reached
for the topical anesthetic. The Mayas did this wi thout anesthetic, he rem nded hinself as he
applied it liberally to his penis and then waited a few mnutes for it to becone nunb. Then, with
a hypoderm ¢ gun, he deadened the entire genital area, hoping that he would have sonme opportunity
to reapply the anesthetic in about four hours, when it began to wear off.

One genuine stingray needle and five imtation ones nmade of different netals. He took them one
at a tine in his hand and pushed each one crosswise into the | oose skin along the top of his
penis. The bl ood fl ow was copious, dripping all over his legs. Stingray needle, then silver, gold,
copper, bronze, and iron. Even though there was no pain, he was dizzy by the end of it. Fromloss
of blood? He doubted it. It was alnost certainly the psychol ogical effect of perforating his own
penis that nmade himfeel faint. Being a king anong the Mayas was a serious business. Could he have
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done this without anesthetic? Hunahpu doubted it, saluting his ancestors even as he shuddered at
their barbarism

When the hunting party trotted silently into the clearing, Hunahpu stood in a shaft of |ight.
The high-intensity [anp pointing upward between his | egs caused the nmetal spines to glint and
shimer with the trenbling of his body. As he had hoped, their eyes went right to where the bl ood
still trickled down his thighs and dripped fromthe tip of his penis. They also took in his body
pai nt and, just as he had expected, they seenmed to recognize at once the significance of his
appear ance. They prostrated thensel ves.

"I am One- Hunahpu," he said in Maya. Then he repeated hinself in Zapotecan. "I am One-Hunahpu. |
come from Xi bal ba to you, dogs of Atetulka. | have decided that you will no | onger be dogs, but
men. |If you obey ne, you and all who speak the | anguage of the Zapotec will be nasters of this
land. No | onger will your sons go up to the altar of Huitzilopochtli, for I will break the back of
the Mexica, | will tear out the heart of the Tlaxcala, and your ships will touch the shores of al
the islands of the world."

The men lying on the ground began to trenbl e and noban

"l conmand you to tell ne why you are afraid, foolish dogs!"

"Hui tzil opochtli is a terrible god!" cried one of them-- Yax, his name was. Hunahpu knew t hem
all, of course, had studied their village and key people in the other Zapotec villages for years.
"Huitzilopochtli is alnost as terrible as Fat Jaguar Grl," said Hunahpu

Yax raised his head at this nmention of his wife, and several of the other nen | aughed.

"Fat Jaguar Grl beats you with a stick when she thinks you have been planting corn in the wong

field," said Hunahpu, "but still you plant corn where you want."

"One- Hunahpu! " cried Yax. "Wwo told you about Fat Jaguar Grl?"

"I'n Xibalba | watched you all. | laughed at you when you cried under Fat Jaguar Grl's stick
And you, Fl ower-eating-Mnkey, do you think | didn't see you pee on old Geat-Skull-Zero's
cornmeal and make theminto frycakes for hin? |I |aughed when he ate them™

The other nen al so | aughed, and Fl ower-eati ng- Monkey rai sed his head with a smle. "You |iked ny
revenge joke?"

"I told of your monkey tricks to the lords of Xibalba, and they |aughed until they cried. And
when Huitzil opochtli's eyes were filled with tears, | jabbed himw th ny thunbs and popped out his
eyeballs.” Wth this, Hunahpu reached into the pouch hanging fromthe string around his waist and
brought out the two acrylic eyeballs he had brought with him "Now Huitzilopochtli has to have a
boy | ead himaround Xi bal ba, telling himwhat he sees. The other |ords of Xibalba set obstacles in
his path and | augh when he falls down. And now | have cone here to the surface of Earth to make
you into people."

"W will build a tenple and sacrifice every man of the Mexica to you, O One-Hunahpu!" cried Yax.

Exactly the reaction he had expected. At once he threw one of the eyeballs of Huitzilopochtli at
Yax, who yel ped and rubbed his shoul der where it had hit him Hunahpu had been a pretty good
Little League pitcher with a decent fastball.

"Pick up the eyeball of Huitzilopochtli and hear ny words, dogs of Atetul ka!"
Yax scrabbled around in the leafnmeal until he found the acrylic eye.

"Way do you think the lords of Xibalba were glad and didn't punish nme when | took the eyes of
Hui t zi | opocht i ? Because he was fat fromthe bl ood of so many nen. He was greedy and the Mexica
fed himon blood that should have been out planting corn. Now all the lords of Xibalba are sick of
bl ood, and they will nake Huitzilopochtli go hungry until he is thin as a young tree."

They npaned again. The fear of Huitzilopochtli ran deep -- the success of the Mexica in war
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after war had seen to that -- and to hear such terrible threats against a powerful god was a heavy
burden to place upon them Well, they're tough little bastards, thought Hunahpu. And I'Ill give
them pl enty of courage when the tine cones

"The | ords of Xibal ba have called upon their king to cone froma far country. He will forbid
themto drink the blood of nmen or wonen ever again. For the King of Xibalba will shed his own
bl ood, and when they drink of his blood and eat of his flesh they will never thirst or hunger
anynore."

Hunahpu t hought of his brother the priest and wondered what he woul d think of what was happening
to the Christian gospel right now. In the long run, he would surely approve. But there would be
some unconfortable nonents al ong t he way.

"Rise up and |l ook at me. Pretend to be nmen." They arose carefully fromthe forest floor and
stood | ooking at him "As you see ne shed ny blood here, so the King of Xibalba has already shed
his blood for the lords of Xibalba. They will drink, and never thirst again. In that day will nen
cease to die to feed their god. Instead they will die in the water and rise up reborn, and then
eat the flesh and drink the blood of the King of Xibalba just as the lords of Xibal ba do. The King
of Xibalba died in a faraway ki ngdom and yet he lives again. The King of Xibalba is returning and
he will nake Huitzilopochtli bow down before himand will not let himdrink of his blood or eat of
his flesh until he is thin again, and that will take a thousand years, that old pig has eaten and
drunk so nuch!"

He | ooked around at them at the awe on their faces. O course they were hardly taking this in
but Hunahpu had worked out with D ko and Kenal the doctrine he would teach to the Zapotecs and
woul d repeat these ideas often until thousands, nmillions of people in the Cari bbean basin could
repeat themat will. It would prepare themfor the comng of Colunbus, if the others succeeded
but even if they did not, even if Hunahpu was the only one of the tine travelers to reach his
destination, it would prepare the Zapotecs to receive Christianity as sonething they had | ong
expected. They could accept it wi thout giving up one iota of their own native religion. Christ
woul d sinmply be the King of Xibalba, and if the Zapotecs believed that he bore sone small but
bl oody wounds in a place not often depicted in Christian art, it would be a heresy that the
Catholics could learn to live with -- as long as the Zapotecs had the technology and the nmlitary
power to stand agai nst Europe. |f the Christians could accompdate the G eek phil osophers and a
pl et hora of barbarian holidays and rituals and pretend that they had been Christian all along,
they could deal with the slightly perverse spin that Hunahpu was putting on the doctrine of Jesus
sacrifice.

"You are wondering if | amthe King of Xibalba," said Hunahpu, "but I amnot. | amonly the one
who cones before, to announce his coming. | amnot worthy to braid a feather into his hair."

Take that, Juan Bati st a.

"Here is the sign that he is coming to you. Every man of you will be taken sick, and every
person in your village. This sickness will spread throughout the |and, but you will not die of it
unl ess your heart belonged to Huitzil opochtli. You will see that even anbng the Mexica, there were

few who truly |loved that gluttonous fat god!"

Let that be the story that would travel with and explain the virulent therapeutic plague that
these nen were already catching fromhim The carrier virus would kill no nore than one in ten
thousand, nmeking it an exceptionally safe vaccine as it left its "victinms" with antibodi es capabl e
of fighting off smallpox, bubonic plague, cholera, neasles, chicken pox, yellow fever, malaria,
sl eepi ng sickness, and as many ot her diseases as the nedical researchers had been able to pile on
back in the lost future. The carrier virus would remain as a chil dhood di sease, reinfecting each
new generation -- infecting the Europeans, too, when they cane, and eventually all of Africa and
Asia and every island of the sea. Not that disease would beconme unknown -- no one was foolish
enough to think that bacteria and viruses would not evolve to fill the niches |eft by the defeat
of these old killers. But disease would not give an advantage to one side over the other in the
cultural rivalries to cone. There would be no smal |l pox-infected blankets to kill off annoyingly
persistent Indie tribes.

Hunahpu squatted down and picked up the high-intensity light frombetween his feet. It was
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enclosed in a basket. "The |lords of Xi balba gave me this basket of light. It holds within it a
smal | piece of the sun, but it only works for me." He shone the light in their eyes, tenporarily
blinding them then reached one finger into a gap in the basket, pressing it on the identification
plate. The light turned off. No reason to waste batteries -- this "basket of Iight" would have
only alimted |life, even with the solar collectors around the rim and Hunahpu didn't want to
waste it.

"Which of you will carry the gifts that the | ords of Xibal ba gave to One- Hunahpu when he cane to
this world to tell you of the com ng of the King?"

Soon they were all reverently carrying bundles of equi pment that Hunahpu woul d need during the
com ng nonths. Medical supplies for pertinent healings. Wapons for self-defense and for taking
the courage out of eneny armies. Tools. Reference books stored in digital form Appropriate
costunes. Underwater breathing equipnment. Al sorts of useful little magic tricks.

The journey wasn't easy. Every step caused the weight of the nmetal spines to tug at his skin,
openi ng the wounds w der and causi ng nore bl eeding. Hunahpu toyed with having the renoval cerenony
now, but decided against it. It was Yax's father, Na-Yaxhal, who was headman of the village, and
to cement his authority and place himin the proper relationship with Hunahpu, he had to be the
one to renove the spines. So Hunahpu wal ked on, slowy, step by step, hoping that the blood | oss
woul d remain minor, w shing that he had chosen a location just a little closer to the village.

Wien they were near, Hunahpu sent Yax on ahead, carrying the eyeball of Huitzilopochtli
What ever junmbl e he might nmake of the things that Hunahpu had said to him the gist of it would be
cl ear enough, and the village would be turned out and waiting.

Waiting they were. Al the other nmen of the village, armed with spears, ready to throw them the
wonen and children hidden in the woods. Hunahpu cursed. He had chosen this village specifically
because Na- Yaxhal was smart and inventive. Wy woul d Hunahpu i magi ne that he woul d believe at face
value his son's story of a Maya king from Xi bal ba.

"Stop there, liar and spy!" cried Na-Yaxhal

Hunahpu | eaned back his head and | aughed, as he inserted his finger into the basket of |ight and
activated it. "Na-Yaxhal, does a nman who woke up with painfully | oose bowels twice in the night
dare to stand before One-Hunahpu, who brings a basket of Iight from X bal ba?" Wth that he shone
the light directly in Na-Yaxhal's eyes.

Si x- Kaui | ' s- Daughter, Na-Yaxhal's wife, cried out, "Spare ny foolish husband!"
"Silence, wonman!" answered Na- Yaxhal

"He was up twice in the night with | oose bowels, and he groaned with the pain of it!" she
shouted. Al the other wonmen npaned with this confirmation of the stranger's secret know edge, and
the spears wavered and di pped.

"Na- Yaxhal , | will make you sick indeed. For two days your bowels will run |like a fountain, but
I will heal you and nmake you a man who serves the King of Xibalba. You will rule many villages and
build ships to sail to every shore, but only if you kneel now before me. If you do not, | wll

cause you to fall over dead with a hole in your body that will not stop bleeding until you are
dead!"

I won't have to shoot him Hunahpu told hinmself. He'll obey and we'll becone friends. But if he
makes nme, | can do it, | can kill him

"Why does the man of Xibal ba choose nme for this greatness, when | ama dog?" called out Na-
Yaxhal . It was a very promising rhetorical position for himto take.

"I choose you because you are the closest to hunman of all the dogs who bark in Zapotec, and
because your wife is already a woman for two hours every day." There, that would reward the old
bat for speaking out in Hunahpu's support.

Na- Yaxhal rmade up his mnd and, as rapidly as his aging body -- he was nearly thirty-five --
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woul d all ow, he prostrated hinmself. The others in the village followed suit.

"Where are the woren of Atetul ka? Cone out of hiding, you and all your children. Cone out and
see ne! Anong nmen | would be a king, but I amonly the hunbl est servant of the King of Xibal ba.
Cone out and see ne!" Let's lay the groundwork of sonmewhat nore egalitarian treatnment of wonen
now, at the beginning. "Stand with your fanmilies, all of you!"

They mlled around, but it took only a few nmonents -- they already oriented thensel ves by clan
and famly, even when confronting an eneny, so it took little rearrangenment to obey his comrand.

"Now, Na-Yaxhal, cone forward. Take the first spine fromny penis and paint the blood fromit on
your forehead, for you are the nan who will be first king in the Kingdom of Xi bal ba-on-Earth, as
Il ong as you serve ne, for | amthe servant of the King of X balba!"

Na- Yaxhal came forward and pulled out the stingray spine. Hunahpu did not w nce because there
was no pain, but he could tell how the stingray spine tugged at his skin and i nagi ned how nasty
the pain would be tonight. If | ever see Diko again | don't want to hear her conplain about
anyt hi ng she had to go through for the sake of our mission. Then he thought of the price Kemm
i ntended to pay, and was ashaned.

Na- Yaxhal painted his forehead and nose, his lips and chin with the blood on the stingray spine.

"Si x- Kaui | ' s- Daughter!" The worman energed fromthe nmidst of the leading clan of the village.
"Draw out the next spine. Wt is it nade of ?"

"Silver," she said.

"Paint your neck with ny blood."
She drew the long silver spine across her neck

"You will be the nmother of kings and your strength will be in the ships of the Zapotec people,
if you serve the King of Xibalba-on-Earth, and ne, the servant of the King of X bal ba!"

"I will," she murnured.

"Speak |oudly!" Hunahpu commanded. "You di d not whi sper when you spoke w sely of the |oose
bowel s of your husband! The voice of a wonman can be heard as |loud as the voice of a man, in the
Ki ngdom of Xi bal ba-on-Earth!"

That's about all we can do for egalitarianismright now, Hunahpu said silently, but it should be
revol uti onary enough as the story spreads.

"Where is Yax!" cried Hunahpu
The young man cane forward timdly.

"WIIl you obey your father, and when he is carried to Xibalba will you |l ead this people in nmercy
and wi sdonf"

Yax prostrated hinsel f before Hunahpu
"Take out the next spine. What is it nade of ?"
"Cold," said Yax, when he had it out.

"Paint your chest with ny blood. Al the gold of the world will be yours to comuand, when you
are worthy to beconme king, as long as you renmenber that it belongs to the King of Xi balba, and not
to you or any man. You will share it freely and fairly with all who drink the bl ood and eat the
flesh of the King of Xibalba." That should help get the Catholic Church on the side of
conciliation with the strange heretical proto-Christians when the two cultures net. If gold fl owed
freely to the Church, but only on condition that they confessed that they were eating the flesh
and drinking the blood of the King of X balba, the heresy should find itself well on the way to
becone an acceptable variant of Catholic dogma. | wonder, thought Hunahpu, if | will be declared a
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saint. There will certainly be no lack of nmiracles, for a while, at |east.

"Bacab, tool naker, netalworker!" A thin young nan came forward, and Hunahpu had hi m wi thdraw t he
next spine.

"It is copper, Lord One-Hunahpu, sai d Bacab

"Do you know copper? Can you work it better than any man?"

"I work it better than any man in this village, but there are surely other nen in other places
who work it better than | do."

"You will learn to mx it with many netals. You will make tools that no one in the world has
seen. Paint ny bl ood upon your belly!"

The coppersnith did as he was told. After a king, a king's wife, and a king's son, the
met al wor kers woul d now have the nost prestige in the new ki ngdom

"Where is Xocol - Ha- Man? Where i s the naster shipbuil der?”

A strong man with nassive shoul ders energed from another clan, smling in pride and slapping his
shoul ders in piety.

"Take out the next spine, Xocol-Ha-Man. You who are naned for a great river in flood, you nust
tell me, have you ever seen this netal before?"

Xocol - Ha- Man fingered the bronze, getting blood all over his fingers. "It |ooks |ike copper
only brighter," he said. "I've never seen it."

Bacab | ooked at it too, and al so shook his head.

"Pee on this nmetal, Xocol-Ha-Man. Make the current of the ocean within you flow upon it! For you
will not paint nmy blood on your body until you have found this netal in another land. You wil]l
build ships and you will sail themuntil you find the land in the north where they know t he name
of this metal. Wen you bring back the name of this nmetal to nme, then you will paint my bl ood upon
your groin."

Only the iron spine remained. "Were is Xoc? Yes, | nean the slavegirl, the ugly girl you
captured and no one would marry her!"

She was thrust forward, a filthy thirteen-year-old with a harelip.

"Take out the last spine, Xoc. Paint ny blood upon your feet. For by the power of this |ast
metal will the King of Xibalba nmake all slaves free. Today you are a free citizen of the Kingdom
of Xi bal ba-on-Earth, Xoc. You belong to no man or woman, for no nan or wonman bel ongs to any ot her
The King of Xibalba comands it! There are no captives, no slaves, no servants-for-life in the
Ki ngdom of Xi bal ba-on-Earth!"

For you, Tagiri.

But what he had given in pity was used in power. Xoc drew the iron spine fromhis penis and
then, just as a Maya queen woul d have done, she stuck out her tongue, gripped the tip of it with
her left hand, and with her right hand drove the spine through it. Blood fl ooded down her chin as
the spine and her |ips nmade a strange cross.

The peopl e gasped. What Xoc was denandi ng was not the kindness of a lord toward a slave he pl ans
to free, but the honor of a king for the queen who will bear his children

What do | do with this? Wio coul d have guessed, watching Xoc's abject servility during her
mont hs of slavery, that she had this kind of ambition? Wiat did she mean to acconpli sh? Hunahpu
studied her face and sawin it -- what, defiance? It was as if she saw t hrough his whol e charade
and dared himto refuse her.

But no, it was not defiance. It was bravery in the face of fear. O course she acted boldly.
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This kingly man who clainmed to come fromthe [and of the gods was the first chance she had to rise
above her niserable condition. Who could blame her for acting as desperate people so often do,
seizing on the first opportunity to reach far beyond all reasonable hope? What did she have to

| ose? In her despair, all salvation had seened equally inpossible. So why not try to be queen, as
| ong as this One-Hunahpu seened di sposed to hel p her?

She is so ugly.
But smart and brave. Wy cl ose a door?

He reached down and drew the iron spine fromher tongue. "Let truth flow fromyour nouth forever
as bl ood does now. | amno king, and so | have no queen. But because you nixed your blood wth
nmne upon this last spine, | pronmise that for the rest of your life, I will listen every day to
one thing that you choose to tell me."

Gravel y she nodded, her face showing relief and pride. He had turned away her bid to be a
consort, but had accepted her as a counselor. And as he knelt and painted her feet with the bl oody
spi ne, she could not help but know that her |ife had been changed conpletely and forever. He had
made her great in the eyes of those who had nistreated her

As he rose to his feet, he put both hands on her shoul ders and | eaned cl ose so he coul d whi sper
in her ear. "Do not seek vengeance now that you have power," he said in pure Maya, know ng that
her native dial ect was dose enough that she woul d understand hi mwell enough. "Earn ny respect by
your generosity and truthful ness.”

"Thank you," she answered.

Now back to the original script. | hope, thought Hunahpu, that there aren't too nany nore
surprises like this.

But of course there would be. Al he could ever do was inprovise. His plans would all have to be
adapted; only his purposes were unchangeabl e.

He flung out his voice over the crowmd. "Let Bacab touch this netal. Let Xocol-Ha-Man see it!"

The nmen canme forward, studied it in awe. Alone of all the spines, it would not bend, not even
slightly. "I have never seen a netal so strong," said Bacab.

"Bl ack, " sai d Xocol - Ha- Man

"There are many ki ngdons, far across the sea, where this netal is as common as copper is here.
They will know how to snelt it until it shines white as silver. These ki ngdons al ready know t he
Ki ng of Xi bal ba, but he has hidden many secrets fromthem It is the will of the King of X balba
that the Kingdom of Xi balba-on-Earth find this netal and nmaster it, if you are worthy of it! But
for now, this black netal spine will stay with Xoc, who once was a slave, and you will cone to her
or to her children in order to see if you have found the hard bl ack netal. The faraway people cal
it ferro and herro and iron and fer, but you will call it xibex, for it comes from Xi bal ba and
must only be used in the service of the King."

The last of the spines was out of his body now It made himfeel pleasantly [ight, as if the
wei ght of them had dragged hi m down.

"Let this now be a sign to all of you, that the King of Xibalba touches all nen and wonen of the
world. This village will be struck with a plague, but not one of you will die of it." That promni se
had a chance of failure -- the immunol ogists said that one in 100,000 would die of it. If one of
those bad reactions canme in Atetul ka, Hunahpu would deal with it well enough. And conpared to the
mllions who died of small pox and other diseases in the old history, it was a small price to pay.
"The plague will go forth fromthis village to every land, until all people have been touched by
the finger of the King. And they will all say, From Atetul ka came the sickness of the |ords of
Xi bal ba. It canme first to you, because | cane first to you, because the King of Xibalba chose you
to lead the world. Not as the Mexica lead, in blood and cruelty, but as the King of X bal ba I eads,
in wisdomand strength.”" Mght as well make the inmmunity virus part of the divinity show.
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He | ooked around at their faces. Awe, and surprise, and, here and there, resentnment. Well, that
was to be expected. The power structure in this village was going to be transformed many tinmes
over before this was finished. Sonehow t hese people would becone | eaders of a great enpire. Only a
few of them would be up to the challenge; nany would be | eft behind, because they were suited only
tothe life of a village. There was no dishonor in that, but sone would feel left out and hurt.
Hunahpu woul d try to teach themto be content with what was possible to them teach themto take
pride in the achievenents of others. But he could not change human nature. Some of them woul d go
to their graves hating himfor the changes that he brought. And he could never tell them how their
lives m ght have ended, had he not interfered.

"Where will One-Hunahpu live?" he asked.

"I'n ny house!" cried Na-Yaxhal at once.

"WIl | take the house of the king of Atetul ka, when he is only now becoming a man? It has been
the house of dog-nmen and wonen! No, you nust build nme a new house, here, on this very spot."
Hunahpu sat down cross-legged in the grass. "I will not nmove fromthis place until | have a new
house around ne. And over nme, | will have a roof thatched fromthe roofs of all the houses of

At etul ka. Na-Yaxhal, prove to nme that you are a king. Organize your people to build me my house
bef ore darkness comes, and teach themtheir duties well enough that those who build it can do it
wi t hout speaking a word."

It was al ready midday, but inpossible as the task night |ook to the people, Hunahpu knew that it
was well within their capacity to do it. The story of the building of One-Hunahpu's house woul d
spread, and it would nmake others believe that they were i ndeed worthy to be the greatest city
anong the cities of the new Ki ngdom of Xi bal ba-on-Earth. Such stories were needed in forging a new
nation with a will to enpire. The people had to have an unshakable belief in their own worthiness.

And if they didn't make it before nightfall, Hunahpu would sinply fire up the basket of 1ight
and declare that the lords of Xi balba were I engthening the day with this piece of sunlight so they
could finish building the house before nightfall. Either way, the story would be a good one.

The people quickly left himal one as Na-Yaxhal organized themto build hima house. Able to
rel ax at last, Hunahpu got the disinfectant out of one of his bags and applied it to his wounded
penis. It contained agents to pronote clotting and healing, and soon the fl ow of bl ood woul d
beconme nere seepage and then stop. Hunahpu's hands trenbled as he applied the salve. Not from
pain, for that had not yet begun, nor even fromloss of blood, but rather fromrelief after the
tensi on of the cerenonies just past.

In retrospect it had been as easy to overawe these people as he had inagined it would be back
when he had proposed his plan to the others in the lost future. Easy, but Hunahpu had never been
so frightened in his Iife. How did Col unbus nmanage it, boldly creating a future? Only because he
knew so little of how futures could go wong, Hunahpu deci ded, only because of ignorance could he
shape the world so fearlessly.

* % %

"It's hard to inagine that these are the great kingdons of the east that we read about in Marco
Pol o' s account," said Sanchez.

Cristoforo could hardly argue with him Col ba seenmed vast enough to be the mainland of Asia, but
the Indians insisted that it was an island and that another island to the southeast, called Haiti,
was much richer and had far nore gold. Could that be Cipangu? Possibly. But it was discouraging to
have to keep assuring the sailors and, above all, the royal functionaries that untold wealth was
just a few nore days' sailing away.

When woul d God al |l ow hi mthe nmonent of triunph? When would all the pronmi ses of gold and great
ki ngdonms be obviously, dearly fulfilled so that he could return to Spain as Viceroy and Adm ral of
t he Ccean- Sea?

"What does that matter?" said Don Pedro. "The greatest wealth of this place is before you in
plain sight."
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"What do you nean?" asked Sanchez. "The only thing this land is wealthy in is trees and
i nsects. "

"And people," said Don Pedro. "The gentlest, nost peaceful people |'ve ever seen. It will be no
trouble at all to get themto work, and they' Il obey their masters perfectly. There's no fight in
themat all, can't you see that? Can't you imagi ne what price they would fetch as the nost docile
of servants?"

Cristoforo frowed. That same thought had occurred to him but it troubled himall the same. Was
it what the Lord had had in nmind, to convert them and enslave themat the sane tine? Yet there was
no ot her source of wealth in sight, here in the land God had led himto. And it was obvious that
these savages were conmpletely unfit to be nade into soldiers in a Crusade.

If God had neant these savages to be free Christians, he would have taught themto wear clothing
i nstead of goi ng about naked.

"OfF course," said Cristoforo. "W will bring a sanple of these people back to Their Mjesties
when we return. But | inmagine that it will be nmore profitable to keep themhere in the |and
they're acclimated to, and use themto mne gold and other precious netals while we teach them of
Christ and see to their salvation."”

The others heard himw t hout di sagreenent -- how could they argue with sonething so obviously
true? Besides, they were still weak and weary fromthe illness that had swept through the crews of
all three ships, obliging themto drop anchor and rest for several days. No one died fromit -- it

was nowhere near as virulent as the terrible plagues that the Portuguese had run into in Africa,
forcing themto build their forts on offshore islands. But it had left Cristoforo with quite a
headache, and he was sure the others suffered fromit, too. If it didn't hurt so much, he m ght
wish for it to continue forever, since it kept themfromraising their voices. The roya
functionaries were much nore tol erabl e when pain kept them from becomni ng strident.

They had been livid back when they reached the city called Cubanacan. Cristoforo had thought
that the last syllable of the nane referred to the Great Khan of Marco Polo's witing, but when
they reached the "city" the natives had babbl ed about, it turned out to be a miserable collection
of huts, perhaps a bit nore populated than the other squalid villages that they had seen on this
island. Cty of the Khan indeed. Sanchez had dared to raise his voice then, in front of the nen.
Maybe this m nor plague was God's renobnstrance agai nst his insubordi nate conpl ai ni ng. Maybe God
wanted to give himsonmething to whine about.

Tonorrow or the next day they would sail for Haiti. Perhaps there they would see sonme sign of
the great civilizations of C pangu or Cathay. And in the neantine, these niserable islands would
at |l east be a source of slaves, and as long as the royal functionaries were willing to back him
up, that might be enough to justify the cost of a second voyage, should they fail to find the Khan
himself on this first trip.

* % %

Kemal sat glumy on the crest of the pronmontory, |ooking out to the northwest for a sail.
Col unbus was | ate.

And if he was late, all bets were off. It meant that some change had al ready been introduced,
sonet hing that would delay himin Col ba. Kemal m ght have been encouraged to think of this as
proof that one of the others had successfully nmade the trip into the past, except that he was
quite aware that the change m ght have been caused by him The only influence that could reach
fromthe island of Haiti to the island of Colba was the carrier virus -- and even though he had
only been here for two nonths, that was plenty of tinme for the virus to have been spread to Col ba
by a raiding party in a seagoi ng canoe. The Spani ards nust have contracted the virus.

O worse. The gentle plague mght have caused a change in behavior by the Indies. There m ght
have been bl oodshed, bad enough to nake the Europeans head for hone. O Col unbus m ght have been
told something that led himto take a different route
circling Haiti counterclockw se, for instance, instead of charting the north shore.

They had known that the virus could upset their plans, because it would nove faster and farther

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200...20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (134 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:15 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt

than the tine travelers could. Yet it was also the surest, nost basic aspect of their plan. \Wat
if only one traveler got through, and then was killed i nmedi ately? Even so, the virus would be
comuni cated to those who touched the body during the first few hours. If no other change could be
i ntroduced, this one mght be enough -- to keep the Indies frombeing swept away in a tide of

Eur opean di seases.

So it's a good thing, Kermal told hinself. A good thing that Colunbus is |late, because it neans
that the virus is doing its work. W' ve already changed the world. W' ve al ready succeeded.

Only it didn't feel like success to him Living on stored rations, hiding out here on this
i sol ated pronmontory, watching for the sails, Kemal wanted to acconplish sonething nore persona
than being the carrier of a healing virus. Allah wlls whatever happens, he knew, but he was not
so pious that he could keep hinself fromw shing he could whisper a word or two in Allah's ear. A
few poi nted suggestions.

It wasn't until the third day that he saw a sail. Too early in the day. In the old version of
hi story, Colunbus had arrived later, which was why the Santa Maria wecked, running against a
subrmerged reef in the darkness. Now it wouldn't be dark. And even if it were, the currents and
wi nds woul d not be the sane. Kenmal would have to destroy all three ships. Wrse, wthout the the
accident with the Santa Maria, there would be no reason for the Nina to drop anchor. Kermal would
have to foll ow al ong the shore and watch for his opportunity. If it came.

If I fail, thought Kermal, the others may still succeed. |If Hunahpu manages to preenpt the
Tl axcal ans and create a Zapotec-Tarascan enpire that has abandoned or downpl ayed human sacrifi ce,
then the Spanish won't have such an easy time of it. If Diko is somewhere in the highlands, she
may be able to create a new proto-Christian religion and, conceivably, a unified Cari bbean enpire
that the Spaniards will not easily crack. After all, Spanish success depended al nost entirely upon
the inability of the Indies to organize serious resistance. So even if Col unbus gets back to
Europe, history will still be different.

He coul d whisper all these reassuring things, but they tasted |ike ashes in his nouth. If |
fail, Arerica loses its fifty years of preparation before the Europeans cone.

Two ships. Not three. That was a relief. Or was it? As long as history was changing, it mght
have been better for Colunbus's fleet to stay together. Pinz¢n had taken the Pinta away fromthe
rest of the fleet, just as in the fornmer history. But now who coul d guess whether Pinz¢n would
have his change of heart and sail back to Haiti to rejoin Colunbus? This tinme he mght sinply go
on eastward, arriving in Spain first and claimng all the credit for Col unbus's discovery.

That's out of ny hands, Kenmal told hinself. The Pinta will either cone back or it will not. |
have the Nina and the Santa Maria, and | nust nake sure that they, at |east, never return to
Spai n.

Kemal watched until he could see that the ships were turning south, to round the Cape of San
Ni col as. Wul d they take the same course they had followed in the prior history, sailing south a
bit nore, then turning back to chart the north coast of the island of Haiti? Nothing was
predi ctabl e anynore, even if |logic proclainmed that whatever reasons Col unmbus had for his actions
in the other history, the same reasons would hold sway this tinme, too.

Kemal picked his way carefully down to the stand of trees near the water where he had conceal ed
his inflatable boat. Unlike |ifeboats, this one was not bright orange. Rather it was a greenish
bl ue, designed to be invisible on the water. Kemal pulled on his wet suit, also greenish blue, and
pull ed the boat into the water. Then he | oaded it with enough underwater charges to deal with both
the Santa Maria and the N ha, should the opportunity present itself. Then he started up the engi ne
and put out to sea.

It took hima half hour to be far enough fromshore to be reasonably confident of being
invisible to the keen-eyed watchers on the Spanish caravels. Only then did he sail westward far
enough to see the Spanish sails. To his relief, they had dropped anchor off Cape San N col as and
smal | boats were putting to shore. It might be Decenber ninth rather than the sixth, but Col unbus
was meki ng the same deci sions he had made before. The weather was getting cold, for this part of
the worl d, and Col umbus woul d have the same problens getting through the channel between Tortuga
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and Haiti until the fourteenth of Decenber. Perhaps Kenmal would be better off if he put back to
shore and waited for history to repeat itself.

O perhaps not. Colunmbus would be anxious to sail east in order to beat Pinz¢n back to Spain
and this tine he mght go out around Tortuga, tacking into the trade winds and conpl etely avoi di ng
the treacherous shore winds that would drive himonto the reefs. This night be Kemal's | ast
chance.

But then, Cape San Nicolas was far fromwhere Diko's tribe lived -- if in fact she had succeeded
in becoming part of the village that had first called to the people of the future to save them
Why make things harder for her?

He woul d wait and watch

* % %

At first when the Pinta started slipping farther and farther away, Cristoforo supposed that
Pi nz¢n was avoi ding sone hazard in the water. Then, as the caravel drifted nearer the horizon
Cristoforo tried to believe what the men were telling him-- that the Pinta nust be unable to read
the signals that Cristoforo was sending. This was nonsense, of course. The Nina also lay to
portside, and was having no trouble at all staying on course. By the tine the Pinta dropped over
the horizon, Cristoforo knew that Pinz¢n had betrayed him that the one-tinme pirate was now
determined to sail direct for Spain and report to Their Mjesties before Cristoforo could get
there. Never nmind that it would be Cristoforo who was recogni zed officially as the head of the
expedition, or that the royal officials traveling with the expedition would report Pinzé¢n's
perfidy -- it would be Pinz¢én who would reap the first fane, Pinz¢n whose nane would |ive through
history as the man who returned first to Europe fromthe westward route to the Oient.

Pinz¢n had never sailed far enough south to know that this steady east w nd gave way, in |ower
| atitudes, to the steady west wind that Cristoforo had felt when he sailed in Portuguese vessels.
So there was a good chance that if Cristoforo could just get far enough south, he could reach
Spai n |1 ong before Pinz¢n, who woul d no doubt be tacking his way across the Atlantic, a slow
proposition at best. There was a good chance that Pinz¢n's progress would be so slow that he would
have to give up and return to these islands to resupply his caravel

A good chance, but no certainty, and Cristoforo could not shake the sense of urgency -- and
barely suppressed fury -- that Pinz¢n's disloyalty had provoked. Wrst of all, there was no one in
whom he coul d confide, for the nmen were doubtless all rooting for Pinz¢n to win, while in front of
the officers and the royal officials Cristoforo could show no weakness or worry.

So it was that Cristoforo took little pleasure in charting the unknown coast of the great island
the natives called Haiti, and which Cristoforo had naned Hi spafiola. Perhaps he m ght have enjoyed
the charting nore if it had proceeded steadily, but the east wind was against himall along the
coast. They had to harbor for days at the place that the nen called Msquito Bay, and again for
several days at Paradise Valley. The nen had made nmuch of these stops, for the people here were
taller and healthier, and two of the wonmen |ight enough of skin that they were nicknamed "the
Spani ards" by the nen. As a Christian commander, Cristoforo had to pretend not to know what el se
was goi ng on between the sailors and the wonmen who cane out to the caravels. Some of the tension
of the voyage eased at Paradi se Valley. But not for Cristoforo, who counted every day's delay as
that much better a chance for Pinz¢n to arrive first in Spain.

When Cristoforo finally got themnmoving, it was by sailing in the evening and huggi ng the
coastline, where the breeze from shore counteracted the prevailing easterlies and carried them
snoot hly eastward. Even though the nights were clear, it was a dangerous business, sailing at
night on an unfaniliar coastline, for no one knew what hazards there m ght be beneath the water
But Cristoforo could see no choice. It was either sail west and south around the island, which
could be so huge that it would take nonths to circummavigate it, or sail at night on the shore
breezes. God would protect the ships, because if he didn't, the voyage would fail, or at |east
Cristoforo's part of it. What mattered now was getting back to Spain with glorious reports that
conceal ed the di sappointing anount of gold and the generally low level of civilization, so that
Their Mjesties would outfit a real fleet and he could do sone serious exploring until he found
the lands Marco Polo had witten of.
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What bothered Cristoforo nost, however, was sonething that he could not explain even to hinself.
During the days, as they lay at anchor and Cristoforo worked on charting the coast, he would
sonmetimes turn away fromthe coast and | ook out over the open sea. It was then that he sonetines
saw sonething out on the water. It would be visible only for a few noments at a time, and no one
el se reported seeing it at all. But Cristoforo knew that he had seen it, whatever it was -- a
patch of water that was slightly different in color fromthe water around it, and several tinmes a
shape like a man standing half in and half out of the water. The first tine he saw t he nmanshape,
he i mediately renenbered all the Genovese sailors' tales of mernen and other nonsters of the
deep. But whatever it was, it was always far out to seaward, and cane no closer. Was it sone
spiritual apparition, sonme sign fromthe Lord? O was it a sign of the ennity of Satan, watching,
wai ting for sone chance to disrupt this Christian expedition?

Once, just once, Cristoforo caught a glinpse of light as if whatever it was had a glass of its
own and was watching himas steadily as he was watching it.

O this Cristoforo wote nothing in his log. Indeed, he tended to dismiss it as a sign of sone
slight nmadness brought about by tropical latitudes and the worries about Pinzé¢n. Until disaster
struck in the early hours of Christmas norning.

Cristoforo was awake in his cabin. It was hard for himto sl eep when the ship was sailing so
dangerously close to land, and so he stayed awake nobst nights, studying his charts or witing in
his log or his private diary. Tonight, though, he had done nothing nmore than lie on his bed,

t hi nki ng about all that had happened in his life so far, marveling at how things had worked out
despite all adversity, and finally praying, giving thanks to God for what had | ooked at the tinme
i ke divine neglect, but now | ooked |ike mracul ous shepherdi ng. Forgive ne for m sunderstanding
you, for expecting you to neasure tine by the short nonments of a man's life. Forgive ne for ny
fears and doubts along the way, for | see now that you were always at ny side, watching over ne
and protecting ne and hel ping nme to acconplish your will.

A shudder ran through the boat, and fromthe deck cane a scream

* % %

Kemal watched t hrough his nightsights, hardly believing his good fortune. Wiy had he ever
worri ed? Weat her had been the cause of Colunbus's delays in the prior history, and the sane
weat her deternined his progress now. Waiting for favorable w nds had brought himto this spot just
past Cape Haitien on Christnas Eve, within fifteen mnutes of when he had arrived in Kenal's
former past. The sane currents and sinilar w nds had caused the Santa Maria to drift onto a reef,
just as before. It was still possible for everything to work just right.

O course, it had al ways been the hunman factor, not the weather, that was expected to change.
For all the talk of how a butterfly's wing in Beijing could cause a hurricane in the Caribbean
Manj am had expl ai ned to Kenmal that pseudochaotic systens |like weather were actually quite stable
in their underlying patterns, and swallowed up randomtiny fluctuations.

The real problemwas the decision naking of the nen on the voyage. Wuld they do what they had
done before? Kenmal had watched the sinking of the Santa Maria a hundred tinmes or nore, since so
much depended on it. The ship sank because of several factors, any one of which might be changed
on a whim First, Colunbus had to be sailing at night -- and to Kemal's relief, he was
consistently doing just that in order to fight the trade winds. Then, both Col unbus and Juan de |l a
Cosa, the owner and nmaster of the ship, had to be bel owdecks, leaving the piloting of the ship in
the hands of Peral onso Nino -- which was proper enough, since he was the pilot. But N no then had
to take a nap, leaving the helmin the hands of one of the ship's boys, giving hima star to steer
by, which would be fine for an ocean voyage but was hardly hel pful when sailing along a
treacherous and unfaniliar coast.

In the event, the only difference was that it wasn't the same ship's boy -- fromhis height and
manner, Kemal could tell even at a distance that this tinme it was Andres Yevenes, a bit ol der. But
what ever experience Andres had would hardly help himnow -- no one had charted this coast, so even

the nost experienced pilot woul dn't have known that shelves of coral would be so close to the
surface w thout maki ng any visible change in the sea.
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Even this had still been recoverable even in the prior history, for Colunbus inmediately gave
orders which, if they had been obeyed , would have saved the ship. Wat really sank the Santa
Maria was its owner, Juan de |la Cosa, who panicked and not only di sobeyed Col unbus's orders but
made it inpossible for anyone el se to obey him Fromthat point the caravel had been dooned.

Kemal , studying de |a Cosa fromthe beginning of his Iife to the end, was unable to di scover why
he did such an inexplicable thing. De | a Cosa never told the sane story twi ce, and obviously lied
every tinme. Kermal's only conclusion was that de |a Cosa had pani cked at the prospect of the ship
sinking and had sinply got away as quickly and effectively as possible. By the tine it becamne
obvious that there was plenty of tinme to take all the nen off wi thout serious danger, it was far
too late to save the ship. At that point, de la Cosa could hardly adnmt to cowardice -- or
what ever his notive was.

The ship shuddered fromthe inpact, then listed over to one side. Kemal watched anxiously. He
was in full scuba gear, ready to come in close and put an expl osive charge under the caravel in
case it | ooked as though Col unbus was about to save it. But it would be better if this ship could
sink without inexplicable fires or explosions.

* k%

Juan de |l a Cosa stunbled out of his cabin and clanbered up to the quarterdeck, not quite awake,
but definitely inside a nightnmare. Hi s caravel had run aground! How coul d such a thing have
happened? There was Col ¢n, already on deck and angry. As always, Juan was filled with anger at the
very sight of the Genovese courtier. If Pinz¢n had been in charge, there would have been no such
nonsense as sailing at night. It was all Juan could do to get to sleep at night, knowi ng that his
caravel was coasting a strange shore in darkness. And, just as he had feared, they had run
aground. They would all drown, if they couldn't get off the ship before it sank

One of the ship's boys -- Andres, the one that Nino fancied this week -- was offering his
pat heti c excuses. "I kept my eye fixed on the star he pointed at, and kept the mast lined up with
it." He | ooked and sounded terrified.

The ship lurched heavily to one side.

We will sink, thought Juan. | will |lose everything. "My caravel," he cried out. "My little ship,
what have you done to it!"

Col ¢n turned to himwith icy coldness. "Wre you sleeping well?" he asked acidly. "N no
certainly was."

And shoul dn't the ship' s nmaster be asl eep? Juan wasn't the pilot and he wasn't the navigator. He
was just the owner. Hadn't it been nade clear to himthat he had al nbst no authority, except as
best owed on him by Col ¢n? As a Basque, Juan was as nmuch a foreigner anpong these Spani ards as Col ¢n
hi nsel f, so that he got condescension fromthe Italian, contenpt fromthe Spanish royal officers,
and nockery fromthe Spanish sailors. But now, after having all control and respect stripped away,
it was suddenly his fault that the ship ran aground?

The ship listed further to port.

Col ¢n was speaking, but Juan had troubl e concentrating on what he said. "The stern is heavy, and
we' ve dragged onto an underwater reef or shelf. W'Il make no headway forward. There's no choice
for it but to warp the ship off."

This was the stupidest thing Juan had ever heard of. It was dark, the ship was sinking, and
Col ¢n wanted to try some stupid maneuver instead of saving lives? That's what you' d expect of an
Italian -- what were Spanish lives to hin? And when it cane to that, what was a Basque life to the
Spani ards? Col ¢n and the officers would get first call on the boats, but they wouldn't care what
happened to Juan de la Cosa. Wiile the men would never let himinto a boat if they had a choice.
He could see it, had always seen it in their eyes.

"Warp the ship off," said Cristoforo again. "Take the launch out, carry the anchor to sternward,
drop it, and then use the wi ndlass to draw us off the rock."
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"I know what warping is," Juan answered. This fool, did he think he could teach seamanship to

hi n?

"Then see to it, man!" Cristoforo commanded. "Or do you want to | ose your caravel here in these
wat er s?"

Well, let Col¢tn give his orders -- he knew nothing. Juan de |a Cosa was a better Christian than
any of these men. The only way to get all the crew off was to bring the Nina's boats over to help.
Forget drawi ng the anchor out -- that would be slow and tine-consunm ng and nmen woul d die. Juan
woul d save every life on this ship, and the nen woul d know who cared for them Not that braggart
Pi nz¢n, who selfishly took off on his own. Certainly not Col ¢n, who thought only of the success of
his expedition, never mind if nen died in the doing of it. I'"'mthe one, Juan de |a Cosa, the
Basque, the northerner, the outsider. | amthe one who will help you live to return to your
famlies in Spain.

Juan imredi ately set several nen to lowering the launch. In the neantine, he heard Col ¢n barking
orders to furl the sails and free the anchor. Ch, what an excellent idea, thought Juan. The ship
will sink with sails furled. That will nake a huge difference to the sharks.

The launch dropped into the water with a splash. At once the launch's crew of three oarsnen
scranbl ed down the |ines and began untying the knots to free the launch fromthe caravel. In the
meantime, Juan tried to clinb down the rope | adder, which, with the ship tilting, dangled in
m dair and swayed dangerously. Let ne live to reach the |aunch, Holy Mdther, he prayed, and then |
will be a hero to save the others.

H s feet found the boat but he could not pry his fingers away fromthe rope | adder.
"Let go!" demanded Pena, one of the seanen.
I"mtrying, thought Juan. Wy aren't mnmy hands worki ng?

"He's such a coward,"” nuttered Bartol one. They pretend to speak softly, thought Juan, but they
al ways nmake sure | can hear them

H s fingers opened. It had only been a nonent. No one could be expected to act with perfect
control when death by drowning | urked only nonents away.

He cl anbered over Pena to get to his place at the stern, controlling the tiller. "Row, " he said.

As they began pulling, Bartolome, sitting in the bow, called the rhythm He had once been a
soldier in the Spanish arny, but was arrested for stealing -- he was one of those who joined the
voyage as a crimnal hoping for pardon. Most of the crimnals were treated badly by the others,
but Bartolonme's nilitary experience had earned hi msonme grudgi ng respect fromthe others -- and
the slavish devotion of the other crininals. "Pull," he said. "Pull."

As they rowed, Juan turned the tiller hard to port.

"What are you doi ng?" denmanded Bartol one, when he saw that the launch was pulling away fromthe
Santa Maria instead of heading for the bow, where the anchor was al ready begi nning to descend.

"Do your job and I'Il do nmine!" shouted Juan
"We're supposed to lie under the anchor!" answered Bartol one.
"Do you trust your life to the Genovese? W're going to the Nina for help!"

The seamen's eyes widened. This was a direct contravention of orders. It bordered on mutiny
agai nst Col ¢n. They still didn't resune pulling on the oars. "De la Cosa," said Peca, "aren't you
going to try to save the caravel ?"

"It's nmy ship!" cried Juan. "And it's your lives! Pull on your oars and we can save everyone!
Pull! Pull!"
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Bartol ome took up the chant, and they pulled.

Only now did Col ¢n trouble to notice what they were doing. Juan could hear himcrying out from
the quarterdeck. "Cone back! Wat are you doing? Cone and lie under the anchor!"

But Juan | ooked fiercely at the seanen. "If you want to |live to see Spain again, then all we can
hear is the splashing of the oars."

Wrdl essly they rowed, hard and fast. The Nina grew larger in the distance, the Santa Maria
smal | er behind them

* k *

It's amazi ng which events turn out to have been inevitable, thought Kemal, and which can be
changed. The sailors all slept with different native wonen in Paradise Valley this tine, so that
apparently the choice of bedmates was entirely by random whim But when it cane to disobeying the
only order that could have saved the Santa Mafia, Juan de |a Cosa apparently nmade the sane choice

no matter what. Love is random fear is inevitable. Too bad I'lIl never get a chance to publish
this finding.

I"'mdone with telling stories. | can only act out the end of ny life. Wio then will decide the
meani ng of ny death? I will, as best | can. But then it will be out of ny hands. They w Il nake of
me whatever they want, if they renenber ne at all. The world in which | discovered a great secret

of the past and becane fanous no |longer exists. Nowl'min a world where | was never born and have
no past. A lone Mislimsaboteur, who sonehow made his way to the New Worl d? Wio in the future will
bel i eve such a fantastic tale? Kemal inagined what the | earned articles would sound |i ke,
expl ai ni ng the psychosocial origin of the Lone Miuslim Bonber | egends fromthe voyage of Col unbus.
It brought a snmile to his face, as the crew of the Santa Maria rowed for the Nina.

* k%

D ko cane back to Ankuash with two full baskets of water hanging fromthe yoke over her
shoul der. She had nade the yoke herself, when it becane clear to themall that no one in the
village was as strong as Diko. It shamed the others, to see her carry her water so easily when for
themit was so hard. So she nade the yoke so she could carry twi ce as much, and then she insisted
on hauling the water alone, so that no one else could be conpared to her. She made three trips a
day to the streamunder the falls. It kept her strong, and she appreciated the solitude.

The others were waiting for her, of course -- the water from her |arge baskets woul d be poured
out into many snaller vessels, nost of themclay pots. But she could see even froma di stance that
there was an eagerness to them News then

"The white nmen's canoe was taken by the spirits in the water!" cried Putukam as soon as Di ko
was cl ose enough to hear. "On the very day you said!"

"So now maybe Guacanagari will believe the warning and protect his young girls." Quacanagari was
the caci que over nost of northwestern Haiti. He fancied sonetines that his authority extended al
the way up the nountains of Cibao to Ankuash, though he had never attenpted to test this theory in
battle -- there was nothing this high up in C bao that he wanted. Guacanagari's dreans of being
ruler of all of Haiti had led himin the prior history to make a fatal alliance with the Spanish
If they had not had himand his people to spy for themand even fight beside them the Spanish
m ght not have prevail ed; other Taino | eaders m ght have been able to unite Haiti in sone kind of
ef fective resistance. But that would not happen this tinme. Guacanagari's anbition would still be
his guiding principle, but it would not have the sane devastating effect. For Guacanagari woul d
only be a friend to the Spani sh when they seened strong. As soon as they seened weak, he woul d be
their deadliest enemy. Di ko knew enough not to trust his word even for a nonment. But he was still
useful, because he was predictable to one who understood his hunger for glory.

D ko squatted down to take the yoke from her shoulders. Others held up the water baskets and
began to pour them off into other vessels.

"Cuacanagari, listen to a wonan of Ankuash?" said Bai ku skeptically. He was taking water into
three pots. Little Inoxtla had cut hinmself badly in a fall, and Bai ku was preparing a poultice, a
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tea, and a steamfor him

One of the younger wonen imredi ately rushed to Di ko's defense. "He nust believe Sees-in-the-
Dark! Al her words cone true."

As al ways, Di ko deni ed her supposed prophetic gifts, though it had been her intimte know edge
of the future that kept her fromliving as a slave or the cacique's fifth wife. "It is Putukam who
sees true visions, and Bai ku who heals. | haul water."

The others fell silent, for none of them had ever understood why D ko woul d say sonethi ng which
was so obviously fal se. Wio ever heard of a person who refused to admt what she did well? Yet she
was the strongest, tallest, wi sest, and holiest person they had ever seen or heard of, and so if
she said this, then there nust be sonme nmeaning in it, though it could not be taken at face val ue,
of course.

Thi nk what you want, Diko said silently. But | know that the day has now cone when | wll have
no nore know edge of the future than you have, because it will not be the future that |
remenber ed

"And what of the Silent Man?" she asked.
"Ch, they say he is still in his boat made of water and air, watching."
Anot her added, "They say these white people can't see himat all. Are they blind?"

"They don't know how to watch things," said Diko. "They don't know how to see anything but what
they expect to see. The Tai nos down on the coast know how to see his boat nade of water and air
because they saw himnake it and put it into the water. They expect to see it. But the white nmen
have never seen it before, so their eyes don't know howto find it."

"Still they're very stupid not to see," said Goala, a teenage boy freshly into his manhood.
"You are very bold," said Diko. "I'd be afraid to be your eneny."
CGoal a preened.

"But 1'd be even nore afraid to be your friend in battle. You are sure your eneny is stupid
because he doesn't do things as you would do them It will rmake you carel ess, and your eneny will
surprise you, and your friend will die."

CGoal a went silent, while the others |aughed.

"You haven't seen the boat made of water and air," said Diko. "So you don't know how hard or
easy it isto see it."

"I want to see it," said CGoala quietly.

"I't will do you no good to see it," said D ko, "because no one in the world has the power to
make one like it, and no one will have such power for nore than four hundred years." Unless
technol ogy noved even faster in this new history. Wth luck, this time technol ogy woul d not
outstrip the ability of human beings to understand it, to control it, to dean up after it.

"You nmake no sense at all," said Goal a.
The others gasped -- only a nman so young woul d speak so disrespectfully to Sees-in-the-Dark

"Coala is thinking," said Diko, "that it is the thing that will only be seen once in five
hundred years that a nman should go and see. But | tell you that it is only the thing that a man
can learn fromand use to help his tribe and his family that is worth going to see. The man who
sees the boat nmade of water and air has a story that his children will not believe. But the man
who | earns how to make a great wooden canoe |ike the ones the Spaniards sail in can cross oceans
with heavy cargo and many passengers. It is the Spaniard' s canoes you want to see, not the boat
made of water and air."

file:/l/F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200...20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (141 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:15 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt

"l don't want to see the white men at all," said Putukamw th a shudder.

"They are only nen," said D ko. "Sone of themare very bad, and sone of themare very good. All
of them know how to do things that no one in Haiti knows how to do, and yet there are many things
that every child in Haiti knows that these men do not understand at all."

"Tell us!" several of themcried.

"I"ve told you all these stories about the com ng of the white nmen," said D ko. "And today
there's work to do."

They voi ced their disappointnent |ike children. And why shouldn't they? Such was the trust
within the village, within the tribe, that no one was afraid to tell what he desired. The only
feelings they had to hide fromtheir fellow villagers were the truly shaneful feelings, |ike fear
and malice.

Di ko carried her yoke and her enpty water baskets back to her house -- a hut, really. Thankfully
no one was waiting for her there. She and Putukam were the only wormen to have houses of their own,
and ever since the first tinme D ko had taken in a wonman whose husband was angry at her and
threatened to beat her, Putukam had joined her in naking her house available as a refuge for
worren. There had been a great deal of tension at the beginning, since Nugkui, the cacique,
correctly saw Diko as a rival for power in the village. It only cane to viol ence once, when three
men came in the shadow of night, arned with spears. It had taken her about twenty seconds to
disarmall three of them break the spear shafts, and send them staggering away with many cuts and
brui ses and sore nuscles. They were sinply no match for her size and strength -- and her nartial -
arts training.

It wouldn't have kept themfromtrying sonething later -- an arrow, a dart, a fire -- except
that Di ko had taken action at first light. She gathered up her bel ongi ngs and began giving them
away as gifts to other wonen. This i mediately aroused the whole village. "Were are you goi ng?"
they demanded. "Wy are you | eavi ng?" She had answered disingenuously: "I canme to this village
because | thought | heard a voice calling nme here. But last night | had a vision of three nmen
attacking ne in the darkness, and | knew that the voice nmust have been wrong, it was not this

vill age, because this village doesn't want me. | nust go now and find the right village, the one
that has a need for a tall black woman to carry their water.” After nuch renonstrance, she agreed
to stay for three days. "By the end of that tinme, | will go unless everybody in Ankuash has asked

me, one at a tinme, to stay, and prom sed to nake ne their aunt or their sister or their niece. If
even one person does not want me here, | will go."

Nugkui was no fool. Miuch as he m ght resent her authority, he knew that having her in the
village gave Ankuash enornous prestige anong the Taino who |ived farther down the nountain. Didn't
they send their sick to Ankuash now to be heal ed? Didn't they send nessengers to ask the neani ngs
of events or to learn what Sees-in-the-Dark predicted for the future? Until Di ko came, the people
of Ankuash were despi sed as the people who lived in the cold place on the mountain. It was D ko
who had explained that their tribe was the first to live on Haiti, that their ancestors were the
first to be brave enough to sail fromisland to island. "For a long tine, the Taino have had their
way here, and the Caribs want to do the sane to them" she explained. "But the tinme is soon com ng
when Ankuash will once again lead all the people of Haiti. For this is the village that will tame
the white nen."

Nugkui was not about to let this exalted future slip away. "I want you to stay," he had said,
gruffly.

"I"'mglad to hear that. Have you seen Bai ku about that nasty bruise on your forehead? You nust
have bunped into a tree when you went out to pee in the dark."

He glared at her. "Some say you do things a woman shouldn't do."
"But if | do them then they nust be things that | believe a woman shoul d do."
"Sonme say that you are teaching their wives to be rebellious and l|azy."

"I never teach anyone to be lazy. | work harder than anybody, and the best wonmen of Ankuash
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foll ow nmy exanple."
"They work hard, but they don't always do what their husbands tell them"

"But they do al nbst everything that their husband ask themto do," said Diko. "Especially when
their husbands do everything the women ask themto do."

Nugkui had sat there for a long while, sucking on his anger.

"That cut on your armlooks ugly," said D ko. "Was sonebody careless with his spearpoint on
yesterday's hunt ?"

"You change everything," said Nugkui

Here was the crux of the negotiation. "Nugkui, you are a brave and w se | eader. | watched you
for along time before | canme here. Werever | went, | knew that | woul d make changes, because the
vill age that teaches the white nen how to be human has to be different fromall other villages.
There will be a dangerous tine when the white nen are not yet taned, when you nay need to | ead our
men in war. And even in peace, you are the caci que. Wen people conme to ne for judgnent, don't |
al ways send themto you? Don't | always show you respect ?"

Grudgingly he admtted that she did.

"I have seen a terrible future, in which the white nen cone, thousands upon thousands of them
and make our people into slaves -- the ones they don't kill outright. | have seen a future in
whi ch on the whole island of Haiti there is not one Taino, not one Carib, not one man or woman or
child of Ankuash. | canme here to prevent that terrible future. But | can't do it alone. It depends
on you as nmuch as on ne. | don't want you to obey nme. | don't want to rule over you. Wat village
woul d respect Ankuash, if the cacique took orders froma woman? But what caci que deserves respect,
if he can't learn wi sdom just because a woman teaches it to hinP"

He wat ched her inpassively, and then said, "Sees-in-the-Dark is a woman who tanes nen."

"The men of Ankuash are not animals. Sees-in-the-Dark came here because the nen of Ankuash have
al ready taned thensel ves. When wonen took refuge in ny tent, or Putukamis, the nmen of this village
could have torn apart the walls and beaten their wives, or killed them-- or Putukam or even ne,
because | may be clever and strong but | amnot inmortal and | can be killed."

Nugkui blinked at that statenent.

"But the men of Ankuash are truly human. They were angry with their w ves, but they respected
the door of ny house and the door of Putukam s house. They stayed outside, and waited until their
anger had cool ed. Then their w ves cane out, and no one was beaten, and things were better. They
say that Putukam and | were naking trouble, but you are the cacique. You know that we were hel pi ng
make peace. But it only worked because the nen and wonmen of this village wanted peace. It only
wor ked because you, as cacique, allowed it to work. |If you saw anot her caci que act as you have
acted, wouldn't you call himw se?"

"Yes," said Nugkui.
"l also call you wise," said Diko. "But | won't stay unless | can also call you ny uncle."

He shook his head. "That wouldn't be right. I'"'mno uncle to you, Sees-in-the-Dark. No one woul d
believe it. They would know that you were only pretending to be ny niece.”

"Then | can't stay," she said, rising to her feet.

"Sit down," he said. "I can't be your uncle, and I won't be your nephew, but | can be your
br ot her."

Di ko had fallen to her knees before himthen, and enbraced hi mwhere he sat on the ground. "Oh,
Nugkui, you are the man | hoped for."

"You are ny sister," he said again, "but | thank every pasuk that lives in these woods that you
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are not my wife." Wth that he got up and left her house. Fromthen on they were allies -- once
Nugkui's word was given, he didn't break it or allow any of the angry men to break it either. The
result was inevitable. The nen | earned that rather than have the public humliation of their wves
taking refuge in the house of Di ko or Putukam they would control their anger, and no wonman had
been beaten in Ankuash for nore than a year. Now wonen were nore likely to cone to D ko's house to
conpl ai n about a husband who had lost his desire for her, or to ask her for nagic or prophecy. She
gave them neither, but instead offered synpathy and conmon sense advi ce.

Al one in her house, she took up the cal endar she was keeping, and reviewed in her mnd the
events that would cone in the next few days. Down on the coast, the Spanish would be turning to
GQuacanagari for help. In the neantine, Kemal -- the one the Indies called Silent Man -- woul d be
destroying the other Spanish ships. If he failed, or if the Spanish succeeded in building new
ships and sailed for hone, then her work would be to unify the Indies to prepare themto beat off
the Spanish. But if the Spanish were stranded here, then her work would be to spread stories that

woul d | ead Col unbus to her. As social order broke down in the expedition -- a near certainty, once
they were stranded -- Col umbus woul d come to need a refuge. That woul d be Ankuash, and it woul d be
her job to get himand any who cane with himunder control. If she had had to do a nunber on the
Indies to get themto accept her, wait till they saw what she did to the white men.

Ah, Kenal. She had prepared the ground for himby saying that a person of power mght cone, a
silent nman, who woul d do marvel ous things but woul d keep to hinself. Leave him alone, she said in
all her telling of this tale. Al this tine, she had no i dea whether he would come or not -- for
all she knew, she had been the only one to succeed in reaching her destination. It was such a
relief when word reached her that the Silent Man was living in the forest near the seashore. For
several days she toyed with the idea of going to see him He had to be even lonelier than she was,
di sconnected fromher own time, fromall the people she had |oved. But it wouldn't do. Wen he
succeeded in his work, he would be perceived by the Spanish as their eneny; she could not be
linked with him even in Indie |egend, for soon enough all those stories would reach Spani sh ears.
So she let it be known that she wanted to know all about his novenents -- and that she thought it
woul d be wise to | eave himalone. Her authority wasn't all-pervasive, but Sees-in-the-Dark was
regarded with enough awe, even by far-off villagers who had never spoken with her, that her advice
concerning this strange bearded nan was taken seriously.

Sorreone cl apped outsi de her house.
"Be wel cone," she said.

The woven reed flap was lifted aside, and Chipa cane in. She was a young girl, perhaps ten years
old, but smart, and Di ko had chosen her to be her nmessenger to Cristoforo.

"Estas pronta?" Di ko asked her

"Pronta mas estoy con miedo." |I'mready but |'mafraid.

Chi pa' s Spani sh was solid. D ko had taught her for two years now -- the two of them never spoke
any other |anguage between each other anynore. And of course Chipa was already fluent in the Taino
| anguage that was the lingua franca on Haiti, even though the villagers of Ankuash often spoke a
di fferent and rmuch ol der | anguage anong each ot her, especially on solem or sacred occasions.
Language cane easily to Chipa. She would do well as an interpreter

Interpretation was the one thing that Cristoforo had never had on his first voyage. Wat could
be conmuni cated by hand signs and pointing and facial expressions wasn't nuch. The lack of a
comon | anguage had forced both the Indies and the Europeans to depend on guesswork about what the
other side really nmeant. It made for |udicrous m sunderstandi ngs. Any syllable that sounded |ike
khan sent Cristoforo chasing after Cathay. And at this nonent, in Guacanagari's nain village,
Cristof oro was no doubt asking where nore gold could be found; when CGuacanagari pointed up the
nmount ai n and said Obhao, Cristoforo would hear it as a version of Opangu. If it really had been
Ci pangu, the sanmurai would have made short work of himand his nen. But the nost disturbing thing
was that in the prior history it never crossed Cristoforo's mind that he didn't have the right to
go straight to any gold mne he mght find on Haiti and take possession of it.

She remenbered what Cristoforo wote in his | og when Guacanagari's people worked | ong and hard
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to help himload all his equiprment and supplies off the wecked Santa Maria: "They |love their

nei ghbor as thensel ves." He was capabl e of thinking of them as having exenplary Christian virtues -
- and then turn right around and assune that he had the right to take fromthem anything they
owned. Gold mnes, food, even their freedomand their lives -- he was incapabl e of thinking of
them as having rights. After all, they were strangers. Dark of skin. Unable to speak any

recogni zabl e | anguage. And therefore not people.

It was one of the hardest things for novices in Pastwatch to get used to, in studying the past --
the way that nost people in nost tines were able to speak to people of other nations, treat with
them nake pronmises to them and then go off and act as if those very people were beasts. Wat
were prom ses nmade to beasts? What respect did you owe to property clainmed by animal s? But Di ko
had | earned, as nost did in Pastwatch, that for nost of human history, the virtue of enpathy was
confined to one's kinship group or tribe.

Peopl e who were not nenbers of the tribe were not people. Instead they were aninmals -- either
danger ous predators, useful prey, or beasts of burden. It was only now and then that a few great
prophets decl ared peopl e of other tribes, even of other |anguages or races, to be human. Cuest-
and host-rights gradually evolved. Even in nodern times, when such attractive notions as the
fundanmental equality and fraternity of humanki nd were preached in every corner of the world, the
i dea that the stranger is not a person still remmined just under the surface.

What am | expecting of Cristoforo, really? D ko wondered. | amasking himto | earn a degree of
enpathy for other races that would not becone a serious force in human Iife until nearly five
hundred years after his great voyage, and did not prevail worldw de until many bl oody wars and
fam nes and plagues after that. | amasking himto rise out of his own tine and becone sonething
new.

And this girl, Chipa, will be his first Iesson and his ftrst test. Howw |l he treat her? WII
he even listen to her?

"You are right to be afraid,"” said D ko in Spanish. "The white nen are dangerous and
treacherous. Their prom ses nean nothing. If you don't want to go, | won't conpel you."

"But why else did | |learn Spani sh?" she asked.

"So you and | could tell secrets." Diko grinned at her
"I'"ll go," said Chipa. "I want to see them"™

D ko nodded, accepting her decision. Chipa was too young and ignorant to understand the rea
danger that the Spanish would mstreat her; but then, nost adults nmade nmpst of their decisions
wi thout a cl ear understanding of the possible consequences. And Chi pa. was both cl ever and good-
hearted-the conbi nati on woul d probably serve her well enough

An hour later, Chipa was out in the center of the village, plucking at the woven-grass shift
that Di ko had nmade for her. "It feels awful,” said Chipa in Taino. "Wy should I wear such a
t hi ng?"

"Because in the white men's country, it is a shaneful thing for people to be naked."

Everybody | aughed. "Why? Are they so ugly?"

"It's very cold there sonetines," said D ko, "but even in the sumer they keep their bodies
covered. Their God conmanded themto wear things like this."

"It's better to sacrifice blood to the gods a fewtinmes a year, as the Taino do," said Baiku
"than for everybody to have to wear such ugly snmall houses on their bodies all the tine."

"They say," said the boy Goala, "that the white men wear shells like a turtle.”
"Those shells are strong, and spears don't go through themvery easily," said D ko.

The villagers fell silent then, thinking about what this mght nmean if it ever came to battle.
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"Why are you sending Chipa to these turtle nen?" asked Nugkui

"These turtle nmen are dangerous, but they're also powerful, and sone of them have good hearts if
we can only teach them how to be human. Chipa will bring the white nen here, and when they're
ready to learn fromne, I'Il teach them And the rest of you will teach them too."

"What can we teach to nen who can build canoes as big as a hundred of ours?" asked Nugkui

"They'l|l teach us, too. But not until they're ready."
Nugkui still | ooked skepti cal
"Nugkui ," said D ko, "I know what you're thinking."

He waited to hear what she woul d say.

"You don't want me to send Chipa as a gift to Guacanagari, because then he'll think that this
means he rul es over Ankuash."

Nugkui shrugged. "He already thinks that. But why should | nmake him sure?"

"Because he'll have to give Chipa to the white nmen. And once she's with them she'll serve
Ankuash. "
"She'll serve Sees-in-the-Dark, you nean." It was a man's voi ce, from behind her

"Your nanme nay be Yacha," she said wi thout turning around, "but you are not always w se, ny
cousin. But if I'"'mnot a part of Ankuash, tell me now, and I'lIl go to another village and |l et them
becone the teachers of the white nmen."

The uproar anong the villagers was i mediate. A few nonments |ater, Bai ku and Putukam were
| eadi ng Chi pa down the nountain, out of Ankuash, out of Ciboa, to begin her nonment of peril and
gr eat ness.

* % %

Kemal swam under the hull of the Nina. He had nore than two hours' breathing m xture left in the
tanks, which was five tines |onger than he would need, if everything went as he had practiced it.
It took a little Ionger than he had expected to chip away the barnacles froma strip of hull near
the waterline -- you couldn't build up nuch monmentum wi el di ng a chi sel under water. But the job
was done soon enough, and then fromhis belly pouch he drew out the array of shaped incendiaries.
He put the heating surface of each one against the hull, and then tripped the automatic self-
driving staples that would hold themtight to the wood. Wen they were all in place, he pulled the
cord at the end. At once he could feel the water growi ng warmer. Despite being shaped to put npst
of their energy into the wood, they still gave off enough heat into the water that before long it
woul d be boiling. Kenmal swam quickly away, back toward his boat.

In five minutes, the wood inside the hull burst into fierce flames. And still the heat fromthe
i ncendi aries continued, helping the fire to spread rapidly.

The Spani sh woul d have no idea how a fire could have started in the bilge. Long before they
could get near the N na again, the wood that the incendiaries were attached to would be ash, and
the netal shells of the charges would drop to the bottom of the sea. They would give off a faint
sonar pul se for several days, allowi ng Kemal to swimback and retrieve themlater. The Spanish
woul d have no idea that the burning of the Nina was anything but a terrible accident. Nor would
anyone el se who searched the site of the weck in future centuries.

Now everyt hi ng depended on whether Pinzé¢n remained true to character and brought the Pinta back
to Haiti. If he did, Kemal would blow the |last caravel to bits. There would be no way to believe
it an accident. Everyone would | ook at the ship and say, An eneny has done this.
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Chapter 11 -- Encounters

Chi pa was frightened when Guacanagari's woren brought her forward. Hearing about the bearded
white nen was different fromconmng into their presence. They were |arge nen, and they wore the
nost fearsone clothing. Truly it was as if each of them wore a house on his shoulders -- and a
roof on his head! The nmetal of the hel nets shone so brightly in the sunlight. And the col ors of
their banners were |ike captured parrots. If | could weave a cloth Iike that, thought Chipa, |
woul d wear their banners and live under a roof nmade of the metal they put on their heads.

Quacanagari was busy plying her with last-mnute instructions and warni ngs, and she had to
pretend to listen, but she already had her instructions from Sees-in-the-Dark, and once she was
speaki ng Spanish with the white nen, it would hardly matter what Guacanagarl's plans night be.

"Tell me exactly what they really say," said Quacanagari. "And don't add a single word to what |
say to them beyond what | tell you. Do you understand ne, you little snail fromthe nountains?"

"Great Cacique, | will do all that you say."

"Are you sure you can really speak their awful |anguage?”

"If I can't, you'll soon see it by their faces," Chipa answered.

"Then say this to them The great Guacanagari, cacique of all of Haiti fromcibao to the sea, is
proud to have found an interpreter.”

Found an interpreter? Chipa was not surprised by his attenpt to cut Sees-in-the-Dark out of
thi ngs, but she was disgusted by it. Nevertheless, she turned to the white man in the nost
fl amboyant costune and started to speak. But she had hardly got a sound from her mouth when
Guacanagari pushed her from behind with his foot, throwi ng her facedown on the ground.

"Show respect, nountain slug!" shouted Guacanagari. "And that's not the chief, anyway, stupid
girl. It's that man, the white-haired one."
She shoul d have known -- it wasn't by the volume of his clothing, it was by his age, by the

respect his years had earned, that she could recognize the one that Sees-in-the-Dark had called
Col ¢n.

Lyi ng on the ground, she began again, stamrering a bit at first, but still making the Spanish
words very clearly. "My Lord Cristobal Col ¢n, | have come here to interpret for you."

She was answered by silence. She raised her head to see the white nen, in w de-eyed
astoni shment, conferring anong themsel ves. She strained to hear, but they spoke too rapidly.

"What are they saying9" asked Guacanagari

"How can | hear when you're talking?" answered Chi pa. She knew she was being i mpudent, but if
D ko was right, Guacanagari woul d soon have no power over her

Col ¢n finally stepped forward and spoke to her
"How did you | earn Spanish, ny child?" he asked.

He spoke rapidly, and his accent was different from Sees-in-the-Dark, but this was exactly the
question that she had been told to expect.

"I learned this | anguage so that | might |earn about Christ."

If they had been flustered before by her command of Spanish, these words brought consternation
upon the white men. Again there was a flurry of whispered conversation

"What did you say to hin?" denmanded Guacanagari

"He asked me how | came to speak his |anguage, and | told him"
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"I told you not to speak of Sees-in-the-Dark! " QGuacanagari said angrily.
"I didn't," she said. "I spoke of the God they worship."
"I think you're betraying ne," said Guacanagari

"I"mnot," said Chipa.
Now when Col ¢n stepped forward, the nan in the vol um nous cl othing was besi de him

"This man is Rodrigo Sanchez de Segovia, the royal inspector of the fleet," said Col ¢n. "He
woul d i ke to ask you a question."

The titles nmeant nothing to Chipa. She had been told to talk to Col ¢n

"How do you know of Christ?" asked Segovi a.

"Sees-in-the-Dark told us to | ook for the conming of a nan who woul d teach us about Christ."

Segovia snmiled. "I amthat nman."

"No sir," said Chipa. "Col¢n is the man."

It was easy to read the expressions on the white nen's faces -- they showed everything they were
feeling. Segovia was very angry. But he stepped back, |eaving Col ¢n alone in front of the other
white nen.

"Who is this Sees-in-the-Dark?" asked Col ¢n

"My teacher," Chipa answered. "She sent ne as a gift to Guacanagari, so he would bring ne to
you. But he is not nmy master.™

"Sees-in-the-Dark is your mistress?"

"No one is ny nmaster but Christ," she said -- exactly the statement that Sees-in-the-Dark had
told her was the nost inportant she could nake. And now, with Col ¢n | ooking at her, speechl ess,
she said the one sentence that she did not understand, for it was in another |anguage. The
| anguage was Genovese, and therefore only Cristoforo understood her as she said words that he had
heard before, on a beach near Lagos: "| saved you alive so you could carry the cross."

He sank to his knees. He said something that sounded |ike the same strange | anguage.

"I don't speak that |anguage, sir," she said.
"What' s happeni ng?" demanded Guacanagari

"The cacique is angry at ne," said Chipa. "He will beat me for not saying what he told me to
say."

"Never," said Col¢n. "If you give yourself to Christ, then you are under our protection.”

"Sir, don't provoke Cuacanagari for mnmy sake. Wth both your ships destroyed, you need to keep

his friendship."

"The girl is right," said Segovia. "It won't be the first time she's been beaten.”

But it would be the first tine, thought Chipa. In the white nen's |and, were they accustoned to
beating chil dren?

"You could ask for ne as a gift," said Chipa.
"Are you a slave, then?"

"Quacanagari thinks so," said Chipa, "but | never was. You won't nake ne a slave, will you?"
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Sees-in-the-Dark had told her that it was very inmportant that she say this to Col ¢n.

"You will never be a slave," said Col¢n. "Tell himthat we are very pleased, and we thank him
for his gift to us."

Chi pa had expected himto ask for her. But she saw at once that his way was nmuch better -- if he
assuned that the gift was already given, Guacanagari could hardly take it back. So she turned to
Guacanagari and prostrated herself before himas she had done only yesterday, when she first net
the caci que of the coastlands. "The great white cacique, Col¢n, is very pleased with ne. He thanks
you for giving himsuch a useful gift."

Quacanagari showed not hing on his face, but she knew that he was furious. That was all right
with her -- she didn't Iike him

"Tell him" said Col ¢n behind her, "that | give himnmy own hat, which | would never give to any
man but a great king."

She translated his words into Taino. Quacanagari's eyes w dened. He reached out a hand.

Col ¢n took the hat fromhis head and, instead of putting it in the cacique's hand, placed it on
GQuacanagari's head hinsel f. Guacanagari sniled. Chipa thought he | ooked even stupider than the
white nen did, wearing such a roof on his head. But she could see that the other Tai nos around
Guacanagari were inpressed. It was a good exchange. A powerfully talismanic hat for a troubl esone
di sobedi ent nountain girl.

"Rise to your feet, girl," said Col ¢n. He gave her his hand to help her up. His fingers were
Il ong and snoot h. She had never touched such snpboth skin, except on a baby. Did Col ¢n never do any
wor k? "What is your nane?"

"Chipa," she said. "But Sees-in-the-Dark said you would give nme a new nane when | was baptized."

"A new nane," said Col¢n. "And a new life." And then, quietly, so only she could hear: "This
woman you call Sees-in-the-Dark -- can you |lead ne to her?"

"Yes," said Chipa. Then she added sonething that perhaps Sees-in-the-Dark didn't nmean for her to
say. "She told ne once that she gave up her fam |y and the nan she | oved so that she could neet
you. "

"Many peopl e have given up many things," said Col ¢n. "But now would you be willing to interpret
for us? | need to have Guacanagari's help in building shelters for ny men, now that our ships have
been burnt. And | need himto send a nmessenger with a letter for the captain of nmy third ship,
asking himto cone here to find us and carry us hone. WIIl you go back to Spain with us?"

Sees-in-the-Dark had said nothing about going to Spain. In fact, she had said that the white nen
woul d never |eave Haiti. But she decided this was not a good tinme to nmention this particul ar
prophecy. "If you go there," she said, "I'll go with you."

* % %

Pedro de Sal cedo was seventeen years old. He mght be page to the Captain-Ceneral of the fleet,
but this never nmade him feel superior to the comon seanen or the ship's boys. No, what nmade him
feel superior was the way that these nen and boys |lusted after these ugly |Indian wonen. He could
hear themtal king sonetines -- though they had | earned not to try to engage himin these
conversations. Apparently they couldn't get over the fact that the Indian wonen went about naked.

Not the new one, though. Chipa. She wore clothing, and spoke Spani sh. Everyone el se was anmazed
by this, but not Pedro de Sal cedo. d othing and Spanish were to be expected fromcivilized people.
And she was certainly civilized, even if she wasn't yet a Christian

I ndeed, she wasn't a Christian at all, as far as Pedro could tell.

He had heard all her words to the Captain-General, of course, but when he was assigned to
provi de her with safe quarters, he took the opportunity to converse with her. He quickly found
that she hadn't the faintest idea who Christ was, and her idea of Christian doctrine was pathetic
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at best. But then, she did say that this nystical Sees-in-the-Dark had pronised that Col ¢n woul d
teach her about Christ.

Sees-in-the-Dark. Wat kind of nanme was that? And how did it happen that an Indian wonan had
recei ved a prophecy telling of Col ¢n and Christ? Such a vision nust have cone fromGod -- but to a
worman? And not a Christian wonman, either

Though, cone to think of it, God spoke to Moses, too, and he was a Jew. That was back when Jews
were still the chosen people instead of being the filthy vile thieving Christ-killing scum of the
earth, but still, it made you think.

Pedro was thinking about a lot of things. Anything to keep himfromthinking about Chipa.
Because those thoughts were the ones that disturbed him Sonmetines he wondered if he wasn't just
as |l ow and vul gar as the seanen and the ship's boys, so hungry for venery that even these Indian
worren coul d becone attractive to him But it wasn't that, not really. He didn't particularly |ust
after Chipa. He could still see that she was ugly, and for heaven's sake, she didn't even have a
worman' s shape, she was a child, what kind of pervert would he have to be to lust after her? Yet he
al so saw sonething in her voice, her face, that made her beautiful to him

What was it? Her shyness? The obvious pride she felt when she said difficult sentences in
Spani sh? Her eager questions about his clothing, his weapons, the other menbers of the expedition?
Those sweet |ittle gestures she nade when she was enbarrassed at making a ni stake? The sheer
transl ucence of her face, as if a |ight shone through from beneath the skin? No, that was
i mpossi ble, she didn't really glow. It was an illusion. |'ve been lonely too |ong.

Yet he found that the only part of his duties that he | ooked forward to these days was tending
to Chi pa, watching over her, conversing with her. He lingered with her as |ong as possible, and
soneti mes neglected his other tasks. Not that he nmeant to; he sinply forgot anything but her when
he was with her. And it was useful for himto spend time with her, wasn't it? She was teaching him
the Taino | anguage, too. If he learned it well, then there would be two interpreters, not just
one. That woul d be good, wouldn't it?

He was al so teaching her the al phabet. She seened to like that nost of all, and she was very
cl ever about it. Pedro couldn't think of why she wanted it so much, since there was nothing in a
woman's |ife that nade readi ng necessary. But if it anused her and hel ped her understand Spanish
better, why not?

So Pedro was neking letters in the dirt, and Chi pa was nam ng them when Di ego Bernudez cane
| ooking for him "The boss wants you," he said. At twelve, the boy had no sense of propriety. "And
the girl. He's going on an expedition."

"Wher e?" asked Pedro.

"To the noon," said Diego. "W' ve been everywhere el se.™

"He's going to the mountain," said Chipa. "To neet Sees-in-the-Dark. "
Pedro | ooked at her in consternation. "How would you know t hat ?"
"Because Sees-in-the-Dark said he would cone to her."

More of that nystical claptrap. Wiat was Sees-in-the-Dark, anyway, a witch? Pedro could hardly
wait to meet her. But he'd have his rosary triple-wapped around his wist and hold the cross in
his hand the whole tine. No sense taking chances.

* k%

Chi pa must have done well, Diko decided, for runners had been comng up the nountain al
nmorning, telling of the coming of the white nen. The nobst annoyi ng nessages were from Guacanagari,
full of half-veiled threats about any attenpt by an obscure nmountain village |ike Ankuash daring
to interfere with the great cacique's plans. Poor Guacanagari -- in the prior version of history,
he had also had the illusion that he was in control of relations with the Spanish. The result was
that he ended up being a quisling, betraying other Indie | eaders until he, too, was destroyed. Not
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that he was any stupider than others who have fool ed thensel ves into thinking that they've got the
tiger under control just because they're holding on to its tail.

It was midafternoon when Cristoforo hinself came into the clearing. But Di ko was not outside to
meet him She listened to the noise frominside her house, waiting.

Nugkui made a great show of greeting the great white cacique, and Cristoforo for his part was
gracious. Diko listened with pleasure at the confidence in Chipa s voice. She had taken to her
role and did it well. Diko had dear nenories of Chipa's death in the other history. By then she
was in her twenties, and her children were murdered in front of her before she was raped to death.
She woul d never know that horror now It gave D ko confidence, as she waited in her house.

The prelimnaries ended, Cristoforo was now asking for Sees-in-the-Dark. Nugkui of course warned
himthat it was a waste of tirne talking to the black giant, but this only intrigued Cristoforo
all the nore, as Di ko had expected. Soon he was in front of her door, and Chi pa ducked inside.
"Can he cone in?" she asked in Taino.

"You're doing well, ny niece," said D ko. She and Chi pa had spoken only in Spanish for so |ong
that it felt odd to Diko to revert to the local |anguage with her. But it was necessary, for the
monment, at least, if Cristoforo was not to understand what they said to each other

Chipa smled at that, and ducked her head. "He brought his page with him He's very tall and
fine and he likes nme."

"He'd better not like you too well," said Diko. "You' re not a wonan yet."
"But he's a man," said Chipa, with a laugh. "Should | let themin?"
"Who is with Cristoforo?"

"Al'l the big-house people," said Chipa. "Segovia, Arana, Qutiftrez, Escobedo. Even Torres." She
giggled again. "Did you know t hat they brought himalong to be an interpreter? He doesn't speak a
word of Taino."

He didn't speak Mandarin either, or Japanese or Cantonese or Hindi or Malay or any of the other
| anguages he woul d have needed if Cristoforo had actually reached the Far East as he intended. The
poor nyopi c Europeans had sent Torres because he could read Hebrew and Aranai c, which they
considered to be the matrices of all |anguage.

"Let the Captain-Ceneral come in," said D ko. "And you can bring in your page, too. Pedro de
Sal cedo?"

Chi pa did not seemsurprised that D ko knew the nane of her page. "Thank you," she said, and
then stepped outside to bring in the guests.

Di ko could not help feeling nervous -- no, why qui bble? She was terrified. To finally neet him
the man who had consuned her life. And the scene they would play would be one that had never
exi sted before in any history. She was so used to knowi ng what he woul d say before he said it.
What would it be like, now that he had the capacity to surprise her?

No matter. She had a far greater ability to surprise him and she used it imedi ately, speaking
to himfirst in Genovese. "lI've waited a long tinme to neet you, Cristoforo."

Even in the darkness inside her house, Diko could see how his face flushed at her |ack of
respect. Yet he had the good grace not to insist that she call himby his titles. Instead, he
concentrated on the real question. "Howis it that you speak the | anguage of ny fam|y?"

She answered in Portuguese. "Wuld this be the | anguage of your famly? This is how your wife
spoke, before she died, and your older son still thinks in Portuguese. Did you know that? O have
you spoken to hi moften enough to know what he thinks about anything?"

Cristoforo was angry and frightened. Just what she was hoping for. "You know things that no one
knows." He was not speaking of famly details, of course.
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"Kingdons will fall at your feet," she said, imtating as nmuch as possible even the intonation
of the voice in Cristoforo's vision fromthe interveners. "And nillions whose |ives are saved w ||
call you bl essed.™

"W don't need an interpreter, do we," said Cristoforo.
"Shall we let the children go?" said D ko.

Cristoforo murrmured to Chi pa and Pedro. Pedro got up at once and went to the door, but Chipa
didn't nove.

"Chipa is not your servant," Diko pointed out. "But | will ask her to |leave." In Taino she said,
"I want the Captain-Ceneral to speak about things that he won't want anyone el se to hear. Wuld
you go outsi de?"

Chi pa got up at once and headed for the door. Diko noticed with pleasure that Pedro held the
ap open for her. The boy was already thinking of her, not just as a human, but as a lady. It was
a breakt hrough, even if no one was aware of it yet.

—

They were al one.

"How do you cone to know these things?" asked Cristoforo at once. "These pronises -- that

ki ngdons would fall at ny feet, that--"

"l know them " said Di ko, "because | cane here by the same power that first gave those words to
you." Let himinterpret that how he would -- later, when he understood nore, she would renind him
that she hadn't lied to him

She pulled a small solar-powered |antern fromone of her bags and set it between them Wen she

switched it on, he shielded his eyes. H's fingers also formed a cross. "It isn't witchcraft," she
said. "It's a tool nmde by my people, of another place, where you could never voyage in all your
traveling. But like any tool, it will someday wear out, and | won't know how to nmake anot her."

He was listening, but as his eyes adjusted, he was al so | ooking at her. "You're as dark as a
Moor . "

"I aman African," she said. "Not a Mor, but fromfarther south."”
"How di d you cone here, then?"

"Do you think you're the only voyager? Do you think you're the only one who can be sent to
faraway | ands to save the souls of the heat hen?"

He rose to his feet. "I can see that after all ny struggles, | have only now begun to face
opposition. Did God send ne to the Indies only to show ne a Negress with a magic | anmp?"

"This is not India," said Diko. "Or Cathay, or Ci pangu. Those lie far, far to the west. This is
another land entirely."

"You quote the words spoken to ne by God hinself, and then you tell me that God was wrong?"

"I'f you think back carefully, you will remenber that he never said Cathay or C pangu or India or
any other such nane," said D ko.

"How do you know t hi s?"

"I saw you kneeling on the beach, and heard you take your oath in the nane of the Father, the
Son, and the Holy Ghost."

"Then why didn't | see you? If | could see the Holy Trinity, why were you invisible?"

"You dream of a great victory for Christianity," said Di ko, ignoring his question because she
couldn't think of an answer that woul d be conprehensible to him "The |iberation of
Const antinople."
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"Only as a step along the way to freeing Jerusalem" said Cristoforo.

"But | tell you that here, in this place, there are nmllions of souls who woul d accept
Christianity if only you offer it to them peacefully, lovingly."

"How el se would | offer it?"

"How el se? Already you have witten in your |ogbooks about how these people could be nmade to
work. Already you tal k about enslaving them"

He | ooked at her piercingly. "Wo showed you ny | og?"

"You are not yet fit to teach these people Christianity, Cristoforo, because you are not yet a
Christian."

He reached back his hand to strike at her. It surprised her, because he was not a violent man

"Ch, will hitting me prove how Christian you are? Yes, | renenber all the stories about how
Jesus whi pped Mary Magdel ene. And t he beatings he gave to Mary and Martha."

"I didn't hit you," he said.

"But it was your first desire, wasn't it?" she said. "Wiy? You are the nost patient of nen. You
| et those priests badger you and torment you for years, and you never |ost your tenper with them
Yet with nme, you felt free to lash out. Wy is that, Cristoforo?”

He | ooked at her, not answering.

"I"l'l tell you why. Because to you |I'mnot a human being, |I'ma dog, |ess than a dog, because
you woul d not beat a dog, would you? Just |ike the Portuguese, when you see a bl ack woman you see
a slave. And these brown people -- you can teach themthe gospel of Christ and baptize them but

that doesn't stop you fromwanting to nmake slaves of themand steal their gold fromthem"
"You can teach a dog to walk on its hind |l egs, but that doesn't nmake it a nman."

"Ch, that's a clever bit of wisdom That's just the kind of argument that rich nen make about
men |like your father. Oh, he can dress in fine clothing, but he's still a country bunpkin, not
worth treating with respect.”

Cristoforo cried out in rage. "How dare you speak of ny father that way!"

"I tell you that as long as you treat these people even worse than the rich nen of Genova
treated your father, you will never be pleasing to God."

The flap of the door opened wi de, and Pedro and Escobedo stuck their heads into the house. "You
cried out, ny lord!" said Escobedo.

"I"'mleaving," said Cristoforo.

He ducked and wal ked t hrough the door. She turned off her lanp and followed himout into the
afternoon light. Al of Ankuash was gathered around, and the Spaniards all had their hands on
their sword hilts. Wien they saw her -- so tall, so black -- they gasped, and sone of the swords
began to rise out of their sheaths. But Cristoforo waved the weapons back into place. "W're
goi ng," he announced. "There's nothing for us here."

"I know where the gold is!" cried Di ko in Spanish. As she expected, it brought her the conplete
attention of all the white men. "It doesn't come fromthis island. It comes fromfarther west. |
know where it is. | can take you there. | can show you so nmuch gold that stories of it will be
told forever."

It wasn't Cristoforo, but Segovia, the Royal |nspector, who answered her. "Then show us, woman.
Take us there."
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"Take you there? Using what boat?"

The Spani ards renmi ned silent.

"Even when Pinz¢n returns, he won't be able to take you back to Spain," she said.

They | ooked at each other in consternation. How did this wonman know so nuch?

"Col ¢n," she said. "Do you know when |I will show you that gol d?"

He was with the other white nen now, as he turned to face her. "Wen is that?"

"When you | ove Christ nore than gold," D ko answered.

"l already do," said Cristoforo.

"I will know when you love Christ nore than gold," said D ko. She pointed to the villagers. "It
will be when you | ook at these and see, not slaves, not servants, not strangers, not enemes, but
brothers and sisters, your equals in the eyes of God. But until you learn that humlity, Cristoba
Col ¢n, you will find nothing but one calamty after another."

"Devil," said Segovia. Mst of the Spaniards crossed thensel ves.

"I do not curse you," she said. "I bless you. Watever evil cones upon you conmes as a puni shnent
from God, because you | ooked at his children and saw only slaves. Jesus warned you: Woever harns
one of these little ones, it would be better for himto tie a mllIstone around his neck and throw
hinself into the sea.”

"Even the devil can quote scripture," said Segovia. But his voice didn't sound very confident.

"Remenber this, Cristoforo,"” D ko said. "Wen all is |lost, when your enenies have brought you
down to the depths of despair, come to nme in humility and | will help you do the work of God in
this place."

"God will help ne do the work of God," said Cristoforo. "I need no heathen witch when | have him
on iy side."

"He will not be on your side until you have asked these people to forgive you for thinking that
they were savages." She turned her back on himand went back into her house.

Qut si de, she coul d hear the Spaniards shouting at each other for a few nonents. Sonme of them
wanted to seize her and put her to death on the spot. But Cristoforo knew better. Angry as he was,
he knew that she had seen things that only God and he had known.

Besi des, the Spanish were out nunbered. Cristoforo was nothing if not prudent. You don't commt
to battle until you know that you'll win -- that was his phil osophy.

Wien they were gone, Di ko energed again from her house. Nugkui was livid. "How dare you nake
these white nen so angry? Now they'll be friends with Guacanagari and never visit us again!"

"You don't want themas friends until they learn how to be human," said D ko. "Guacanagari wl|l
beg for themto be friends with sonmeone else before this story is played out. But | tell you this.
No natter what happens, let it be known that no harmis to cone to the one they call Col ¢n, the
white-haired one, the cacique. Tell it to every village and clan: If you harm Col ¢n, the curse of
Sees-in-the-Dark will come upon you."

Nugkui gl ower ed.
"Don't worry, Nugkui," she said. "I think Col¢n will be back."

"Maybe | don't want him back," Nugkui retorted. "Maybe | just wi sh you and he both woul d go
away!" But he knew the rest of the village wouldn't stand for it if she left. So she said nothing,
until he turned and wal ked out into the forest. Only then did she return to her house, where she
sat on her sleeping mat and trenbled. Wasn't this exactly what she had pl anned? To nmake Cristoforo
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angry but plant the seeds of transformation in his nind? Yet in all her inmagining of this
encounter, she had never counted on how powerful Cristoforo was in person. She had wat ched him
had seen the power he had over people, but he had never | ooked her in the eye until this day. And
it left her as disturbed as any of the Europeans who had confronted him It gave her new respect

for those who resisted him and new understandi ng of those who bent conpletely to his will. Not
even Tagiri had so nmuch fire burning behind her eyes as this man had. No wonder the Interveners
chose himas their tool. Come what may, Cristoforo would prevail, given time enough

How had she ever inmagined that she could tanme this man and bend himto her own plan?

No, she said silently, no, I"'mnot trying to tane him I'monly trying to show hima better
truer way to fulfill his own dream Wen he understands that, those eyes win look at me with
ki ndness, not with fury.

* k k

It was a long trip down the nmountain, not |east because some of the men seem di sposed to take
out their anger on the girl, Chipa. Cristoforo was caught up in his own thoughts when he becane
aware that Pedro was doing his best to shield the girl fromthe shoving and curses of Arana and
Qutierrez. "Leave her alone," Cristoforo said.

Pedro | ooked at himw th gratitude, and the girl, too.

"She's not a slave," said Cristoforo. "Nor is she a soldier. She hel ps us of her own free wll,
so that we'll teach her about Christ."

"She's a heathen witch, just like that other one!" retorted Arana.

"You forget yourself," said Cristoforo.

Sullenly Arana bowed his head in acknow edgnent of Cristoforo's superior rank

"If Pinz¢n doesn't return, we'll need the help of the natives to build another ship. Wthout
this girl, we'd be back to trying to talk to themwi th signs and grunts and gestures."

"Your page is learning their babble," said Arana.

"My page has |l earned a few dozen words," said Cristoforo.

"I f anything happened to the girl," said Arana, "we could always conme back up here and take that
bl ack whore and nake her interpret for us."

Chi pa spoke up in fury. "She would never obey you."

Arana | aughed. "Ch, by the tinme we were through with her, she'd obey, all right!" H's laugh got
darker, uglier. "And it'd be good for her, too, to learn her place in the world."

Cristoforo heard Arana's words and they nade hi munconfortable. A part of himagreed conpletely
with Arana's sentinments. But another part of himcouldn't help but renenber what Sees-in-the-Dark
had said. Until he saw the natives as equals ...

The t hought nade hi m shudder. These savages, his equals? If God neant themto be his equals, he
woul d have |l et them be born as Christians. Yet there was no denying that Chipa was as snmart and
good- hearted as any Christian girl. She wanted to be taught the word of Christ, and to be
bapti zed.

Teach her, baptize her, put her in a fine gown, and she would still be brown-skinned and ugly.
M ght as well put a nonkey in a dress. Sees-in-the-Dark was denying nature, to think it could be
ot herwi se. Cbviously she was the devil's last-ditch effort to stop him to distract himfromhis
nm ssion. Just as the devil had |led Pinzén to sail the Pinta away.

It was near dark when he returned to the half-conpl eted stockade where the Spani sh were
encanped. He coul d hear the sound of |aughter and revelry in the canp, and was prepared to be
angry about the lack of discipline, until he realized why. There, standing beside a large fire,
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regaling the gathered seanen with sone tale or other, was Martin Al onzo Pinz¢n. He had conme back

As Cristoforo strode across the open area between the gate of the stockade and the fire, the nen
around Pinz¢n becane aware of him and fell silent, watching. Pinz¢n, too, watched Cristoforo's
approach. When he was near enough for themto speak w thout shouting, Pinz¢n began his excuses.

"Captai n-CGeneral, you can't inagine ny dismy when | |lost you in the fog com ng away from
Col ba. "

Such a lie, thought Cristoforo. The Pinta still was clearly visible after the coastal fog
di ssi pat ed.

"But | thought, why not explore while we're separated? We stopped at the island of Babeque,
where the Col banos said we'd find gold, but there wasn't a bit of it there. But east of here,
al ong the coast of this island, there were vast quantities of it. For a little strip of ribbon
they gave ne gold pieces the size of two fingers, and sonetines as |large as ny hand!"

He held up his large, strong, callused hand.

Cristoforo still did not answer, though now he stood not five feet fromthe captain of the
Pinta. It was Segovia who said, "OF course you will give a full accounting of all this gold and
add it to the comopn treasury."”

Pinz¢n turned red. "Wat do you accuse ne of, Segovi a?" he denanded.

He nmi ght accuse you of treason, thought Cristoforo. Certainly of mutiny. Wiy did you turn back?
Because you coul dn't make any better headway agai nst the east wind than | did? O because you
realized that when you returned to Spain w thout ne, there would be questions that you coul dn't
answer? So not only are you disloyal and untrustworthy, but you are also too cowardly even to
conpl ete your betrayal

Al'l of this remained unsaid, however. Cristoforo's rage against Pinz¢n, though it was every bit
as justified as his anger toward Sees-in-the-Dark, had nothing to do with the reason God had sent
hi m here. The royal officials might share Cristoforo's contenpt for Pinz¢n, but the seamen al
| ooked at himas if he were Charl emagne or EIl Cd. If Cristoforo nmade an eneny of him he would
| ose his control over the crew. Segovia and Arana and Qutierrez didn't understand this. They
believed that authority came fromthe King. But Cristoforo knew that authority canme from
obedi ence. In this place, anong these nmen, Pinz¢n commanded nmuch nore obedi ence than the King. So
Cristoforo woul d swall ow his anger so that he could nake use of Pinz¢n in acconplishing God's
wor K.

"He accuses you of nothing," said Cristoforo. "How can anyone think of accusing you? The one who
was lost is nowfound. If we had a fatted calf, I'd have it slaughtered now in your honor. In the
name of Their Majesties, | welconme you back, Captain Pinz¢n."

Pinz¢n was obviously relieved, but he also got a sly ook in his eyes. He thinks he has the
upper hand, thought Cristoforo. He thinks he can get away with anything. But once we're back in
Spai n, Segovia will support my view of events. We'll see who has the upper hand then.

Cristoforo sniled, held out his arms, and enmbraced the |ying bastard.

* k%

Hunahpu wat ched as the three Tarascan netal smiths handl ed the iron bar he had taught them how to
snelt, using the charcoal he had taught them how to make. He watched themtest it agai nst bronze
bl ades and arrowheads. He watched themtest it against stone. And when they were done, the three
of them prostrated thensel ves on the ground before him

Hunahpu waited patiently until their obeisance was done -- it was the respect due to a hero from
Xi bal ba, whether they were inpressed by iron or not. Then he told themto rise fromthe ground and
stand |i ke nen.

"The | ords of Xibal ba have watched you for years. They saw how you worked with bronze. They saw
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the three of you working with iron. And they argued anong thensel ves. Some of themwanted to
destroy you. But some of them said, No, the Tarascans are not bloodthirsty |like the Mexica or the
Tl axcal ans. They will not use this black nmetal to slaughter thousands of men so that barren fields
burn under the sun, w thout anyone to plant naize."

No, no, agreed the Tarascans.

"So now | offer you the sane covenant | offered to the Zapotecs. You've heard the story a dozen
ti mes by now "

Yes, they had.

"I'f you vow that you will never again take a human life as sacrifice to any god, and that you
will only go to war to defend yourselves or to protect other peace-loving people, then I wll
teach you even nore secrets. |I'll teach you how to nmake this black netal even harder, until it

shines like silver."

W woul d do anything to know these secrets. Yes, we take this vow W will obey the great One-
Hunahpu in all things.

"I"'mnot here to be your king. You have your own king. | ask only that you keep this covenant.
And then let your own king be as a brother to Na-Yaxhal, the king of the Zapotecs, and let the
Tarascans be brothers and sisters to the Zapotecs. They are nasters of the great canoes that sail
the open sea, and you are nmasters of the fire that turns stone into netal. You will teach them all
your secrets of nmetalwork, and they will teach you all their secrets of shipbuilding and
navigation. O | will return to Xibalba and tell the lords that you are ungrateful for the gift of
know edge! "

They listened wi de-eyed, prom sing everything. His words would be relayed to the king soon
enough, but when they showed hi mwhat iron could do, and warned himthat One-Hunahpu knew how to
make an even harder nmetal, he would agree to the alliance. Hunahpu's plotting would be conpl ete,
then. The Mexica and the Tl axcal ans woul d be surrounded by an enemy with iron weapons and | arge
fast ships. Huitzilopochtli, you old faker, your days of drinking human bl ood are nunbered.

|'ve done it, thought Hunahpu, and ahead of schedule. Even if Kermal and Diko failed, | will have
suppressed the practice of human sacrifice, unified the people of Mesoamerica, and given them a
hi gh enough technol ogy to be able to resist the Europeans whenever they cone.

Yet even as he congratul ated hinmsel f, Hunahpu felt a wave of honesi ckness sweep over him Let
D ko be alive, he prayed silently. Let her do her work with Col unbus and make of hima bridge
bet ween Europe and America, so that it never comes to bl oody war.

* k%

It was suppertine in the Spanish canp. Al the officers and men were gathered for the neal
except for the four nen on watch around the stockade and the two men who watched the ship.
Cristoforo and the other officers ate apart fromthe others, but all ate the sane food -- nost of
whi ch was provided by the Indians.

It was not served by I|ndians, however. The nmen served thensel ves, and the ship's boys served the
of ficers. There had been serious difficulties over that, beginning when Chipa refused to translate
Pinz¢n's orders to the Indians. "They're not servants," said Chipa. "They're friends."

In reply, Pinz¢én had started beating the girl, and when Pedro tried to intervene, Pinz¢n knocked
hi m down and gave hima solid beating, too. Wen the Captain-General denanded that he apol ogi ze,
Pinz¢n gl adly agreed to apol ogi ze to Pedro. "He shouldn't have tried to stop nme, but he is your
page and | apol ogi ze for puni shing hi mwhen that should be left to you."

"The girl, too," Col ¢n had said.

To which Pinz¢n had replied by spitting and saying, "The little whore refused to do what she was
told. She was insolent. Servants have no business talking to gentlenen that way."
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Wien did Pinz¢n become a gentleman? thought Pedro. But he held his tongue. This was a matter for
t he Captain-General, not for a page.

"She is not your servant," Col ¢n said.

Pinz¢n | aughed insolently. "All brown people are servants by nature,” he said.

"If they were servants by nature," said Col ¢n, "you wouldn't have to beat themto get themto
obey. It's a brave man who beats a little child. They'Il no doubt wite songs about your courage."

That had been enough to silence Pinzén -- at least in public. Ever since then, there had been no
attenpt to get the Indians to give personal service. But Pedro knew that Pinz¢n had not forgiven
or forgotten the scorn in the Captain-General's voice, or the humliation of having been forced to
back down. Pedro had even urged Chipa to | eave.

"Leave?" she had said. "You don't speak Taino well enough yet for nme to | eave."

"If something goes wong," Pedro had told her, " Pinz¢n will kill you. I know he will."

"Sees-in-the-Dark will protect me," she said.

"Sees-in-the-Dark isn't here," said Pedro.

"Then you'll protect ne."

"Ch, yes, that worked so well this tine." Pedro couldn't protect her and she wouldn't |eave. It
meant that he lived with constant anxiety, watching how the nmen wat ched Chi pa, how they whi spered
behi nd the Captain-General's back, how they gave nany signs of their solidarity with Pinz¢n. There
was a bl oody nutiny coming, Pedro could see it. It awaited only an occasi on. Wen Pedro tried to
talk to the Captain-General about it, he refused to listen, saying only that he knew the nen
favored Pinz¢n, but they would not rebel against the authority of the crown. |If Pedro could only
bel i eve that.

So this evening Pedro directed the ship's boys in serving the officers. The unfamliar fruits
had grown fanmiliar, and every neal was a feast. Al the nen were healthier now than at any tine
before in the voyage. From outward appearances everything was perfectly pleasant between the
Capt ai n- General and Pinz¢n. But by Pedro's count, the only men that Col ¢n could count on his side
inacrisis were hinself, Segovia, Arana, QGutierrez, Escobedo, and Torres. In other words, the
royal officers and the Captain-CGeneral's own page. The ship's boys and sone of the craftsnmen would
be on Col¢n's side in their hearts, but they wouldn't dare to stand agai nst the men. For that
matter, the royal officers had no personal loyalty to Col ¢n hinself. Their loyalty was sinply to
the idea of proper order and authority. No, when the trouble canme, Col¢n would find hinmself al nost
friendl ess.

As for Chipa, she would be destroyed. | will kill her myself, thought Pedro, before |I let Pinz¢n
get his hands on her. | win kill her, and then | will kill nyself. Better still, why not kil
Pinz¢n? As long as |I'mthinking of nurder, why not strike at the one | hate instead of the ones
| ove?

These were Pedro's dark thoughts as he handed another bowl of nelon slices to Martin Pinzé¢n
Pinz¢n wi nked at himand sniled. He knows what |'mthinking, and he |aughs at ne, thought Pedro.
He knows that | know what he's planning. He al so knows that |'m powerl ess.

Suddenly a terrible blast shattered the quiet evening. Al npbst at once the earth shook under him
and a shock of wind from seaward knocked Pedro down. He fell right across Pinz¢n, and al nost at
once the man was hitting and cursing him Pedro got off himas quickly as possible, and it soon
becanme clear even to Pinz¢n that it wasn't Pedro's clunsiness that had caused their collision
Most of the nmen had been bowl ed over by the blast, and now snoke and ash filled the air. It was
t hi ckest toward the water.

"The Pinta!" cried Pinz¢én. At once everyone else took up the cry, and ran through the thickening
smoke toward the shore.
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The Pinta wasn't on fire. It sinply wasn't there at all

The evening breeze was gradually clearing the snoke when they finally found the two nen who were
supposed to be on watch. Pinz¢n was already laying on themw th the flat of his sword before Col ¢n
could get a couple of men to pull himoff.

"My ship!" cried Pinz¢n. "What have you done to my ship?”

"If you stop beating themand shouting at them" said Col ¢n, "perhaps we can learn fromthem
what happened. ™

"My ship is gone and they were supposed to watch it!" cried Pinz¢n, struggling to get free of
the nen who restrained him

"It was ny ship, given me by the King and Queen," said Col¢n. "WII| you stand alone like a
gentl eman, sir?"

Pi nz¢n furiously nodded, and the nen let go of him

One of the nen who had been on watch was Rasc¢n, who was part owner of the Pinta. "Martin, |I'm
sorry, what could we do? He made us get into the launch and row for shore. And then he nmade us get
behi nd that rock. And then the ship -- blew up."

"He?" asked Col ¢n, ignoring the fact that Rasc¢n had reported to Pinz¢n instead of to the
Capt ai n- General .

"The man who did it."

"Where is he now?" asked Col ¢n

"He can't be far," said Rasc¢n

"He went off that way," said G| Perez, the other watchman.
"Seoor Pinz¢n, would you kindly organize a search?"

His fury properly focused now, Pinzé¢n inmediately divided the nmen into search parties, not
forgetting to | eave a good contingent behind to guard the stockade agai nst theft or sabotage.
Pedro could not help but see that Pinz¢n was a good | eader, quick of mnd and able to nmake hinself
under st ood and obeyed at once. That only nade hi m nore dangerous, as far as Pedro was concerned.

When the nen had di spersed, Col ¢n stood on the shore, |ooking out over the nmany bits of wood
that were bobbing on the waves. "Not even if all the gunpowder on the Pinta exploded all at once,"”
said the Captain-Ceneral, "not even then could it destroy the ship so conpletely."

"What coul d have done it, then?" said Pedro.

"Cod could do it," said the Captain-Ceneral. "O perhaps the devil. The Indians know not hi ng
about gunpowder. If they find this man who supposedly did it, do you think he'll be a Mor?"

So the Captain-CGeneral was renenbering the curse of the mountain witch. One calamty after
anot her. What could be worse than this, to | ose the |ast ship?

But when they found him the man wasn't a Moor. Nor was he an Indian. He was white and bearded,
a large man, a strong one. H's clothing had obviously been bizarre even before the nmen tore nuch
of it fromhim They held him a garrotte around his neck, forcing himto his knees in front of
t he Capt ai n- Gener al

"It was all | could do to keep himalive | ong enough for you to speak to him sir," said Pinz¢n
"Way did you do this?" asked Col ¢n

The man answered in Spanish -- thickly accented, but understandable. "Wen | first heard about
your expedition | vowed that if you succeeded, you would never return to Spain."
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"Why?" demanded the Captai n- Gener al

"My name is Kemal," said the man. "I'ma Turk. There is no God but Allah, and Mhanmad is his

Prophet . "
The nmen nmuttered in rage. Infidel. Heathen. Devil.
"I will still return to Spain," said Col ¢n. "You haven't stopped ne."

"Fool ," said Kenmal. "How will you return to Spain when you're surrounded by eneni es?"
Pinz¢n imredi ately roared out, "You're the only eneny, infidel!"

"How do you think I got here, if | hadn't had the help of sone of these.” Wth his head, he
i ndi cated the men around him Then he | ooked Pinz¢n in the eye and w nked.

"Liar!" cried Pinz¢n. "Kill him Kl him"

The men who held the Turk obeyed at once, even though Col ¢n raised his voice and cried out for
themto stop. It was possible that in the roar of fury they didn't hear him And it didn't take
long for the Turk to die. Instead of strangling him they pulled the garrotte so tight and tw sted
it so hard that it broke his neck and with only a twitch or two he was gone.

At last the tunult ended. In the silence, the Captain-General spoke. "Fools. You killed himtoo
qui ckly. He told us nothing."

"What coul d he have told us, except lies?" said Pinztn

Col ¢n took a long, neasured look at him "W'Ill never know, will we? As far as | can tell, the
only people glad of that would be the ones he nmight have naned as his conspirators.”

"What are you accusing nme of ?" demanded Pinz¢n
"I haven't accused you at all."

Only then did Pinzén seemto realize that his own actions had pointed the finger of suspicion at
him He began to nod, and then smled. "I see, Captain-General. You finally found a way to
discredit me, even if it took blowi ng up ny caravel to do it."

"Wat ch what you say to the Captain-General." Segovia' s voice whipped out across the crowd.

"Let himwatch what he says to me. | didn't have to bring the Pinta back here. 1've proved ny
loyalty. Every man here knows ne. |I'mnot the foreigner. How do we know that this Col¢n is even a
Christian, let alone a Genovese? After all, that black witch and the little whore interpreter both

knew his native | anguage, when not one honest Spaniard could understand it."

Pinz¢n hadn't been present on either occasion, Pedro noted. Cbviously there had been a |ot of
tal k about who spoke what | anguage to whom

Col ¢n | ooked at him steadily. "There would have been no expedition if | had not spent half ny
life arguing for it. Wuld | destroy it now, when success was so cl ose?"

"You woul d never have gotten us hone anyway, you posturing fool!" cried Pinz¢n. "That's why |
cane back, because | saw how difficult it was to sail east against the wind. | knew you weren't
sail or enough to bring ny brother and ny friends back hore."

Col ¢n allowed hinmself a hint of a snile. "If you were such a fine sailor, you'd know that to the
north of us the prevailing wind blows fromthe west."

"And how woul d you know t hat?" The scorn in Pinz¢n's voi ce was outrageous.
"You' re speaking to the commander of Their Mjesties' fleet," said Segovia.

Pinz¢n fell silent for the nmonment; perhaps he had spoken nore openly than he intended, for now
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at | east.

"When you were a pirate," said Col¢n quietly, "I sailed the coast of Africa with the
Por t uguese. "

Fromthe growing of the nmen, Pedro knew that the Captain-General had just committed a serious
m stake. The rivalry between the men of Palos and the sailors of the Portuguese coast was
intensely felt, all the nore so because the Portuguese were so clearly the better, farther-
reaching sailors. And to throw in Pinz¢n's face his days of piracy -- well, that was a crine that
all of Palos was guilty of, during the hardest days of the war agai nst the Mors, when norna
trade was inpossible. Col ¢n might have buttressed his credentials as a sailor, but he did it at
the i medi ate cost of |osing what vestiges of |oyalty he m ght have conmanded anong t he nen.

"Di spose of the body," said the Captain-Ceneral. Then he turned his back on themand returned to
t he canp.

* k% %

The runner from Guacanagari couldn't stop |aughing as he told the story of the death of the
Silent Man. "The white nmen are so stupid that they killed himfirst and tortured himafterward!"

Di ko heard this with relief. Kemal had died quickly. And the Pinta had been destroyed.

"We must watch the white nen's village," said D ko. "The white nen will turn against their
caci que soon, and we nust nake sure he conmes to Ankuash, and not to any other village."

Chapter 12 -- Refuge

The wonman up in the nountain had cursed him but Cristoforo knew that it was not by any sort of
wi tchery. The curse was that he couldn't think of anything but her, anything but what she had
sai d. Every subject kept |eading back to the chall enges she had issued.

Coul d God have possibly sent her? Was she, at last, the first reaffirmation he had received
since that vision on the beach? She knew so nmuch: The words that the Savior had spoken to him The
| anguage of his youth in Genova. His sense of guilt about his son, left to be raised by the nonks
of La Rdbi da.

Yet she was nothing like what he | ooked for. Angels were dazzling white, weren't they? That's
how all the artists showed them So perhaps she wasn't an angel. But why would God send her a
worman -- an African woman? Weren't bl ack peopl e devils? Everyone said so, and in Spain it was well
known that black Mors fought |ike denpbns. And anmong the Portuguese it was well known that the
bl ack savages of the QGuinea coast engaged in devil worship and nmagic, and cursed with di seases
that quickly killed any white man who dared set foot on African shores.

On the other hand, his purpose was to baptize the people he found at the end of his voyage,
wasn't it? If they could be baptized, it nmeant they could be saved. If they could be saved, then
per haps she was right, and once they were converted these people would be Christian and have the
sane rights as any European

But they were savages. They went about naked. They couldn't read or wite.
They coul d | earn.

If only he could see the world through his page's eyes. Young Pedro was obviously snitten with
Chi pa. Dark as she was, squat and ugly, she did have a good snile, and no one could deny that she
was as smart as any Spanish girl. She was |earning about Christ. She insisted on being baptized at
once. When that happened, shoul dn't she have the sane protection as any other Christian?

"Captai n-Ceneral ," said Segovia, "you must pay attention. Things are getting out of hand with
the men. Pinz¢n is inpossible -- he obeys only those orders he happens to agree with, and the nen
obey only those orders that he consents to."
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"And what woul d you have ne do?" asked Cristoforo. "Clap himin irons?"
"That's what the King would have done."

"The King had irons. Qurs are at the bottomof the sea. And the King also had thousands of
soldiers to see to it his words were obeyed. Where are ny soldiers, Segovia?"

"You have not acted with sufficient authority."
"I"msure you woul d have done better in ny place."”

"That is not inpossible, Captain-General."

"l see that the spirit of insubordination is contagious,” said Cristoforo. "But rest easy. As
the black wonman in the nountain said, it will be one calanmity after another. Perhaps after the
next calamty, you'll find yourself in comand of this expedition as the King's inspector."

"l could not do a worse job of it than you."

"Yes, I"'msure that's right," said Cristoforo. "That Turk woul d not have blown up the Pinta, and
you woul d have peed on the Nina and put the fire out."

"I see that you forget in whose nane | speak."

"Only because you have forgotten whose charter | bear. |If you have authority fromthe King,
kindly remenber that | have a greater authority fromthe sanme source. |If Pinzé¢n chooses to bl ow
over the last remmants of that authority, | amnot the only one who will fall in that wind."

Yet no sooner was Segovia gone than Cristoforo was once again trying to puzzle out what God
expected of him Was there anything he could do now to bring the nen back under his command?
Pinz¢n had them buil ding a ship, but these weren't the shipbuilders of Pal os here, these were
comon sailors. Donmingo was a good cooper, but nmaking a barrel wasn't the sane as | aying a keel
Lopez was a caul ker, not a carpenter. And nost of the other men were clever enough with their
hands, but what none of themhad in his head was the know edge, the practice of building a ship

They had to try, though. Had to try, and if they failed the first time, try again. So there was
no quarrel between Cristoforo and Pinzé¢n over the effort to build a ship. The quarrel cane over
the way the nen were treating the Indians that they needed to help them The generous spirit of
cooperation that Guacanagari's people had shown in hel ping unl oad the Santa Maria had | ong since
faded. The nore the Spaniards ordered them around, the less the Indians did. Fewer and fewer of
t hem showed up each day, which neant that those who did got treated even worse. They seened to
think that every Spaniard, no matter how low in rank or station, was entitled to give conmands --
and puni shments -- to any Indian, no natter how young or old, no matter

These thoughts cone fromher, Cristoforo realized again. Until | spoke with her, | didn't
guestion the right of white nen to give conmands to brown ones. Only since she poisoned ny nind
with her strange interpretation of Christianity did | start seeing the way the Indians quietly
resist being treated like slaves. | would have thought of themthe way Pinz¢n does, as worthless,
| azy savages. But now | see that they are quiet, gentle, unwilling to provoke a quarrel. They
endure a beating quietly -- but then don't return to be beaten again. Except that even sone who
have been beaten still return to help, of their own free will, avoiding the cruel est of the
Spani ards but still helping the others as nmuch as they can. Isn't this what Christ neant when he
said to turn the other cheek? If a man conpels you to walk a mile with him then wal k the second
mle by your own choice -- wasn't that Christianity? So who were the Christians? The bapti zed
Spani ards, or the unbaptized Indi ans?

She has turned the world upside down. These | ndians know not hi ng of Jesus, and yet they live by
the Savior's word, while the Spanish, who have fought for centuries in the name of Christ, have
become a bl oodthirsty, brutal people. And yet no worse than any other people in Europe. No worse
than the bl oody-handed Genovese, with their feuds and nurders. Was it possible that God had
brought himhere, not to bring enlightennent to the heathen, but to learn it fromthen?
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"The Taino way is not always better," said Chipa.

"W have better tools," said Cristoforo. "And better weapons."

"I meant, how do you say? The Taino kill people for the gods. Sees-in-the-Dark said that when
you taught us about Christ, we would understand that one man already died as the only sacrifice
ever needed. Then the Taino would stop killing people. And the Caribs would stop eating them™

"Holy Mother," said Pedro. "They do that?"

"The people fromthe | owl ands say so. The Caribs are terrible nonster people. The Taino are
better than they are. And we of Ankuash are better than the Taino. But Sees-in-the-Dark says that
when you are ready to teach us, we will see that you are the best of all."

"W Spani sh?" asked Pedro.
"No, him You, Col¢n."

It's nothing but flattery, Cristoforo told himself. That's why Sees-in-the-Dark has been
teachi ng Chi pa and the other people of Ankuash to say things like that. The only reason |I'm so
happy when | hear such things is because it makes such a contrast to the malicious runors being
spread anong nmy own crew. Sees-in-the-Dark wants nme to think of the people of Ankuash as if they
were nmy true people, instead of the Spanish crew

What if it was true? Wiat if the whol e purpose of this voyage was to bring himhere, where he
could nmeet the people God had prepared to receive the word of Christ?

No, it couldn't be that. The Lord spoke of gold, of great nations, of crusades. Not an obscure
mount ai n vill age.

She said that when | was ready, she'd show me the gold.

We have to build a ship. | have to hold the nmen together |ong enough to build a ship, return to
Spai n, and cone back with a larger force. One with nore discipline. One without Martin Pinz¢n. But
I"lI'l also bring priests, nmany of them to teach the Indians. That will satisfy Sees-in-the-Dark. |
can still do all of it, if |I can just hold things together here | ong enough to get the ship built.

* k% %

Put ukam cl ucked her tongue. "Things are very bad, Chipa says."
"How bad?" asked Di ko.

"Chi pa says that her young nman, Pedro, is always begging Col ¢n to | eave. She says that sone of
the boys have tried to warn Pedro, so he can warn the cacique. They plan to kill him"

"Who?"

"l can't renenber the nanes now, Sees-in-the-Dark,
as smart as you?"

sai d Putukam |aughing. "Do you think |I'm

D ko sighed. "Why can't he see that he has to | eave, he has to conme here?"

"He may be white, but he's still a man," said Putukam "Men always think they know the right
thing, and so they don't listen."

"If I leave the village to go down the nountain and watch over Col ¢n, who will carry the water
here?" asked Di ko.

"We carried water before you cane," said Putukam "The girls are all getting fat and | azy now. "

"If I leave the village to watch over Col ¢n and bring himsafely here, who will watch over ny
house so Nugkui doesn't nove someone else in here, and give away all ny tool s?"

"Baiku and | will take turns watching," said Putukam
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"Then I'1l go," said Diko. "But | won't nake himcone. He has to come here under his own power,
of his own free will."

Put ukam | ooked at her, inpassively.
"I don't nmake people do things against their will," said D ko

Put ukam sni | ed. "No, Sees-in-the-Dark. You just refuse to | eave them al one until they change
their minds. O their own free will."

* k%

The mutiny finally came out in the open because of Rodrigo de Triana, perhaps because he had
nmore reason to hate Col ¢n than any other, having been cheated out of his prize for being first to
see land. Yet it didn't happen according to anyone's plan, as far as Pedro could see. The first he
knew about it was when the Tai no naned Dead Fish came running. He spoke so rapidly that Pedro
couldn't understand him even though he had been maki nff Drogyress with the | anguage. Chipa
under st ood, though, and she | ooked angry. "They're raping Parrot Feather," she said. "She's not
even a worman. She's younger than ne."

At once Pedro called out to Caro, the silversnmith, to go fetch the officers. Then he ran with
Chi pa, followi ng Dead Fish outside the stockade

Parrot Feather |ooked |ike she was dead. Linp as a rag. It was Mdger and Clavijo, tw of the
crimnals who had signed on in order to get a pardon. They were the ones who had obviously been
doing the rape -- but Rodrigo de Triana and a couple of other sailors fromthe Pinta were | ooking
on, | aughing.

"Stop it!" Pedro screaned.

The nen | ooked at himlike a bug on their bed, to be flicked away.

"She's a child!" he shouted at them

"She's a woman now," said Moger. Then he and the others burst out |aughing again
Chi pa was already heading for the girl. Pedro tried to stop her. "No, Chipa."

But Chi pa seened oblivious to her own danger. She tried to get around one of the nmen to see to
Parrot Feather. He shoved her out of the way -- and into the hands of Rodrigo de Triana. "Let ne
see if she's alive," Chipa insisted.

"Leave her alone," said Pedro. But now he wasn't shouting.

"Looks like this one's a volunteer," said Cavijo, running his fingers along Chipa' s cheek

Pedro reached for his sword, knowi ng that there was no hope of him prevailing agai nst any of
t hese nen, but knowing also that he had to try.

"Put the sword away," said Pinz¢n, behind him

Pedro turned. Pinz¢n was at the head of a group of officers. The Captain-General was not far
behi nd.

"Let go of the girl, Rodrigo," said Pinz¢n.

He conplied. But instead of heading back toward safety, Chipa nade for the girl, still lying
noti onl ess on the ground, putting her head to the girl's chest to listen for a heartbeat.

"Now let's get back to the stockade and get to work," said Pinzé¢n
"Who is responsible for this?" demanded Col ¢n.

"I'"ve taken care of it," said Pinz¢n
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"Have you?" asked Col ¢n. "The gifl is obviously just a child. This was a nonstrous crinme. And it

was stupid, too. How much help do you think we'll get fromthe |Indians now?"

"If they don't help us willingly," said Rodrigo de Triana, "then we'll go get them and nake them
hel p. "

"And while you're at it, you'll take their wonen and rape themall, is that the plan, Rodrigo?

Is that what you think it nmeans to be a Christian?" asked Col ¢n

"Are you a Captain-General, or a bishop?" asked Rodrigo. The ot her nen | aughed.

"I said |'ve taken care of it, Captain-General," said Pinz¢n

"By telling themto get back to work? Wat kind of work will we get done if we have to defend
our sel ves agai nst the Tai no?"

"These Indians aren't fighters," said Mdger, laughing. "I could fight off every man in the
village with one hand while | was taking a shit and whistling."

"She's dead," said Chipa. She arose fromthe body of the girl and started back toward Pedro. But
Rodri go de Triana caught her by the shoul der

"What happened here shoul dn't have happened,” said Rodrigo to Col ¢n. "But it's not that
important, either. Like Pinz¢n said, let's get back to work."

For a few nonments, Pedro thought that the Captain-General was going to let this pass, just as he
had | et so many other slights and contenptuous acts go by unremarked. Keeping the peace, Pedro
understood that. But this was different. The nmen started to di sperse, heading back toward the
st ockade.

"You killed a girl!" Pedro shouted.
Chi pa was headi ng for Pedro, but once again Rodrigo reached out his hand to catch her. | should
have waited a little longer, thought Pedro. | should have held ny tongue.

"Enough," said Pinz¢n. "Let's have no nore of this."
But Rodrigo couldn't let the accusation go unanswered. "Nobody neant her to die," said Rodrigo

"I'f she was a girl of Palos," said Pedro, "you would kill the men who did this to her. The | aw
woul d demand it!"

"Grls of Palos,"” said Rodrigo, "don't go around naked."

"You are not civilized!" shouted Pedro. "Even now, by holding Chipa that way, you are
threatening to nmurder again!”

Pedro felt the Captain-General's hand on his shoulder. "Come here, Chipa," said Colé¢n. "I wll
need you to help nme explain this to Guacanagari."

Chipa immrediately tried to obey him For a nmonent, Rodrigo restrained her. But he could see that
no one was behind himon this, and he I et her go. At once Chipa returned to Pedro and Col ¢n

But Rodrigo could not resist a parting shot. "So, Pedro, apparently you're the only one who gets
to go rutting on Indian girls."

Pedro was livid. Pulling at his sword, he stepped forward. "I1've never touched her!"

Rodri go i mredi ately began to laugh. "Look, he intends to defend her honor! He thinks this little
brown bitch is a lady!"™ Gther nen began to | augh.

"Put the sword away, Pedro," said Col ¢n

Pedro obeyed, stepping back to rejoin Chipa and Col ¢n.
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Agai n the nen began noving toward the stockade. But Rodrigo couldn't |eave well enough al one. He
was maki ng comments, parts of themclearly audible. "Happy little famly there," he said, and
ot her men | aughed. And then, a phrase, "Probably plowing his ow furrowin her, too."

But the Captain-Ceneral seened to be ignoring them Pedro knew that this was the w sest course,
but he couldn't stop thinking about the dead girl lying back there in the clearing. Was there no
justice? Could white nen do anything to Indians, and no one woul d puni sh thenf

The officers were first through the stockade gate. Other nmen had gathered there, too. The nen

who had been involved in the rape -- whether doing it or merely watching -- were the last. And as
they reached the gate and it closed behind them Col ¢n turned to Arana, the constable of the
fleet, and said, "Arrest those men, sir. | charge Mbger and Cavijo with rape and nurder. | charge

Triana, Vallejos, and Franco with di sobedi ence to orders."

Perhaps if Arana had not hesitated, the sheer force of Col ¢n's voice would have carried the day.
But he did hesitate, and then spent a few nonents | ooking to see which of the nmen would be likely
to obey his orders.

That gave Rodrigo de Triana time enough to collect hinself. "Don't do it!" he shouted. "Don't
obey hinml Pinz¢n already told us to go back to work. Are we going to let this Genovese flog us
because of a little accident?"

"Arrest them" said Col ¢n

"You, you, and you," said Arana. "Put Mger and d avijo under--"

"Don't do it!" shouted Rodrigo de Triana.

"If Rodrigo de Triana advocates nutiny again," said Col¢n, "I order you to shoot him dead."

"Whul dn't you like that, Col ¢n! Then there'd be nobody to argue over who saw |l and that night!"

"Captain-General,"” said Pinz¢n quietly. "There's no need to talk of shooting people."

"I have given an order to arrest five seamen,” said Col¢n. "I amwaiting for obedience."
"Then you'll have a hell of a long wait!" cried Rodrigo.

Pinz¢n put out a hand and touched Arana's arm urging himto delay. "Captain-Ceneral," said

Pi

nz¢n. "Let's just wait until tenpers cool down."

Pedro gasped. He could see that Segovia and CGutierrez were just as shocked as he was. Pinz¢n had
just nutinied, whether he nmeant it that way or not. He had come between the Captain-Ceneral and
the Constabl e, and had restrai ned Arana from obeying Col ¢n's order. Now he stood there, face to
face with Col¢n, as if daring himto do anything about it.

Col ¢n simply ignored him and spoke to Arana. "lI'mwaiting."
Arana turned to the three men he had call ed upon before. "Do as | ordered you, nen," he said.
But they did not nove. They | ooked at Pinz¢n, waiting.

Pedro could see that Pinz¢n did not know what to do. Probably didn't know what he wanted. It was
obvious now, if it had not been obvious before, that as far as the nen were concerned, Pinz¢n was
the commander of the expedition. Yet Pinz¢n was a good commander, and knew t hat discipline was
vital to survival. He also knew that if he ever intended to return to Spain, he couldn't do it
with a mutiny on his record.

At the same tine, if he obeyed Col ¢n now, he would | ose the support of the nmen. They woul d fee
betrayed. It would dimnish himin their m nds.

So ... what was the nost inportant to hin? The devotion of the men of Palos, or the |aw of the
sea?

file:/lIF|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200...20Redemtion%200f%20Christopher%20Columbus.txt (166 of 182) [7/1/03 2:15:15 AM]



file:///F|/rah/Orson%20Scott%20Card/Card,%200rson%20Scott%20-%20Pastwatch, %20T he%20Redemti on%200f %20Chri stopher%20Col umbus.txt

There was no way of knowi ng what Pinz¢n woul d have chosen. For Col ¢n did not wait until he
finally made up his nmind. Instead he spoke to Arana. "Apparently Pinz¢n thinks that it is for him
to decide whether the orders of the Captain-Ceneral will be obeyed or not. Arana, you will arrest
Martin Pinz¢n for insubordination and nutiny."

Whil e Pinz¢n dithered about whether to cross the line, Col ¢n had recognized the sinple fact that
he had already crossed it. Col ¢n had | aw and justice on his side. Pinz¢n, however, had the
synmpathy of alnost all the men. No sooner had Col ¢n given the order than the nmen roared their
rejection of his decision, and al nost at once they becane a npb, seizing Col ¢n and the other
of ficers and dragging themto the m ddl e of the stockade.

For a monment, Pedro and Chipa were forgotten -- the nen had apparently been thinking of mnutiny
for I ong enough to have figured out who it was that they needed to subdue. Col ¢n hinself, of
course, and the royal officers. Also Jaconme el R co, the financial agent; Juan de |a Cosa, because
he was a Basque, not a man of Pal os, and therefore couldn't be trusted; and Al onso the physician
Lequeitio the gunner, and Doni ngo the cooper

Pedro noved as unobtrusively as possible toward the gate of the stockade. He was about thirty
yards fromwhere the officers and | oyal nen were being restrai ned, but someone woul d be bound to
noti ce when he opened the gate. He took Chipa by the hand, and said to her, in halting Taino, "W
will run. Wen gate open."

She squeezed his hand to show that she under st ood.

* k%

Pinz¢n had apparently realized that it |ooked very bad for him that he and his brothers had not
been restrained with the other officers. Unless they killed all the royal officials, soneone would
testify against himin Spain. "I oppose this," he said loudly. "You nust |let themgo at once."

"Come on, Martin," shouted Rodrigo. "He was charging you with nutiny."

"But Rodrigo, | amnot guilty of nutiny," said Pinzé¢én, speaking very clearly, so that everyone
could hear. "I oppose this action. I won't allow you to continue. You will have to restrain ne,
too. "

After a nmoment, Rodrigo finally got it. "You nen," he said, giving orders as naturally as if he
had been born to it. "You' d better seize Captain Pinz¢n and his brothers.” From where he was
standi ng, Pedro couldn't see whether Rodrigo winked as he said this. But he hardly needed to.
Everyone knew that the Pinz¢ns were only being restrai ned because Martin had asked for it. To
protect himfroma charge of nutiny.

"Harm no one," said Pinz¢n. "If you have any hope of seeing Spain again, harmno one."

"He was going to flog nme, the Ilying bastard!" cried Rodrigo. "So let's see how he |ikes the
| ash! "

If they dared to lay the lash to Col ¢n, Pedro realized, then there was no hope for Chipa. She
woul d end up like Parrot Feather, unless he got her out of the stockade and safely into the
forest.

"Sees-in-the-Dark will know what to do," Chipa said quietly in Taino.

"Quiet," said Pedro. Then he gave up on Taino and continued in Spanish. "As soon as | get the
gate open, ran through it and head for the nearest trees."

He dashed for the gate, lifted the heavy crossbar, and let it drop out of the way. At once an
outcry arose anong the nutineers. "The gate! Pedro! Stop himl Get the girl! Don't let her get to
the village!"

The gate was heavy and hard to nove. It felt like it was taking a long tine, though it was only
monents. Pedro heard the discharge of a nmusket, but didn't hear any bullet striking nearby -- at
that range, nuskets weren't very accurate. As soon as Chipa could squeeze through, she did, and a
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nmonent | ater Pedro was behind her. But there were nen in pursuit of them and Pedro was too
frightened to dare to stop and | ook to see how cl ose they were.

Chipa ran light as a deer across the clearing and dodged into the undergrowth at the forest's
edge wi thout so much as disturbing the | eaves. By conparison, Pedro felt |ike an ox, clunping
al ong, his boots poundi ng, sweat flow ng under his heavy clothing. H s sword smacked agai nst his
thigh and calf as he ran. He thought he could hear footsteps behind him closer and closer
Finally, with a killing burst of speed he broke into the underbrush, vines tangling around his
face, gripping his neck, trying to force himback out into the open

"Quiet," said Chipa. "Hold still and they won't be able to see you."

Her voice calnmed him He stopped thrashing at the | eaves, and then di scovered that by noving
slowy it was easy to duck through the vines and thin branches that had been hol ding him Then he
followed Chipa to a tree with a owforking branch. She lifted herself easily up onto the branch
"They're going back into the stockade," she said.

"Nobody's followi ng us?" Pedro was a little disappointed. "They nust not think we natter."
"W have to get Sees-in-the-Dark," said Chipa
"No need," said a wonman's voi ce.

Pedro | ooked around frantically, but still couldn't see where the voice was coning from It was
Chi pa who spotted her. "Sees-in-the-Dark!" she cried. "You're here already!"

Now Pedro could see her, dark in the shadows. "Conme with nme," she said. "This is a very
dangerous tine for Col ¢n."

"Can you stop thenP?" asked Pedro.
"Be quiet and follow me," she answered.

But he could only follow Chipa, for he |lost sight of Sees-in-the-Dark fromthe noment she noved
away. Soon he found hinself at the base of a tall tree. Looking up, he could see Chipa and Sees-in-
t he- Dark perched on high branches. Sees-in-the-Dark had sone kind of conplicated nusket. But how
could a weapon be of any use fromthis far away?

* % %

D ko wat ched through the scope of the tranquilizer gun. Wile she was busy intercepting Pedro
and Chipa, the nutineers had stripped Cristoforo to the waist and tied himto the cornerpost of
one of their cabins. Now Moger was preparing to lay on the |ash

Whi ch were the ones whose anger was driving the nob? Rodrigo de Triana, of course, and Moger and
d avijo. Anyone el se?

Behi nd her, clinging to another branch, Chipa spoke quietly. "If you were here, Sees-in-the-
Dark, why didn't you help Parrot Feather?"

"I was watching the stockade," said Diko. "I didn't know anything was wong until | saw Dead
Fish run in and get you. You were wong, you know. Parrot Feather isn't dead."

"l couldn't hear her heart."

"It was very faint. But after all the white men left, | gave her something that will help. And
sent Dead Fish to get the wonen of the village to help her."

"I'f I hadn't said that Parrot Feather was dead, then all the rest of this--"
"It was going to happen, one way or another,"” said D ko. "That's why | was here, waiting."

Even wi thout the scope, Chipa could see that Col ¢n was being flogged. "They're whipping him"
she sai d.
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"Quiet," said Diko.

She took careful aimat Rodrigo and pulled the trigger. There was a poppi ng sound. Rodrigo
shrugged. Di ko aimed again, this time at Cavijo. Another pop. Cavijo scratched his head. A mng
at Moger was harder, because he was noving so much as he laid on with the lash. But when she got
the shot off, it also struck true. Moger paused and scratched his neck

It was the weapon of last resort for her, firing these tiny |laser-guided missiles that struck
and dropped off inmediately, |eaving behind a dart as tiny as a bee sting. It took only seconds
for the drug to reach their brains, quickly danping down their aggression, naking them passive and
| ackadai sical. It wouldn't kill anybody, but with the | eaders suddenly |losing interest, the rest
of the nob would cool off.

* % %

Cristoforo had never been beaten like this before, not even as a boy. It hurt far worse than any
physi cal pain he had ever suffered before. And yet the pain was also far | ess than he had feared,
because he found that he could bear it. He grunted involuntarily with each blow, but the pain
wasn't enough to quell his pride. They would not see the Captain-General beg for nercy or weep
under the lash. They would renenber how he bore their treachery.

To his surprise, the flogging ended after only a half dozen blows. "Ch, that's enough,” said
Moger .

It was al nost unbelievable. Hi s rage had been so hot only a few nonents before, scream ng about
how Col ¢n had called hima nurderer and he'd see what it felt |ike when Moger actually tried to
hurt sonebody.

"Cut himdown," said Rodrigo. He, too, sounded nore calm Al npost bored. It was as if the hate in
them had suddenly spent itself.

"I'msorry, ny lord," whispered Andres Yevenes as he untied the knots that held his hands. "They
had the guns. What could we boys have done?"

"I know who the loyal nmen are," whispered Cristoforo.

"What are you doing, Yevenes, telling himwhat a good boy you are?" demanded C avij o.

"Yes," said Yevenes defiantly. "I'mnot with you."

"Not that anyone cares," said Rodrigo.

Cristoforo could not believe how Rodrigo had changed. He | ooked uninterested. For that natter
so did Mbger and Clavijo, the sane kind of dazed | ook on their faces. Cavijo kept scratching his
head.

"Mbger, you keep guard on him" said Rodrigo. "You too, Clavijo. You' ve got the nost to lose if
he gets away. And you men, put the rest of theminto Segovia' s cabin.”

They obeyed, but everyone was noving slower, and nost of the men | ooked sullen or thoughtful
Wthout the fire of Rodrigo's rage to drive them many of them were obviously having second
t houghts. Wat woul d happen to them when they got back to Pal os?

Only now did Cristoforo realize how nmuch the lash had hurt him Wen he tried to take a step, he
di scovered he was dizzy fromloss of blood. He staggered. He heard several men gasp, and sone
murmured. 1'mtoo old for this, thought Cristoforo. If |I had to be whipped, it should have
happened when | was younger.

I nside his cabin, Cristoforo endured the pain as Master Juan laid on sonme nasty salve, then laid
a light cloth over his back. "Try not to nove nmuch," said Juan -- as if Cristoforo needed to be
told. "The cloth will keep the flies off, so leave it there."

Lying there, Cristoforo thought back over what had happened. They nmeant to kill ne. They were
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filled with rage. And then, suddenly, they were not even interested in hurting ne anynore. What
coul d have caused that, but the Spirit of God softening their hearts? The Lord does watch over ne.
He does not want nme to die yet.

Moving slowy, gently, so as not to disturb the cloth or cause too much pain, Cristoforo crossed
hi nsel f and prayed. Can | still fulfill the mission you gave nme, Lord? Even after the rape of that
girl? Even after this mutiny?

The words cane into his nind as clearly as if he were hearing the woman's own voice: "One
calanmity after another. Until you learn that humlity."

What hum ity was that? What was it he was supposed to | earn?

* k%

Late in the afternoon, several Tainos from Guacanagari's village nmade their way over the wall of
the stockade -- did the white men really think a bunch of sticks were going to be a barrier to nmen
who had been clinbing trees since boyhood? -- and soon one of themreturned to make his report.

Di ko was waiting for himw th Guacanagari

"The men who are guarding himare asleep.”
"I gave thema little poison so they would," said Diko.
CGuacanagari glared at her. "I don't see why any of this should be your concern.™

None of the others shared their cacique's attitude toward the black shaman-wonan fromthe old
mount ai n village of Ankuash. They were in awe of her, and had no doubt that she coul d poison
anybody she wanted to, at any tine.

"Quacanagari, | share your anger," said D ko. "You and your village have done nothing but good
for these white nmen, and see how they treat you. Wrse than dogs. But not all the white nmen are
like this. The white cacique tried to punish the nen who raped Parrot Feather. That's why the evi
men anong them have taken away his power and given himsuch a beating --"

"So he wasn't rmuch of a cacique after all," said Guacanagari

"He is a great nman," said D ko. "Chipa and this young nan, Pedro, both know him better than
anyone but ne."

"Way should | believe this white boy and this tricky lying girl?" denanded Guacanagari

To Di ko's surprise, Pedro had | earned enough Taino to be able to speak up and say, clearly,
"Because we have seen with our eyes, and you have not."

Al of the Taino war council, gathered in the forest within sight of the stockade, were
surprised by the fact that Pedro coul d understand and speak their |anguage. Di ko could tell they
were surprised, because they showed no expression on their faces and waited in silence until they
coul d speak calmy. Their controlled, inpassive-seen ng response rem nded her of Hunahpu, and for
a nonent she felt a terrible pang of grief at having lost him Years ago, she told herself. It was
years ago, and |'ve already done all ny grieving. | amover all feelings of regret.

"The poison will wear off," said Diko. "The evil nen anong themw Il renenber their anger."

"We will renenber our anger, too," said one of Guacanagari's young nen.

"I'f you kill all the white nmen, even the ones who did no harm then you are just as bad as they
are," said Diko. "I promse you that if you kill in haste, you will be sorry."
She said it quietly, but the nenace in her words was real -- she could see that they were al

considering very carefully. They knew that she had deep powers, and none of them would be reckless
enough to oppose her openly.

"Do you dare to forbid us to be men? WIl you forbid us to protect our village?" asked
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Guacanagari .

"I would never forbid you to do anything, " said Diko. "I only ask you to wait and watch a
little longer. Soon white nmen will begin |leaving the stockade. | think that first there will be
loyal men trying to save their cacique. Then the other good nen who don't want to harm your
people. You rmust let themfind their way up the mountain to ne. | ask you not to hurt them If

they are coming to nme, please |let themcone."

"Even if they're searching for you to kill you?" asked Guacanagari. It was a sly question
| eaving himan opening to kill whoever he wanted, claimng he did it in order to protect Sees-in-
t he- Dar k.

"I can protect nyself," said Sees-in-the-Dark. "If they are heading up the nmountain, | ask you
not to hinder or hurt themin any way. You'll know when the only ones left are the evil ones. It
will be plain to all of you, not just to one or two. Wen that day cones, you can act as nen
shoul d act. But even then, if any of them escape and head for the nmountain, | ask you to let them

go.

"Not the ones who raped Parrot Feather,’
they run."”

sai d Dead Fish at once. "Never them no matter what way

"I agree," said Diko. "There is no refuge for them"

* % %

Cristoforo awoke in the darkness. There were voices outside his tent. He couldn't hear the
words, but he didn't care, either. He understood now It had conme clear to himin his dream
I nstead of dreani ng about his own suffering, he had dreanmed about the girl they had raped and
killed. In his dream he saw the faces of Moger and Cavijo as they nust have seened to her, filled
with lust and nockery and hate. In his dream he begged themnot to hurt her. In his dream he
told themhe was just a girl, just a child. But nothing stopped them They had no mercy.

These are the nen | brought to this place, thought Cristoforo. And yet | called them Christian
And the gentle Indians, | called them savages. Sees-in-the-Dark said nothing but the sinple truth.
These people are the children of God, waiting only to be taught and baptized in order to be
Christian. Sone of nmy men are worthy to be Christians along with them Pedro has been ny exanple

inthis all along. He learned to see Chipa's heart when all | or anyone el se could see was her
skin, the ugliness of her face, her strange manner. |If | had been like Pedro in nmy heart, | would
have believed Sees-in-the-Dark, and so | would not have had to suffer these last calanmities -- the
loss of the Pinta, the nutiny, this beating. And the worst calamity of all: nmy shane at having

refused the word of God because he didn't send the kind of nessenger | expected.

The door opened, then closed again quickly. Quiet footsteps approached him

"If you have cone to kill ne," said Cristoforo, "be man enough to let ne see the face of ny
nmur derer. "

"Quiet, please, nmy lord," said the voice. "Sone of us have had a neeting. We'll free you and get
you out of the stockade. And then we'll fight these dammed nutineers and --"

"No," said Cristoforo. "No fighting, no bl oodshed."
"What, then? Do we | et these nen rule over us?"

"The village of Ankuash, up the nobuntain," said Cristoforo. "I'Il go there. The sane with al
| oyal men. Get away quietly, without a fight. Follow the streamup the nountain -- to Ankuash.
That is the place that God prepared for us. "

"But the nutineers will build the ship."

"Do you think mutineers could ever build a ship?" asked Cristoforo scornfully. "They'll | ook
each other in the eye, and then | ook away, because they'll know they can't trust each other."

"That's true, nmy lord," said the man. "Already sonme of themare nuttering about how Pinz¢n was
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interested only in nmaking sure you knew that he wasn't a nutineer. Some of themrenenbered how t he
Turk accused Pinz¢n of helping him"

"A stupid charge," said Cristoforo.

"Pinz¢n |istens when Moger and O aviJo tal k about killing you, and he says nothing," said the
man. "And Rodrigo stanps about, cursing and swearing because he didn't kill you this afternoon. W
have to get you out of here.™

"Help me get to nmy feet."

The pain was sharp, and he could feel the fragile scabs on sone of the wounds break open. Bl ood
was trickling on his back. But it couldn't be hel ped.

"How many of you are there?" asked Cristoforo.

"Most of the ship's boys are with you," he said. "They were all ashaned of Pinz¢n today. Some of
the officers tal k about negotiating with the nutineers, and Segovia tal ked with Pinzén for a |ong
time, so | think maybe he's trying to work out a conprom se. Probably wants to put Pinz¢n in
comrand --"

"Enough, " said Cristoforo. "Everyone is frightened, everyone is doing what he thinks is best.
Tell your friends this: I will know who the |loyal nen are, because they will make their way up the
mountain to Ankuash. | will be there, with the woman Sees-in-the-Dark."

"The bl ack w tch?"

"There is nore of God in her than in half the so-called Christians in this place," said
Cristoforo. "Tell themall -- if any man wishes to return to Spain with ne as a witness that he
was | oyal, then he will get away fromhere and join nme in Ankuash."

Cristoforo was standing now, and had his hose on, with a shirt |oosely thrown over his back
More clothing than that he couldn't bear, and on this warm night he wouldn't suffer from being so
lightly dressed. "My sword," he said.

"Can you carry it?"

"I'"m Captain-General of this expedition,"” said Cristoforo. "I will have ny sword. And let it be
known -- whoever brings ne ny | ogbooks and charts will be rewarded beyond his dreans when we
return to Spain."

The man opened the door, and both of them | ooked carefully to see if anyone was watchi ng them
Finally they saw a man -- Andres Yevenes, fromhis | ean boyish body -- waving for themto conme on
Only now did Cristoforo have a chance to see who it was who had cone for him It was the Basque,
Juan de |l a Cosa. The man whose cowardly di sobedi ence had led to the loss of the Santa Maria. "You
have redeened yoursel f tonight, Juan," said Cristoforo.

Cosa shrugged. "We Basques -- you never know what we're going to do."

Leaning on de la Cosa, Cristoforo nmoved as quickly as he could across the open area to the
stockade wall. In the distance, he could hear the laughter and singing of drunken nmen. That was
why he had been so badly guarded.

Andres and Juan were joined by several others, all ship's boys except for Escobedo, the clerk,
who was carrying a small chest. "My log," said Cristoforo

"And your charts," said Escobedo.

De la Cosa grinned at him "Should | tell himabout the reward you promised, or will you, ny
| ord?"

"Whi ch of you are coming with me?" asked Cri stoforo.

They | ooked at each other in surprise. "W thought to help you over the wall," said de |la Cosa
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"Beyond t hat

"They'll know | coul dn't have done it alone. Mst of you should cone with ne now. That way they
won't start searching through the stockade, accusing people of having helped me. They'll think all
ny friends left with ne.”

"Il stay, said Juan de | a Cosa

of you, go."

so | can tell people the things you told me. Al the rest

They hoisted Cristoforo up onto the stockade. He braced hinself against the pain, and swng down
and | anded on the other side. Al npst at once he found hinself face to face with one of the Taino.
Dead Fish, if he could tell one Indian from another by moonlight. Dead Fish put his fingers
against Cristoforo's lips. Be silent, he was saying.

The others cane over the wall much nore quickly than Cristoforo had. The only trouble was with
the chest containing the logs and charts, but it was eventually handed over the top, followed by
Escobedo.

"That's all of us,
he's m ssed. "

sai d Escobedo. "The Basque is already headi ng back to the drinking before

"I fear for his life," said Cristoforo
"He feared nuch nore for yours."

The Tainos all carried weapons, but they did not brandish themor seemto be threatening in any
way. And when Dead Fish took Cristoforo by the hand, the Captain-General followed himtoward the
woods.

* % %

D ko carefully renpved the bandages. The healing was going well. She thought ruefully of the
small quantity of antibiotics she had left. Ch, well. She had had enough for this, and with any
| uck she wouldn't need any nore.

Cristoforo's eyes fluttered.
"So you aren't going to sleep forever after all," said D ko.
Hi s eyes opened, and he tried to lift hinself fromthe mat. He fell back at once.

"You're still weak," she said. "The floggi ng was bad enough, but the journey up the nountain
wasn't good for you. You aren't a young man anynore."

He nodded weakly.

"Go back to sleep. Tonorrow you'll feel much better."”
He shook his head. "Sees-in-the-Dark," he began

"You can tell me tonorrow "

"I"'msorry," he said.
"Tonorrow. "

"You are a daughter of God," he said. It was hard for himto speak, to get the breath for it, to
formthe words. But he fornmed them "You are ny sister. You are a Christian."

"Tonorrow, " she said.
"I don't care about the gold," he said.

"1 know," she answer ed.
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"I think you cone to me from God," he said.

"I have cone to you to help you nake true Christians of the people here. Beginning with ne.
Tonorrow you' || start to teach ne about Christ, so | can be the first baptized in this land."

"This is why | cane here," he mnurnured.

She stroked his hair, his shoulders, his cheek. As he drifted back to sleep, she answered him
with the sane words. "This is why | cane here.”

* k%

Wthin a few days, the royal officers and several nore loyal nmen found their way up the nountain
to Ankuash. Cristoforo, now able to stand and wal k for a while each day, set his nen to work at
once, helping the villagers with their work, teaching them Spanish and | earning Tai no as they did.
The ship's boys took to this hunble work quite naturally. It was much harder for the roya
officers to swallow their pride and work al ongside the villagers. But there was no conpul sion. As
long as they refused to help, they were sinply ignored, until they finally realized that in
Ankuash, the old hierarchical rules no |onger applied. If you weren't helping, you didn't nmatter.
These were nen who were determned to matter. Escobedo was the first to forget his rank, and
Segovia the last, but that was to be expected. The heavier the burden of office, the harder it was
to set it down.

Runners fromthe valley brought news. Wth the royal officers gone, Pinz¢n had accepted command
of the stockade, but work on the new ship soon stopped, and there were tales of fighting anong the
Spani ards. More nen slipped away and canme up the nountain. Finally it came to a pitched battle.
The gunfire could be heard all the way to Ankuash

That night a dozen nen arrived in the village. Arong them was Pinz¢n hinself, wounded in the |eg
and weepi ng because his brother Vincente, who had been captain of the N na, was dead. \Wen his
wound had been treated, he insisted on publicly begging the Captain-General's forgiveness, which
Cristoforo freely gave

Wth the |ast restraint renoved, the two dozen nmen remaining in the stockade ventured out to try
to capture sonme Tainos, to nake theminto slaves or whores. They failed, but two Tainos and a
Spaniard died in the fighting. A runner came to Di ko from Guacanagari. "W will kill them now, "
said the nessenger. "Only the evil ones are left."

"I told Guacanagari it would be obvious when the tine cane. But because you waited, there wll
only be a few of them and you'll beat themeasily."

The remaining nutineers slept in foolish security within their stockade, then woke in the
morning to find their watchnen dead and the stockade filled with angry and well-arned Tai nos. They
| earned that the gentl eness of the Tainos was only one aspect of their character.

* k% %

By the sumer solstice of 1493, all the people of Ankuash had been baptized, and those Spani ards
who had | earned enough Taino to get along were permitted to begin courting young wonen from
Ankuash or other villages. As the Spanish | earned Taino ways, so also the villagers began to |learn
fromthe Spanish.

"They're forgetting to be Spanish," Segovia conplained to Cristoforo one day.

"But the Taino are also forgetting to be Taino," Cristoforo replied. "They're becom ng sonethi ng
new, sonething that has hardly been seen in the world before.”

"And what is that?" demanded Segovi a.

"1'mnot sure, said Cristoforo. "Christians, | think."

In the nmeantime, Cristoforo and Sees-in-the-Dark talked for many hours each day, and gradually
he began to realize that despite all the secrets that she knew and all the strange powers that she
seened to have, she was not an angel or any other kind of supernatural being. She was a wonan,
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still young, yet with a great deal of pain and wisdomin her eyes. She was a wonman, and she was
his friend. Way should that have surprised hin? It was always fromthe | ove of strong wonmen that
he had found whatever joy had been granted himin his life.

Chapter 13 -- Reconciliations
It was a neeting that would live in history.

Cri stobal Col ¢n was the European who had created the Carib League, a confederation of Christian
tribes in all the lands surrounding the Carib Sea on the east, the north, and the south.

Yax was the Zapotec king who, building on his father's work in uniting all the Zapotec tribes
and formng an alliance with the Tarascan Enpire, conquered the Aztecs and brought his ironworking
and shi pbuil ding kingdomto the highest cultural |evel achieved in the western hem sphere.

Their achi evenents were remarkably parallel. Both nen had put a stop to the ubiquitous practice
of human sacrifice in the | ands they governed. Both nmen had adopted a form of Christianity, which
was easily united when they net. Col ¢n and his nmen had taught European navigation and sone
shi pbui I di ng techni ques to the Tai nos and, when they were converted to Christianity, the Caribs as

wel | ; under Yax, Zapotec ships traded far and wi de, along both coasts of the Zapotec Enpire. Wile
the Carib islands were too poor in iron for themto match the achi evemrents of the Tarascan
nmet al smiths, when Col ¢n and Yax united their enpires into one nation, there were still enough of

Col ¢n' s European crew who knew i ronworking that they were able to help the Tarascans make the | eap
forward into gunsmthing.

Hi storians | ooked back on their meeting at Chichen Itza as the greatest nonent of reconciliation
in history. |nmagine what woul d have happened if Al exander, instead of conquering the Persians, had
united with them If the Romans and Parthi ans had becone a single nation. If the Christians and
Muslins, if the Mongols and the Han ...

But it was uni nagi nable. The only reason they could believe it was possible with the Carib
League and the Zapotec Enpire was that it actually happened.

In the great central plaza of Chichen Itza, where once human sacrifice and torture had been
offered to Mayan gods, the Christian Col ¢n enbraced the heathen Yax, and then baptized him Col ¢n
presented his daughter and heir, Beatrice Tagiri Col ¢n, and Yax presented his son and heir, Ya-
Hunahpu | poxtli. They were married on the spot, whereupon both Col ¢n and Yax abdicated in favor of
their children. O course they would both remain the powers behind the throne until their deaths,
but the alliance held, and the nation known as Caribia was born.

It was a well-governed enpire. While all the different tribes and | anguage-groups that were
included within it were allowed to govern thenselves, a series of uniformlaws were i nposed and
inmpartially enforced, allowi ng trade and free novenent through every part of Caribia. Christianity
was not established as a state religion, but the principles of nonviolence and conmunal control of
I and were made uni form and hunman sacrifice and slavery were strictly forbidden. It was because of
this that historians dated the begi nning of the hunmanist era fromthe date of that neeting between
Yax and Col ¢n: the sunmer solstice of the year 1519, by the Christian reckoning.

The European influence that came through Col ¢n was powerful, considering that only he and the
merest handful of his officers and nen were available to pronulgate their culture. But, having
come to Haiti, a land without witing, it should not have been astoni shing that the Spanish
al phabet was adopted to wite the Taino and Carib | anguages, or that Spani sh should eventually be
adopted as the | anguage of trade, governnent, and record-keeping throughout the Carib League.
After all, Spanish was the |anguage that already had the vocabulary to deal with Christianity,
trade, and law. Yet by no neans was this a European conquest. It was the Spani sh who gave up the
i dea of personal ownership of I[and, which had | ong been a cause of great inequities in the old
world; it was the Spanish who learned to tolerate different religions and cultures and | anguages
wi thout trying to enforce uniformty. Wen the behavior of the Col ¢n's Spani sh expedition in the
new world is conpared to the record of intolerance marked by the Inquisition, the expulsion of the
Jews, and the war against the Mors in Spain itself, it is obvious that while Spanish culture
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provided a few useful tools -- a lingua franca, an al phabet, a calendar -- it was the Tai nos who
taught the Spanish what it meant to be Christian.

There was another sinmilarity between Yax and Col ¢n. Each of them had an enigmatic adviser. It
was said that Yax's nentor, One-Hunahpu, came direct from Xibalba itself, and comanded the
Zapotecs to end human sacrifice and to look for a sacrificial god that they later believed was
Jesus Christ. Col¢n's nentor was his wife, a wonan so dark she was said to be African, though of
course that could not have been true. The wonman was cal |l ed Sees-in-the-Dark by the Taino, but
Col ¢n -- and history -- canme to know her as Di ko, though the neaning of that nane, if it had one,
was |lost. Her role was not as clear to historians as that of One-Hunahpu, but it was known that
when Col ¢n fled the nutineers, it was Diko who took himin, nursed himback to health, and by
enbracing Christianity helped himto begin his great work of conversion anong the people of the
Carib Sea. Sone historians speculated that it was D ko who tamed the brutality of the Spanish
Christians. But Col ¢n hinself was such a powerful figure that it was hard for historians to get a
clear | ook at anyone in his shadow.

On that day in 1519, when the official cerenonies were over, as the feasting and dancing for the
weddi ng of the two kingdons ran far into the night, there was another neeting, one that was not
wi t nessed by anyone but the participants. They net on the top of the great pyranm d of Chichen
Itza, the last hour before dawn.

She was there first, waiting for himin the darkness. Wen he cane to the top of the tower and
saw her, at first he was wordl ess, and so was she. They sat across from each other. She had
brought mats so they wouldn't have to sit on the hard stone. He had brought a little food and
drink, which he shared. They ate in silence, but the true feast was in the way they | ooked at each
ot her.

Finally she broke the silence. "You succeeded better than we dreaned, Hunahpu."
"And you, Diko."

She shook her head. "No, it wasn't hard after all. He changed hinmsel f. The Interveners chose
well, when they made himtheir tool."

"And is that what we made hinf? Qur tool ?"

"No, Hunahpu. | made himny husband. W have seven children. Qur daughter is Queen of Cari bia.
It's been a good life. And your wife, Xoc. She seens a |oving, gentle woman."

"She is. And strong."” He smiled. "The third strongest wonman | ever knew. "
Suddenly tears flowed down Di ko's face. "Ch, Hunahpu, | nmiss nmy nother so nuch."
"I mss her too. | still see her sonetines in ny dreans, reaching up to pull down the switch."

She reached out her hand, laid it on his knee. "Hunahpu, did you forget that once we |oved each
ot her ?"

"Not for a day. Not for an hour."

"1 always thought: Hunahpu will be proud of nme for doing this. Was that disloyal of nme? To | ook
forward to the day when | could show you nmy work?"

"Who el se but you woul d understand what | achi eved? Who el se but ne could know how far beyond
our dreams you succeeded?”

"W changed the world," she said.

"For now, anyway," said Hunahpu. "They can still find their owmn ways to nake all the old
m st akes. "

She shrugged.

"Did you tell hin?" asked Hunahpu. "About who we are, and where we came fronf"
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"As much as he coul d understand. He knows that |I'm not an angel, anyway. And he knows that there
was anot her version of history, in which Spain destroyed the Caribian people. He wept for days,
once he understood."

Hunahpu nodded. "I tried to tell Xoc, but to her there was little difference between Xi bal ba and
Pastwat ch. Call them gods or call themresearchers, she didn't see much practical difference. And
you know, | can't think of a significant difference, either."

"It didn't seemas if we were gods, when we were anong them It was just Mther and Father and
their friends," said D ko.

"And to me, it was a job. Until | found you. O you found nme. O however that worked."
"I't worked," said Diko with finality.

He cocked his head and | ooked at her sideways, to | et her know that he knew he was asking a
| oaded question. "Is it true you aren't going with Col ¢n when he sails east?"

"I don't think Spain is likely to be ready for an anbassador nmarried to an African. Let's not
make them swal | ow too nuch.”

"He's an old man, Diko. He might not live to come hone."
"I know, " she said.

"Now that we're making Atetul ka the capital of Caribia, will you cone there to |ive? To wait for
his return?"

"Hunahpu, you aren't expecting that at our age we would start to set a bad exanple, are you?
Though | admit to being curious about the twelve scars that |egend says you carry on your
person.”

He |l aughed. "No, I'mnot proposing an affair. | love Xoc, and you love Col ¢n. W both still have
too much work to do for us to put it at risk now But | hoped for your conpany. For many
conversations.”

She thought about it, but in the end, she shook her head. "It would be too ... hard for nme. This
is too hard for ne. Seeing you brings back another life. A time when | was another person. Maybe
now and then. Every few years. Sail to Haiti and visit us in Ankuash. My Beatrice will want to

conme hone to the mountain -- Atetul ka nust be sweltering, there on the coast."

"Ya- Hunahpu is dying to go to Haiti -- he hears that the wonen wear no clothing."

"I'n some places they still go naked. But bright colors are all the fashion. | think he'll be
di sappoi nted. "

Hunahpu reached out and took her hand. "I'm not di sappointed."

"Neither aml."

They held hands like that, for a long tine.
"I was thinking," said Hunahpu, "of the third one who earned a place atop this tower."
"I was thinking of him too."

"We remade the culture, so that Europe and America -- Caribia -- could neet wi thout either being
destroyed, " said Hunahpu. "But he's the one who bought us the time to do it."

"He died quickly," said Diko. "But not without planting seeds of suspicion anong the Spani ards.
It nmust have been quite a death scene. But I'mglad | missed it."

The first light of dawn had appeared over the jungle to the east. Hunahpu noticed it, sighed,
and stood. Then Di ko stood, unfolding herself to her full height. Hunahpu | aughed. "I forgot how
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tall you were."
"I"'mstooping a little these days."
"I't doesn't help," he said.

They went down the pyranid separately. No one saw them No one guessed that they knew each
ot her.

* k%

Cristobal Col ¢n returned to Spain in the spring of 1520. No one | ooked for himanynore, of
course. There were | egends about the di sappearance of the three caravels that sailed west; the
nanme Col ¢n had becone synonynous, in Spain, at least, with the idea of mad ventures.

It was the Portuguese who had nade the Iink to the Indies, and Portuguese shi ps now doni nated
all the Atlantic sea routes. They were just starting to explore the coast of a large island they
naned for the | egendary |and of Hy-Brasil, and sone were saying that it mght be a continent,
especially when a ship returned with reports that northwest of the desert |ands first discovered
was a vast jungle with a river so wide and powerful that it nade the ocean fresh twenty mles from
its mouth. The inhabitants of the |and were poor and weak savages, easily conquered and ensl aved --
much easier to deal with than the fierce Africans, who were al so guarded by pl agues invariably
fatal to white nmen. The sailors who | anded in Hy-Brasil got sick, but the disease was qui ck and
never killed. Indeed, those who caught it reported that they were healthier afterward than they
had ever been before. This "plague” was now spreadi ng through Europe, doing no harmat all, and
sonme said that where the Brasilian plague had passed, snallpox and bl ack death could no | onger
return. It made Hy-Brasil seem nmgical, and the Portuguese were preparing an expedition to explore
the coast and |l ook for a site for supply stations. Perhaps the madman Col ¢n was not so mad after
all. If there was a suitable coast for resupply, it might be possible to reach China by sailing
west .

That was when a fleet of a thousand ships appeared off the Portuguese coast near Lagos, sailing
eastward toward Spain, toward the straits of Gbraltar. The Portuguese galleon that spotted the
strange ships at first sailed boldly toward them But then, when it becane obvi ous that these
strange vessels filled the sea from horizon to horizon, the captain wi sely turned about and raced
for Lisboa. The Portuguese who stood on the southern shores said that it took three days for the
whol e fleet to pass. Sone ships cane cl ose enough to the shore that the watchers could say with
confidence that the sailors were brown, of a race never seen before. They also said that the ships
were heavily arnmed; any one of themwould be a match for the fiercest war galleon of the
Port uguese fl eet.

Wsely, the Portuguese sailors put in to port and stayed there while the fleet passed. If it was
an eneny, better not to provoke them but instead hope they would find sone better land to conquer
farther east.

The first of the ships put in to port at Palos. If anyone noticed that it was the sane port from
whi ch Col ¢n had set sail, the coincidence went unremarked at the tinme. The brown men who
di senbarked fromthe ships shocked everyone by speaking fluent Spanish, though with many new words
and odd pronunci ations. They said they came fromthe kingdom of Caribia, which [ay on a vast
i sl and between Europe and China. They insisted on speaking to the nonks of La Rabida, and it was
to these holy nen that they gave three chests of pure gold. "One is a gift to the King and Queen
of Spain, to thank them for sending three ships to us, twenty-eight years ago," said the | eader of
the Caribians. "One is a gift to the Holy Church, to help pay for sending nissionaries to teach
the gospel of Jesus Christ in every corner of Caribia, to any who will freely listen. And the |ast
is the price we will pay for a piece of land, well-watered with a good harbor, where we can build
a palace fitting for the father of our Queen Beatrice Tagiri to receive the visit of the King and
Queen of Spain."

Few of the nonks of La Rabi da remenbered the days when Col ¢n had been a frequent visitor there
But one renenbered very well. He had been left there as a boy to be educated while his father
pressed his suit at court, and |later when he sailed west in search of a nmad goal. Wen his father
never returned, he had taken holy orders, and was now di stingui shed for his holiness. He took the
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| eader of the Caribian party aside and said, "The three ships you say that Spain sent to you. They
were comranded by Cristobal Col ¢n, weren't they?"

"Yes, they were," said the brown man.

"Did he live? Is he still alive?"
"He is not only alive, but he is the father of our Queen Beatrice Tagiri. It is for himthat we
build a pal ace. And because you renenber him ny friend, | can tell you, in his heart he is not

buil ding this palace for the King and Queen of Spain, though he will receive themthere. He is
buil ding this palace so he can invite his son, Diego, to | earn what has becone of him and to beg
his forgiveness for not returning to himfor all these years."

"l am Di ego Col ¢n," said the nonk.

"I assuned you were," said the brown nman. "You look |like him Only younger. And your nother nust
have been a beauty, because the differences are all inprovenments." The brown man didn't snmile, but
Diego saw at last the twinkle in his eyes.

"Tell nmy father," said Diego, "that many a nan has been separated fromhis famly by fortune or
fate, and only an unworthy son would ask his father to apol ogi ze for coming hone."

The | and was purchased, and seven thousand Cari bi ans began tradi ng and purchasi ng throughout
sout hern Spain. They caused much comment and not a little fear, but they all clainmed to be
Christians, they spent gold as freely as if they had dug it up like dirt, and their soldiers were
heavily arnmed and hi ghly disciplined.

It took a year to build the palace for the father of Queen Beatrice Tagiri, and when it was
finished it was clear that it was really nmore of a city than a pal ace. Spanish architects had been
hired to design a cathedral, a nonastery, an abbey, and a university; Spanish workers had been
well paid to do nuch of the | abor, working side by side with the strange brown nmen of Cari bia.
Gradual |y the wonen who had cone with the fleet began to venture out in public, wearing their
Ii ght wei ght, bright-colored gowns all through the sunmer, and then |l earning to wear warner Spanish
clothing when winter came. By the time the city of the Caribians was finished, and the King and
Queen of Spain were invited to come and visit, the city was popul ated by as nany Spani ards as
Cari bi ans, worki ng and worshi pi ng toget her.

Spani sh schol ars were teaching Caribian and Spani sh students in the university; Spanish priests
taught Caribians to speak Latin and say the mass; Spani sh nerchants canme to the city to sell food
and ot her supplies, and cane away with strange artworks nmade of gold and silver, copper and iron,
cloth and stone. Only gradually did they learn that many of the Caribians were not Christians,
after all, but that anong the Caribians it did not matter whether a person was Christian or not.
Al'l were equal citizens, free to choose what they m ght believe. This idea was strange indeed, and
it did not occur to anyone in authority in Spain to adopt it, but as |ong as the pagans anong the
Caribians did not try to proselytize in Christian Spain, their presence could be tolerated. After

all, these Caribians had so much gold. And so many fast ships. And so nany excellent guns.
When the King and Queen of Spain arrived -- trying their pathetic best to | ook inpressive amd
the opul ence of the Caribian city -- they were brought into a great throne roomin a magnificent

buil ding. They were led to a pair of thrones and invited to sit on them Only then did the father
of the Queen of the Caribians present hinself, and when he cane in, he knelt before them

"Queen Juana," he said, "lI'msorry that your nother and father did not live to see ny return
fromthe expedition on which they sent ne in 1492."

"So Cristobal Col ¢tn was not a madnman," she said. "And it was not a folly for Isabella to send
him™"

"Cristobal Col ¢n," he said, "was the true servant of the King and Queen. But | was wrong about
how far it is to China. Wiat | found was a | and that no European had ever known before.”" On a
tabl e before their thrones he set a small chest, and took fromit four books. "The |ogs of ny
voyage and all ny acts since then. My ships were destroyed and | could not return, but as Queen
| sabella charged ne, | did ny best to bring as nany people as | could to the service of Christ. My
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daughter has become Queen Beatrice Tagiri of Caribia, and her husband is King Ya-Hunahpu of

Cari bia. Just as your parents joined Aragon and Castile through their marriage, so nmy daughter and
her husband have united two great kingdonms into one nation. May their children be as good and w se
rulers of Caribia as you have been of Spain."

He |istened as Queen Juana and Ki ng Henri que made graci ous speeches accepting his | ogs and
journals. As they spoke, he thought of what Diko had said -- that in another history, the one in
whi ch his ships had not been destroyed, and he had sailed honme with the Pinta and the Nina, his
di scovery had nmade Spain so rich that Juana had been given in narriage to a different man, who had
di ed young. It had driven her nmad, and first her father and then her son had ruled in her place.
What an odd thing, that anong all the changes that God had made through him one of them should be
to save this gracious queen from madness. She woul d never know, for he and D ko woul d never tell.

Their speeches were done, and in return they had offered himmany fine gifts -- by Spanish
standards -- to take back to King YaHunahpu and Queen Beatrice Tagiri. He accepted themall.

"Caribiais a large land," he said, "and there are nany places where the nane of Christ has not
yet been heard. Also, the land is rich in nany things, and we wel cone trade with Spain. W ask you
to send priests to teach our people. W ask you to send nerchants to trade with them But since
Caribia is a peaceful |and, where an unarmed man can wal k fromone end of the kingdomto the other

wi thout harm there will be no need for you to send any soldiers. Indeed, ny daughter and her
husband ask you to do themthe great favor of telling all the other sovereigns of Europe that,
while they are welcone to send priests and nerchants, any ships that sail into Caribian waters

beari ng weapons of any kind will be sent to the bottomof the sea.”

The warni ng was dear enough -- it had been clear fromthe nonent that the thousand ships of the
Caribian fleet were first seen off the coast of Portugal. Already word had cone back fromthe King
of Portugal that all plans to explore Hy-Brasil had been abandoned, and Cristoforo was confident
t hat ot her nmonarchs woul d be as prudent.

Docunents were prepared and signed, affirmng the eternal peace and special friendship that
exi sted between the nonarchs of Spain and Caribia. Wen they were signed, it was tinme for the

audi ence to end. "I have but one last favor to ask of Your Majesties," said Cristoforo. "This city
is known to all as La Cudad de |os Caribianos. This is because | would not give the city a nane
until | could ask you, in person, for pernmission to nane it for the graci ous queen your nother

I sabella of Castile. It was because of her faith in Christ and her trust in me that this city was
built, and such great friendship exists between Spain and Caribia. WII you give ne your consent?"

Consent was freely given, and Juana and Henrique stayed another week in order to |ead the
cerenonies involved in naming the G udad |sabella.

When they left, the serious work began. Most of the fleet would return to Caribia soon, but only
the crews woul d be Caribian. The passengers woul d be Spani sh-priests and nerchantnen. Cristoforo's
son Di ego had turned down the wealth that his father offered him and asked instead to be all owed
to be one of the Franci scan contingent anong the missionaries to Caribia. Discreet inquiry |ocated
Cristoforo's other son, Fernando. He had been brought up to take part in the business of his
grandfat her, a nerchant of Ct¢rdoba. Cristoforo invited himto C udad |sabella, where he recognized
himas a son and gave himone of the Caribian ships to hold his trade goods. Together they deci ded
to nane the ship Beatrice de Ct¢rdoba, after Fernando's nother. Fernando was al so pl eased at the
nane that his father had given to the daughter who becane queen of Caribia. It is doubtful that
Cristoforo ever let himknow that there mi ght be sone anbi guity about which Beatrice the queen was
named for.

* k *

Cristoforo watched from his pal ace as ei ght hundred Cari bian ships set sail for the new world,
carrying his first two sons on their different missions there. He watched as another hundred and
fifty ships set forth in groups of three or four or five to carry anbassadors and traders to every
port of Europe and to every city of the Miuslinms. He watched as anbassadors and princes, great
traders and schol ars and churchnen canme to Cudad |Isabella to teach the Caribians and | earn from
t hem
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Surely God had fulfilled the pronises nmade on that beach near Lagos. Because of Cristoforo the
word of God was being carried to mllions. Kingdons had fallen at his feet, and the wealth that
had passed through his hands, under his control, was beyond anything he could have conceived of as
a child in Genova. The weaver's son who had once cowered in fear at the cruel doings of great men
had becone one of the greatest of all, and had done it without cruelty. On his knees Cristoforo
gave thanks many tinmes for God's goodness to him

But in the silence of the night, on his bal cony overl ooki ng the sea, he thought back to his
negl ected wife Felipa; to his patient |over Beatrice in C¢rdoba; to Lady Beatrice de Bobadill a,
who had died before he could return to her in triunph in Gonmera. He thought back to his brothers
and sisters in Genova, who were all in the grave before his fane could ever reach them He thought
of the years he might have spent with Diego, with Fernando, if he had never left Spain. Is there
no triunph wthout |oss, wthout pain, wthout regret?

He thought then of Diko. She could never have been the wonman of his dreans; there were tines
when he suspected that she had once | oved another nan, too, that was as lost to her as both his
Beatrices were to him Di ko had been his teacher, his partner, his lover, his conpanion, the
nmot her of many children, his true gqueen when they had shaped a great ki ngdom out of a thousand
villages on fifty islands and two continents. He |loved her. He was grateful to her. She had been a
gift of God to him

Was it so disloyal of him then, to wish for one hour's conversation with Beatrice de Bobadill a?
To wi sh that he could kiss Beatrice de C¢rdoba again, and hear her laugh loudly at his stories? To
wi sh that he could show his charts and | ogbooks to Felipa, so she would know that his nad
obsessi on had been worth the pain it caused to all of then®

There is no good thing that does not cost a dear price. That is what Cristoforo | earned by
| ooki ng back upon his |ife. Happiness is not a life without pain, but rather a life in which the
pain is traded for a worthy price. That is what you gave ne, Lord.

* % %

Pedro de Sal cedo and his wi fe, Chipa, reached C udad Isabella in the fall of 1522, bringing
letters to Col ¢n fromhis daughter, his son-in-law, and, nost inportant, fromhis D ko. They found
the old man napping on his bal cony, the snell of the sea strong in the rising breeze that prom sed
rain fromthe west. Pedro was loath to wake him but Chipa insisted that he wouldn't want to wait.
When Pedro shook himgently, Col ¢n recognized themat once. "Pedro," he nurnured. "Chipa."

"Letters," Pedro said. "From D ko, nost of all."

Col ¢n snmiled, took the letters, and laid themunopened in his lap. He closed his eyes again, and
it seemed he neant to doze off again. Pedro and Chipa lingered, watching him wth affection, with
nostal gia for early days and great achi evenents. Then, suddenly, he seened to rouse fromhis
slunmber. Hi s eyes flew open and he rai sed one hand, his finger pointing out to sea.
"Constantinople!" he cried.

Then he fell back in his chair, and his hand dropped into his | ap. Wat dreamwas this? they
wonder ed.

A few nonments later, Pedro realized that there was a different quality to the old man's posture
now. Ali, yes, that's the difference: He isn't breathing now He bent down and kissed his
forehead. "Good-bye, my Captain-CGeneral,” he said. Chipa also kissed his white hair. "Go to God,
my friend," she nurnured. Then they left to tell the palace staff that the great discoverer was
dead.

Epi | ogue

In the year 1955, a Caribian archaeol ogi st, heading a dig near the traditional |ocation of the
I andi ng pl ace of Cristobal Col ¢n, observed that the nearly perfect skull found that day was
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heavier than it should be. He noted the anonaly, and a few weeks | ater, when he had occasion to
return to the University of Ankuash, he had it x-rayed. It showed a netal plate enbedded inside
t he skull.

Inside the skull? I npossible. Only upon close examination did he find the hairline nmarks of
surgery that had made the netal inplant possible. But bones did not heal this neatly. What kind of
surgery was this, to leave so little danage? It was not possible in 1955, let alone in the late
fifteenth century, to do a job like this.

Phot ographi ng every step of the process, and with several assistants as w tness, he sawed open
the skull and renoved the plate. It was of an alloy he had never seen before; later testing would
reveal that it was an alloy that had never existed, to anyone's know edge. But the netal was

hardly the issue. For once it was detached fromthe skull, it was found that the nmetal separated
into four thin |l eaves, on which there was a great deal of witing -- all of it al nost
m croscopically small. It was witten in four |anguages pani sh, Russian, Chinese, and Arabic. It

was full of circum ocutions, for it was speaking of concepts which could not be readily expressed
in the vocabul ary available in any of those | anguages in 1500. But the nessage, once deci phered,
was clear enough. It told which radio frequency to broadcast on, and in what pattern, in order to
trigger a response froma buried archive.

The broadcast was made. The archive was found. The story it told was incredible and yet could
not be doubted, for the archive itself was clearly the product of a technol ogy that had never
exi sted on Earth. Wen the story becane clear, a search was nade for two other archives. Toget her
they told a detailed history, not only of the centuries and nillennia of human |ife before 1492,
but also of a strange and terrifying history that had not happened, of the years between 1492 and
the maki ng of the archives. If there had been any doubt before about the authenticity of the find,
all was dispelled when digs at the locations specified in the archives |l ed to spectacul ar
archaeol ogical finds confirnmi ng everything that could be confirned.

Had there once been a different history? No, two different histories, both of themobliterated
by interventions in the past?

Suddenly the | egends and runors about Col ¢n's wife Diko and Yax's mentor One-Hunahpu began to
make sense. The nore obscure stories of a Turk who supposedly sabotaged the Pinta and was kill ed
by Col ¢n's crew were revived and conpared to the plans tal ked about in the archives. Cbviously,
the travel ers had succeeded in journeying into their past, all three of them Obviously they had
succeeded.

Two of the travelers already had tonbs and monunents. All that was left was to build a third
tonb there on the Haitian shore, lay the skull within it, and inscribe on the outside the nane
Kemal , a date of birth that would not come for centuries, and as the date of death, 1492.
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