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Magni fi cat ani ma nea domi num et exsultavit spiritus neus in deo salutari neo.
LUKE 1: 46-47

God said: It is necessary that sin should exist, but all will be well, and all will be well, and
every manner of things will be well
JULI AN OF NORW CH

Love is the only thing that nakes things one w thout destroying them
Pl ERRE TEI LHARD DE CHARDI N

PROLCOGUE

KAUAI, HAWAI |, EARTH
27 OCTOBER 2113

It was dawn in the islands. In the ohia thickets of the highland forest, apapane birds and
thrushes gave a few drowsy chirps as they tuned up for their sunrise aubade. Inside a rustic house
on the nountai nsi de above Shark Rock, the old bookseller called Uncle Rogi Renmillard yawned and
stopped dictating into his transcriber. He | ooked out of the big sitting-roomw ndow at the dark
choppy Pacific nearly a thousand neters bel ow, pinched the bridge of his long, broken nose, and
squeezed his eyes shut for a nonent while he gathered his thoughts. The adjacent isle of N ihau
was just beconing visible against the rose-gray sky and a few lights in Kekaha village sparkled
down al ong the Kauai shore.

Uncl e Rogi was a lanky man with a head of untidy grizzled curls and a face that was deeply
tanned after a three-nonth stay in the islands. He wore a garish aloha shirt and runpl ed chi nos,
and he was dead tired after an all-night session of work on his nmenpirs, so close to finishing
this volune that he couldn't bear to break off and go to bed.

Now only the final page renained.

He picked up the input nicrophone of the transcriber again, cleared his throat, and began to
record:

| stayed on the planet Cal edonia with Jack and Dorothée for nearly six weeks, until they bow ed
me over (along with nost of the rest of the MIlieu) by announcing that they would marry in the
sumrer of 2078. Then | finally reclained the Geat Carbuncle, which had done a dam fine job, went
back to ny hone in New Hanpshire, and tried to deci de what kind of wedding present to give the
i nprobabl e | overs.

| was feeling wonderful! Le bon dieu was in his heaven and all was right with the Galactic
Mlieu.

Rogi studied the transcriber's display. Not bad. Not a bad wi ndup at all! He yawned agai n.

H's ten-kilo Maine Coon cat Marcel LaPlunme | X stalked into the roomand uttered a faint, high-
pi tched m aow. Rogi acknow edged the animal's telepathic greeting with a weary nod. "Eh bien, non
brave chaton. Al done with this chunk of famly history. Only the worst part left to tell. One
nore book. Shall we stay here on Kauai and do it, or go back to New Hanpshire?"

Marcel levitated onto the desk and sat beside the transcriber, regarding his naster with
enor nous gray-green eyes. He said: Hot here. Go hone.

Rogi chuckl ed. Hal e Pohakunmano was actual ly situated hi gh enough to be spared the worst of the
tropical heat and humidity. But the cat's shaggy gray-black pelt and big furry feet had been
designed by nature for snowy northern clines, and even the joys of chasing geckos and picking
fights with jungle cocks had finally paled for him

Home, Marcel said again, fixing Rogi with an ow -1ike coercive stare.

"Bat ége, maybe you're right." The bookseller picked up the silver correction stylo, tapped the
di splay, and dictated a final word, changing "the planet Cal edonia" on the last page to "Callie."
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Then he hit the FILE and PRI NT pads of the transcriber. "Yep, | guess it's tinme to get on back to
Hanover —ake sure the bookshop's okay, enjoy the |last of the autum | eaves. And put ny goddam
stupid wi shful thinking in the ash can where it belongs. There's no reason to stay here. 1've got
to stop acting like a sentinmental sap.”

Marcel inclined his head in silent agreenent

"She's just not going to show up. Haunani and Tony nust have let her know | was staying in her
house. If she'd wanted to see ne, she had plenty of chances to drop in, casual-like."

Rogi | ooked out the window again, letting his inefficient seeker-sense sift through the human
auras glinmmrering far downsl ope. The residents and holidaymakers in Kekaha village were nostly
still asleep, their mnds unguarded so that even a netapsychic searcher as clunsy as he was could
sort through their identities quickly.

None of those mi nds bel onged to El ai ne Donovan, the woman he had | oved and | ost 139 years ago

The farsensory search was a futile gesture, bien sir, and he didn't bother to check out any of
the other towns. Elaine was probably nowhere near the Hawaiian |slands—perhaps not even on the
pl anet Earth.

Borrowi ng her house while he wote the penultimte volune of his nmemoirs had been a bunmer of
an idea after all, even though the Fam |y CGhost had colluded in it and nysteriously made all the
arrangenents. Rogi really had thought it wouldn't matter, sleeping in Elaine' s bed, cooking in her
kitchen, eating off the tableware she'd used, npoching around the garden of tropical flowers she
had pl ant ed.

But it had mattered.

Rogi had seen her image on the Tri-D and in durofil mnewsprint rather often in recent years,
for she was a distinguished patron of the arts, both human and exotic. The rejuvenation techni ques
of the Galactic MIlieu had preserved her beauty. She retained the same silvery eyes, strawberry-
bl onde hair, and striking features that had | eft himthunderstruck at their first neeting in 1974.

He had no idea whether or not she still wore Bal & Versailles perfune.

Long ago, his pigheaded pride had made narriage inpossible and they had gone their separate
ways. He had | oved other wonen since their parting but none of themwere her equal: El aine
Donovan, the grandnother of Teresa Kendall and the great-grandnother of Marc Remillard and his
mut ant younger brot her Jack

The Hawai i an coupl e who served as caretakers for her house told Rogi that Elaine hadn't visited
the place for over three years. But that wasn't unusual, they said. She was a busy worman. One day
she'd return to Hal e Pohakumano. . .

The transcri ber machi ne gave a soft bleep and produced a neat stack of infinitely recyclable
pl ass pages. Like nost people, Rogi still called the stuff paper. He riffled through the printout,
ski nmi ng over Dorothea Macdonald's early life, the chall enges she had overcone, her great triunph,
her eventual recognition of a very unlikely soul -nate.

"CGotta go into that a tad nore thoroughly,” he said to hinself. "C est que'q chose—what a
bi zarre pair of saints they were! Little D anmond Mask and Jack the Bodil ess.” He thought about
them smiling as his eyes roved over the final page.

But his reverie evaporated as he reached the last line. He was suddenly w de awake with
sormething horrid stirring deep in his gut.

"No, goddanmit! | can't get away with a happy ending. |'m supposed to be telling the whole
truth about our famly." He grabbed the m ke, barked out a concluding sentence, then reprinted the
page and read what he had produced.

Pain tightened Rogi's face. He slamed the durofil msheet down on the desk, nouthed an
obscenity in Canuckois dialect, and sat with his head | owered for a nonent before | ooking up
toward the ceiling. "And you say you didn't have any idea who Fury was, non fant6ne?"

Marcel the cat flinched, skinning his ears back, but he held his ground. Rogi wasn't talking to
himand he was used to his naster's eccentric solil oquies.

"You really didn't know the nonster's identity?" the old nan bellowed furiously at the enpty
air. "Well, why the hell not? You Lylnmik are supposed to be the alnighty Overlords of the Galactic

lieu, aren't you? If you didn't know, it's because you deliberately chose not to!"

There was sil ence, except for the dawn chorus of the birds.

Muttering under his breath, Rogi pulled a key ring fromhis pants pocket and lurched to his
feet. A gleaning fob resenbling a snall ball of red glass enclosed in a netal cage caught the
light fromthe desk |lanmp as he shook the bunch of ol d-fashi oned keys provocatively.

"Talk to me, Ghost! Answer the questions. If you want ne to finish up these nenoirs, you better
get your invisible ass down to Earth and start explaining why you didn't prevent all that bad
shit! Not just the Fury thing, but the Mental Man fiasco and the war as well. Wiy did you let it
happen? God knows you mneddl ed and mani pul ated us enough earlier in the gane.™
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The Fam |y Chost renmined silent.

Rogi crunpled back into the chair and pressed his brow with the knuckles of his tightened
fists. The cat junped lightly into his lap and butted his head against his naster's chest.

Go home, Marcel said.

"Le fantonme famlier won't talk to nme," the old nman remarked sadly. He tugged at the cat's soft
ears and scratched his chin. Marcel began to purr. Rogi's brief spate of wakeful ness was fading
and he felt an overwhelm ng fatigue. "The Geat Carbuncle always rousted the bastard out before.
What the hell's the matter with hin? He hasn't been around pronpting me in weeks."

He's busy, said a voice in his mind. An' not feelin' so good. He come back | aytah an' kokua
when you really need 'im

"Who's that?" Rogi croaked, starting up fromthe chair.

It's me, brah. Malama. | got da word fromyo' Lyl mk spook eh? Somet'ing you gotta do fo' you
go mai nl and.

"Ch, shit. Haven't | had enough grief—

Hanakokol el e Rogue! Try trust yo' akamai tutu. Di s gonna be plenny good fo' da kine nmenoirs.
Firs' t'ing yo' catch sone noenpe den egg on ovah ny place. Da M'i Lylmk wen send speci al
visitors. It say dey gone clarity fewt'ings |i' dat fo' yo' wite sumore.

"Who the hell are these visitors?"

Conme down in aftanoon fine out Now sl eep. Al oha oe nb' opuna.

"Mal ama?. .. Mal ama?" Rogi spoke a |ast feeble epithet. Wiy was his Hawaiian friend being so
dammed nysterious? What was the Family CGhost up to now, using the kahuna worman as a go- bet ween?

Sl eep, urged Marcel. He junped down fromthe desk and headed out of the room pausing to | ook
back over his shoul der

"Ah, bon, bon," the old man growl ed in surrender

Qutside, the sky had turned to gold and wild roosters were crowing in the ravines. Rogi turned
off the desk | anp and the transcriber and shuffled after the cat. The key ring with the G eat
Carbuncl e, forgotten, lay on the desk |ooking very ordinary except for a wan spark of light at the
heart of the red fob, reminiscent of a simlar, nmore sinister object buried in Spain.

Rogi slept poorly, plagued by dreans of the Fury nonster and its hom cidal ninion, Hydra.
Roused by the pillow alarmat 1400 hours, he sl apped shave on his face, showered, put on fresh
sl acks and a nore subdued shirt, and went out to the egg parked on the | anding pad at the edge of
t he garden.

Tony Opelu was trimring a hibiscus hedge with a brushzapper. He waved. "Howzit, Rogi! Goin' to
town? Try bring back couple E-cells fo' da Jeep, eh? She wen die on ne this nornin'."

"No trouble at all."

"T" anks, eh? Howza book goin'?"

"Just finished the chunk I was working on. 1'll be taking off for the mainland tonorrow, |eave
you and Haunani in peace. It's been a real pleasure being here, but |'ve got a hankering for
hone. "

"It happens,” Tony conceded.

"I'"l'l leave a note for Elaine. Gve her ny best when you see her again." Rogi clinbed into the
ovoid rhocraft, lit up, and lofted slowy into the air under inertial ess power.

Rai ncl ouds shrouded t he uplands, but the | ower slopes of Kauai were in full sunlight. He flew
across Wai nea Canyon, a spectacular gash in the land that Mark Twain had conpared to a
m ni aturized version of the Grand Canyon of the Col orado. Beyond were dark lava cliffs, gullies

carved in scarlet laterite soil, and lush green ridges with glittering streans and t he occasi onal
waterfall. He flew on manual, headi ng sout heast, descending over | ow and jungles that had once
been flourishing cane fields. Sone sugar was still grown on the island, but nost of the | oca

peopl e now earned a living catering to tourists. There were also colonies of artists and witers
on Kauai, enclaves of retired fol ks who scorned rejuvenation and intended to die in a paradisiaca
setting, two cooperatives dedicated to the preservation of island culture that staged inmersive
pageants, and a few metapsychic practitioners who specialized in the huna "magi c" of ancient

Pol ynesi a.

Mal ama Johnson was one of those.

Her picturesque house, deceptively nodest on the outside, was in Kukuiula Bay, a few kil oneters
west of the resort town of Poipu, not far fromthe place where Jon Renillard and Dorot hea
Macdonal d had resi ded when they were on Earth. There were no other eggs on the pad behind Mal ama's
pl ace, but a sporty green Lotus groundcar with a discreet National |ogo on the wi ndscreen was
parked in the shade of a silk oak tree next to her elderly Toyota pickup

Rogi di senbarked fromhis rhocraft and tried farsensing the interior of the house. But Ml ama
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had put up an opaque barrier to such spying, and his nmind s ear heard her scolding himin the
Pidgin dialect that Hawaiians |oved to use anong their intimates:

Wassamatta you peephead? Fo' get all yo' mannahs o' wot? E kono mai wi ki wi ki!

Wth a shanmefaced grin, he knocked on the rear screen door and cane into the enpty kitchen
"Al oha, tutu!"

Mal ama Johnson cal l ed out in perfectly nodul ated Standard English. "W're in the |lanai, Rogi
Cone join us."

He passed through the cool, beautifully appointed roons to the shaded porch at the other end of
the house. It was dimand fragrant, with a fine view of the sea. The stout kahuna woman bounced up
and enbraced him kissing himon both cheeks. She wore a royal blue nuunuu and several |eis of
rare tiny golden shells from N ihau. "C oud and Hagen flew in last night from San Franci sco," she
said, indicating the two guests.

Rogi swal | omwed his astoni shnent. "Hey. Nice to see you again."

The fair-haired young man and woman nodded at hi m but renained seated in their rattan chairs,
sipping fromtall tunmblers of iced fruit juice. They were inmaculately attired, she in a snowy
cotton safari suit and hi gh white buckskin noccasins, he in a white Lacoste shirt, white sl acks,
and white Top-Siders. Rogi knew the visitors, all right, but no better than any other nenbers of
the Remillard family did. They were still very reclusive and reticent about their early lives.
Their presence here on Kauai under these peculiar circunstances cane as a considerabl e shock to
the ol d man.

He took a seat at Malanma's urging. On the | ow koawood table was a tray hol di ng an unt ouched
di sh of pupus—Hawai i an snacks—and two beverage pitchers, one half-enpty and one that was full
Pouring fromthe latter, the kahuna offered a glass to Rogi. The drink had a sizabl e percentage of
rum and he gulped it thankfully as he eyed the young people. They were in their early thirties. A
renmote smle touched the lips of Cloud Renmillard as she | ooked out at the sea. Her brother Hagen
was bl ank-faced, naking no pretense of cordiality.

Rogi ventured an awkward attenpt at heartiness. "So the Fam |y CGhost put the armon you two
kids to collaborate in the nemoirs, eh?"

Hagen Remillard's reply was chill and formal, and every aspect of his mnd was inviolably
shi el ded. "We were bespoken by a Lyl m k wearing the usual disenbodi ed head mani festati on. He
ordered us to cone here and talk to you about certain events that took place during our exile in
the Pliocene Epoch."

"That... should be mighty interesting.” Rogi's grin was wary.

"You know that our entire group was debriefed by the Human Polity Science Directorate when we
first came through the tine-gate." Hagen did not neet the old bookseller's eyes. "At that tine we
were instructed not to publicize details of our Pliocene experiences, and we conplied
scrupul ously. Even now, very few people know that the two of us were anobng the returnees."

"It was a relief, having an official excuse to keep quiet about our identities," Coud said.
"We knew that if the public were spared the nore gaudy details of our prehistoric adventures,
there woul d be less |ikelihood of our lives becomng a nmedia circus. In nost of the MIlieu, our
group was just a nine days' wonder. You know. Tine-Travel ers Return! Woop-dee-doo... then on to
the next bit of fast-breaking news. My husband, Kuhal, had a harder time of it, but at |east he's
humanoi d and so he adapted. We've been kept busy doing certain work connected with our conditiona
Uni fication and we've nanaged to live nore or less in peace—until now. "

Hagen said, "The entity who countermanded the Directorate's gag order told us that he was
Atoning Unifex, the head of the MIlieu s Supervisory Body. Cloud and | were properly overawed at
first. But as the Lyl m k spoke to us we both experienced a shocking sense of déja vu. After Unifex
vani shed we were confused-no, we were terrified —and we wondered if we had experienced sone shared
del usi on, a waking nightmare. Not |ong afterward, the Lylmk's orders to us were reconfirned by
the First Magnate of the Human Polity and al so by the I ntendant General of Earth. Both wonen took
sonme pains to tell us what an extraordi nary conmuni cati on we'd been honored with." The young man's
face was sardonic. "That was a considerabl e understatenment.”

"We agreed to come here and talk to you only after it becane evident that we woul d be coerced
if we refused," C oud added. Her voice was | ow pitched, but warm and w thout rancor. "W've had
qui te enough of that already in our lives."

"Did you recogni ze Unifex, then?" Rogi asked softly. "Do you know who he really is?"

"I knew al nost imrediately,” said Coud. "I was always closer to himthan ny brother. The
realization was... shattering. Hagen didn't want to believe it."

"Unifex is Marc Remllard," Rogi said. "Your father."

"Dam him" Hagen exploded to his feet and began striding about the lanai |ike a caged
catanount. "W were so relieved when the tine-gate closed after us and the MIlieu authorities
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obliterated the sitel Coud and | and all the rest of us thought we were finally free. Papa was

trapped six nmillion years in the past along with that madman Ai ken Drum and he coul d never hurt
us again.”
"He never meant to be cruel,” C oud nurnmnured.

Hagen rounded on her. "He never thought of us as thinking, feeling hunan beings at all. W were
not hi ng but subjects in his grand experiment." He turned to Rogi and Mal ama. "Do you know what his
gang of decrepit Rebel survivors called himbehind his back? Abaddon—the Angel of the Abyss! At
the end alnmost all of themrepudiated himand his lunatic plan for Mental Man."

"Papa gave it up, too," Coud insisted. "O he would never have sent us back through the tine-
gate."

Hagen's rage seened suddenly extingui shed, |eaving hopel essness. He slunped back into his
chair. "Now we discover that our father won out after all. Not only did he miracul ously survive
for six mllion years, but somehow he al so managed to transmute hinself into the Overlord of the
Galactic MIlieu! God help us and our children.” He lifted hate-filled eyes to Rogi and Mal ana.
"God help all of you."

"Uni fex atoned," the Hawaiian wonan said serenely. "During all those endless years he tried to
make restitution for his crines. He perfornmed his penance not only in this galaxy but in the other
one—where the Tanu and Firvul ag people came from | know al nost nothing about his Pliocene
activities and his |later acconplishments in Duat, but everything that he's done for the races of
the M1l ky Way has been for the good. He founded the MIlieu and guided it every step of the way.
Thanks to himthere are six coadunate racial Mnds secure in Unity—and thousands nore nearly ready
to join the galactic confederation.”

"Too bad he didn't do a better job shepherding his old hone planet," Hagen said bitterly,
"preventing natural disasters, plagues, fam nes, wars—+to say nothing of the Metapsychic Rebellion
Hs Lylmk self just stood idly by while his earlier self nearly destroyed galactic civilization."

Mal ama only smiled. "The greatest spatiotenporal nodalities are i mutable and the past,
present, and future forma seanl ess whole. It is inmpossible to change history. Unifex acted as he
must act—and yet his actions were and are freely done. Qur own actions are free as well,
contributing to and fornulating the nystery of the G eat Reality."

Hagen gave a scornful laugh. "And 'God's in his heaven and all's right with the world"' ?"

"Per haps," Mal ama said.

They sat in silence for several mnutes. Then Hagen spoke again. "Something's just occurred to
me. The Lylmk race is the closest thing to Mental Man that our gal axy has produced, but it's
decadent and headed for extinction. What do you want to bet that Papa tried to nodify Lylmk
evol ution just as he wanted to nodify ours—and failed!"

Rogi shrugged "Nobody knows a damm thing about Lylmk history."

"Maybe, " the young man continued slowy, "Papa plans to return to his original scheme now that

he's six mllion years wiser after the fact ... and he has his original experinmental subjects back
in hand."
"Don't talk like a fool," Cloud cried out to her brother. "The Galactic Conciliumwould never

pernmt the Mental Man project to be revived-not even by the arch-Lylmk hinself."

"Whul d you bet your life on it?" Hagen shot back at her. "Again?"

"I can think of one sure way you two can help prevent it," Rogi said suddenly, "in the unlikely
event that Hagen's right."

"How?" the brother and sister demanded.

"Tell me all you know about Marc's schene, and I'll publish it in the fourth volune of ny
menoirs. The full story of Mental Man has never conme out. Most of the details of the plan were
suppressed by the Galactic Conciliumsupposedly to preserve the tranquillity and good order of the
Mlieu."

"You were on the brink of the Metapsychic Rebellion then, weren't you?" C oud asked.

"Right. Oficially, the Rebellion was fought to liberate humanity fromthe Mlieu and its
Unity. But the main reason Marc decided to declare war was because he was so pissed off at having
his great dream condemmed. He caused a nonunental uproar when the Mental Man project was
cancel |l ed, charging that the exotic nagnates and their |oyalist hunman confederates were conspiring
to deprive our race of a great genetic breakthrough. He said that the Mlieu was afraid humanity
woul d becone nmentally superior to all the rest of creation, and the only solution was breaking
away, as the Rebel faction had advocated for so long. Alot of normals believed that the Menta
Man project would insure that all their children would grow up to be nmetapsychic operants. But
Marc and his people never did explain to the general public exactly howthis mracle was going to
be acconplished."

"He didn't dare," Hagen nuttered. "They would have | ynched him™"
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Cloud said, "It was years before Hagen and | finally discovered what Papa had pl anned. \Wen our
nmot her found out the truth... well, you know what happened."”

"No, | don't,"” Rogi said. "Not really. Tell nme! Help ne tell the story to the whole Gal actic
Mlieu. That's got to be the reason why you two were sent here to talk to ne. | don't understand
why Unifex doesn't give ne the information hinself, but he nust have his reasons."

"I't was his worst sin," Ml ama Johnson stated in her cal mvoice. "Wrse than | eading the
Rebel lion into violent conflict and causing the deaths of all those people. Deep in his heart,
Marc thought the war against the Galactic Mlieu and its Unity was justified, as his followers
did. But the Mental Man project was quite different. He knew it was wong, and yet he couldn't
resi st the awful el egance of the concept—the opportunity to personally engineer a great |eap
forward in human nental and physical evolution.”

The three others stared at her wordl essly.

"Don't you see, dear grandchildren?" Ml ama spread her hands, enbracing all their minds in huna
healing. "Unifex is too ashanmed to talk about it. Even now "

1
FROM THE MEMO RS OF ROGATI EN REM LLARD

I flew home to New Engl and on auto-vee the next day, sleeping nost of the way with ny cat curled
up beside ne on the rear banquette. Oddly enough, | didn't have bad dreans after the interview
with Marc's son and daughter, for which | suppose |I can thank Ml ama Johnson. God knows, | would
never be able to think of Marc—er the Fanmily Ghost—n the sane way again after the horrors that
poor Cl oud and Hagen disclosed to me back on Kauai

I woke up, feeling fairly decent, as the egg announced that we were nearly home and denanded
further navigational instructions. We traced a leisurely holding pattern 1200 neters above
Hanover, New Hanpshire. It was a |ovely norning and the old college town by the Connecticut River
was at its nost charm ng, spread out below |like a patchwork quilt of bright colors thanks to the
autumm fol i age.

| discovered that | was ravenously hungry. Half a dozen congenial canmpus eateries lay within
strolling distance of ny apartnment, and | had opened ny nmouth to give the command to descend—when
suddenly a conpletely different notion on where to break ny fast occurred to ne.

Sheer serendipity.

Ri ght .

| programmed the aircraft for Vee-flight to Bretton Wods, and a few minutes later we'd whizzed
90 kil oneters northeast and descended into the egg-park area of the old Wite Muntain Resort
Hotel. It crouched at the foot of Munt Washi ngton, a gargantuan white wooden confection with
bright red roofs on its gabled wings and quaint towers. As the rhocraft |anded, | announced nysel f
over the RF comand confirned that the establishnent would be delighted to acconmpdate Citizen
Remi | ard for breakfast.

| opaqued the egg's done for decency's sake, used the facilities, freshened up with a Beard-
W pe, combed ny hair, and donned ny old corduroy jacket. Then | opened a pouch of cat food for
Marcel and thrust himinto his carrier-cage. He bespoke tel epathic indignation as he realized
was about to go off and | eave hi m behind.

"Sorry, old boy. No conpanion aninals allowed in the hotel dining room Od Yankee custom™

Marcel gave a bitter hiss of betrayal as | exited the rhocraft Silly brute. Wen were the
goddam cats going to adnmt that the raison d étre of the human race was not hunble service to

felinity?

| came through the gardens, where chrysanthenunms and dahlias and wi nter pansies still bl ooned,
and anbled into the hotel's main entrance, giving ny nostalgia free rein as | sopped up the
fam | iar Edwardi an anbi ance. | hadn't been here in thirty years, but the old place, beautifully

restored, subtly tricked out now with high-tech innovations to allow year-round operation and
adapted to acconmodat e ot her races besides humanki nd, | ooked al nost exactly as | renmenbered it.
The | obby was crowded with tourists, both human and exotic, many of them preparing to ascend Munt
Washi ngton via the antique cog rail way.

I went out on the veranda, where there was a gorgeous view of the Presidential Range, not yet
touched by snow. The | ower slopes were a blazing nosaic of dark evergreens and gol d- and-scarl et
sugar napl es.

Menories overwhel med me |ike a psychic aval anche. The weddi ng of Jack and Dorot hée had been
hel d here in 2078, and |'d been the ring-bearer and killed a man for the second tine in nmy life.
And in 2082, the last time | had stood on the mountain, ny nephew Denis had been with ne.

Denis. And the other
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But | dared not think of that yet. So | went in and had a fine breakfast, then returned to ny
egg, where Marcel had retaliated against my perfidy in the time-honored catty fashion. | didn't
even bother to chide him only turned on the aircraft's environnental deodorizer full-blast and
flew home. It was tine to begin witing again, with or without the Fam |y CGhost's help.

It was nore than happenstance that brought me back to the Wite Muntain Hot el

In my younger days, before opening the bookshop, | worked at the place as a convention manager
My nephew Denis, who adopted ne as his father figure when ny twin brother Don | et himdown, first
visited the hotel in 1974 when he was seven years old. W rode the snoke-belching cog train to the
summit of Mount Washington together, and it was there that the boy and | first net El ai ne Donovan
and nade the joyous discovery that there were other people on Earth with operant higher m ndpowers
besi des oursel ves.

Fifteen years later, as | attended mass in the Catholic chapel in nearby Bretton Wods, | heard
my wetched brother's tel epathic death-scream Even worse, | experienced Don's |ast burst of
furious hatred for me—and al so, nmysteriously, for hinself. At his funeral | received disquieting

news from Denis, who was then a professor at Dartnouth Coll ege in Hanover and one of the nost
famous met apsychic researchers in the country. My nephew bl amed hi nmsel f for not preventing his
father's death. Denis also told me that Don had been nurdered, and that | nyself was in deadly
danger. He urged me to cone live near himso that he could protect ne and also help ne to attain
my full metapotenti al

| didn't want to | eave the White Mountain Hotel. | had a job that I was good at and thoroughly
enj oyed, and nobody in the place knew | was a metapsychi c operant-—which suited me just dandy. In
the end, however, Denis did convince nme to join him | nmoved to Hanover and becane an antiquari an
booksel l er, sole proprietor of the shop called The El oquent Page; but fromthen on the
rel ati onshi p between Denis and me was nore anbi guous and troubling.

I loved ny foster son dearly. But deep in ny heart | was afraid of himand his trenendous
m ndpowers—as | was al so afraid of ny own netafunctions. The fear was entirely irrational, rooted
deep in nmy unconscious, and | never have nmanaged to shake free of it

Li ke many geniuses, Denis Renm|lard was a nman of unexceptional appearance. He was fair and
slightly built, with a manner that seened gentle and sel f-effaci ng—dnl ess you happened to | ook
directly into his electric blue eyes and feel the strength of the coercive power |urking there.
Wher eupon you nmi ght be excused for thinking that your skel eton had suddenly |iquefied and seeped
out through your paralyzed toes.

Denis's intellectual achi evenents were even nore prodigious man his metapsychic talents. Hs
research earned hima Nobel Prize in psychiatric nedicine, and his books and nonographs are
classics, still highly respected thirty years after his death. As is Denis hinself.

The 2013 Congress on Metapsychol ogy was held at the White Mountain Hotel at his instigation
and its fateful climax was largely his doing. Pronminent netas came to New Hanpshire fromall over
the world for what was supposed to be their |ast annual convocation. They were a bel eaguered
mnority in those early days of the twenty-first century, weary of being assailed and
m sunder stood by hostile normals, discouraged by the apparent inability of our race to live
together in peace and fellowship, but still hopeful that they m ght sonehow be able to use their
hi gher m ndpowers for the good of all hunmanity.

On the last night of the Congress, the operants were scheduled to dine at the spectacul ar
Sunmit Chal et atop Mount Washington... and there they were al so supposed to die. Ot her historians
in addition to nyself have told how the operant madman Ki eran O Connor conspired with Denis's
younger brother Victor to nmurder the Congress del egates. The failure of the plot has been ascribed
by sone people to fortuitous coinci dence—by others to the aggressive use of netaconcerted
m ndpower by nunmbers of the del egates under attack

In these nmenoirs, | have told what actually happened. Sonme of the besieged operants did use
their m ndpowers as weapons. But then, rallied by Denis, they resisted the tenptation to strike
back nentally at their enemies. It was Denis who integrated their nminds—and the ninds of countless
ot her human bei ngs of good will, both operant and nonoperant—nto a benevol ent nental alliance
that extended worl dwi de. That uni que, |oving metaconcert, foreshadowi ng the greater one forged by
Jack and Dorothée in 2083, lasted only for a few nonments. But it was sufficient.

The planet Earth had shown the watching Mlieu that its immature, quarrel sone M nd was worth
saving. The sky above Munt Washi ngt on—and above every major popul ation center in the world—filled
with exotic starships, and the human race was inducted willy-nilly into a galactic confederation.

| also had a hand in it, and so did a certain Lylm k. But the Great Intervention would never
have happened w thout my nephew Deni s
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Et mamintenant la |l econ touche a sa fin.

2
HANOVER, NEW HAMPSHI RE, EARTH
2 FEBRUARY 2078

The rudal m conposer Mul Mul Ziml landed its rhocraft across the street from The El oquent Page
bookshop, clinbed out, and stood in the snow for sone time absorbing the local telluric aura and
giggling in unashanmed rapture at the heady stinulation of it all. Earth in winter! The veritable
heart-nest of the Remillard clan! It was ininmtable. Sublime. Very nearly inenarrable!

The hermaphroditic exotic had feared that Rogatien Rem|lard' s place of work and residence
woul d have been tarted up and noderni zed by now, sixty-five years after the Geat Intervention
But no—there the exquisite old three-storey building stood, Federal -style clapboards gleanm ng in
t he thickening snowfall, w ndows cheerily alight (the upper ones had green shutters), and sl oping
metal roof softly blanketed. So evocative. So human! One might readily conpose a worthy rudal mon
this enchanting scene alone. (But, alas, if one expected to sell the work to the lucrative Human
Polity market as well as to one's own, nore aesthetically sensitive G race, the leitnotif
requi red nore interspecies appeal and pizzazz.)

The planet's sun had | ong since set. Increasing nunbers of crystalline flakes danced in the
frigid atnmosphere, glistening as they drifted through the beans of streetlights and the headl anps
of passing groundcars. Melting grids were working full tilt to keep the sidewal ks and streets
clear for pedestrians and vehicles, but fresh snow was already thick on the bare branches of the
trees and ot her unheated surfaces. It lay nine cents deep on the little patch of frozen lawn in
front of the bookshop and whitened the concrete footing and the evergreen shrubs around the
building's central vestibule steps.

The G nusician's tall quasi-avian body was clad in a rented environmental suit, and its
enormous yel |l ow eyes peered out through a transparent protective visor. The creature found the
noct urnal townscape to be al nost unbearably ravishing, especially when savored through the
pl a' akst sensory circuit, but it now began to shiver and feel incipient chilblains inits feet and
hypersensitive external genitalia. Turning up the suit's thernostat didn't seemto help.

Rel uctantly, the G decided it had accunul ated enough outdoor inmagery. It was tine to get on with
the interview and the full-sensory extraction

Mul Mul  Zimd tripped off heedlessly across Main Street, only barely managi ng to dodge a
scanner | ess, aged groundcar full of Dartnouth students that skidded on the wet pavenent trying to
avoid it. The reversed turbine whined and a horn blared furiously. The near-di saster had been
entirely the G's own fault and it prayed forgiveness fromthe Cosmic Al as it scranbled clunsily
onto the opposite sidewal k. Fortunately, the human occupants of the vehicle weren't netapsychic
operants, so Mul Mul's excruciating telepathic cry of terror had not distressed them unnecessarily.

The door of the bookshop opened and an operant human nal e peered out, broadcasting enanations
of anxiety. "God! Are you all right?"

"Quite safe, quite safe,"” the G fluted. "How kind of you to inquire! It was so silly of ne not
to calculate the velocity of the approaching vehicle before attenpting to cross the street, but
I'd forgotten how fast you Earthlings drive."

"Well, cone inside before we both freeze our bizounes off," the man said rather tetchily. "I
suppose you're the one Dorothée said was com ng."

"Yes, the Dirigent nost kindly—' The G broke off, did a double take, and shrieked in delight.
"I't's you! Uncle Rogi!"

The booksel |l er sighed and shut the door behind the exotic visitor. "That's what everybody in
town calls nme. You mght as well, too. Take off your things and cone sit by the stove with nme and
my buddy. Tell us about this opera or whatever it is you're witing."

An antique cast-iron heating device and several chairs occupi ed one corner of the bookshop
There were also reading lanps and a snall table with a coffee-naki ng machi ne. Anot her mal e human
weakly metapsychic like Rogi, was sitting there quaffing froma nug. H s mnd-tone was am abl e and
a species of small donestic animal rested on his I|ap.

Mul Mul hesitated. "You' re sure you won't mnd if | divest?

Sone Earthlings feel unconfortable in the presence of unclothed nmenbers of ny race.”

The booksell er laughed. "Hell, no. Go right ahead. Me and Kyl e need nore than a buck-nekkid G
to shock us. Just hang your suit on the clothes-tree there and kick off your boots. | know you
folks can't abide coffee, so I'mgoing to nake you a hot toddy. You |look |like you need one."

Rogi went off to the back of the shop and Mul Mul shyly undressed, shaking out its conpressed
filoplumage and untangling its testicular peduncles and accessory nanm ||l ae. "The rental agent at
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Anticosti Starport assured nme that this garnment would keep ne confortable in the col dest weather,”
the G remarked, "but | fear it may be defective. My toes have turned quite blue with cold and
just look at ny poor phallus.”

The second man seenmed to choke slightly on his drink, but he recovered quickly and gave a
synpat hetic nod. He was a robust specinmen with abundant brown hair and a ruddy conpl exion. "Aweel
now, Citizen, that's truly a scandal. The stuff they hire out these days just can't be trusted.
You be sure to raise a stink when you return it and likely they'Il cancel the fee."

"Ch, 1'd never dream of conplaining!"

"By dam, of course you will," Rogi said, returning with a steanm ng cup, which he thrust into
the G's el ongated, near-hunanoid hands. "Wen on Earth, you gotta do as the locals do. Stick up
for your rights! Sit down there now and toast your tootsies and let's get on with whatever it is

you want fromne. |I'mplanning to close the shop early because of the snow... Ch, by the way, this
is my old friend Kyl e Macdonal d. You won't mind if he sits in?"
"Not at all!"™ MulMul Ziml burbled. "The Dirigent's grandfather! What a signal honor to nake

your acquai ntance." The exotic flopped into the indicated chair and extended its |arge four-toed
feet toward the stove. What a relief it was to be warmagain! And the hot drink was truly

delightful, its generous al coholic content enhanced with butterfat and a | arge hel ping of naple
sugar. The G expressed its gratitude after belatedly introducing itself.
"As Dirigent Macdonal d may have explained, | ama conmposer. My specialty is the rudal ma

musi cal artformthat some critics have called a cantata virtuale. Recently, rudal ma have enjoyed
consi derabl e favor among human mnusic-1overs. They are not true operatic works, but rather full-
sensory inpressions of a significant event or scene, virtually realized for operant attendees,
acconpanied by a G choir."

"And you' re doing the deliverance of Cal edonia," Rogi said.

"Precisely! The inherent excitenent of the event—together with the participation of
di stingui shed bei ngs such as Jon and Marc Renillard-rake it what you humans deema 'natural' for
both G and human audi ences. "

"My granddaughter Dorrie and a few other folk had a wee hand in saving Callie, too," Kyle
Macdonal d put in, flashing a chilly snmle

"Yes, of course! Ch, dear—+ didn't nean to inply otherwi se. Most especially since Dirigent
Dor ot hea Macdonal d and the Cal edoni an geophysi cal team have been so cooperative in sharing their
own nenorecall of the averted catastrophe. Unfortunately, |'ve been unable to secure the nmenories
of Jon or Marc Remillard. They seemto be occupied with other affairs just now. The Dirigent
suggested that | cone to you instead, Uncle Rogi, since you were there during the incident and you
enj oy such a close rapport with the heroic Remllard brothers."

"Um " The ol d booksell er | ooked dubi ous.

"What a singular challenge it must have been!" the hermaphrodite carol ed. "Using netaconcerted
m ndpower to defuse an ascendi ng magmatic plume that threatened to destroy the col ony!"

"Not a plune," said Rogi. "A diatrenme. Different kinda thing. Wth plunes, you don't get
di anonds in the eruption.”

The G's huge eyes glazed in ecstasy. "And what a clinax that fantastic shower of gens wil
provide in virtual experience! |'ve viewed the nedia recordings of the event, of course, but you
were a sensory w tness—

Rogi shook his head. "Only viewed the bl owout on nonitor equi pnent in the observers' bunker
Still, it was quite a show "

"If you would consent to share your inpressions, you' |l provide invaluable input on the entire
sequence of events. The Dirigent said that you did witness Marc Renmillard's arrival on Cal edoni a,
and you al so persuaded himto intervene in the geophysical operation. That occasion is crucial to
t he exposition of ny work."

The G took sonething snmall fromits feathered arnpit orifice and held it out to Rogi. The
devi ce | ooked sonmething |ike a badm nton shuttlecock with a narrow, spongy tip. "This full-sensory
extractor will absorb your perceptions of the entire episode in short order. The process is quite
painless. All we do is insert the soft end into your ear, and | ask you questi ons—

"Now, just a dammed minute, you!" Rogi barked, starting up fromhis seat. "Nobody m nd-probes

me. Nobody!"
The G fell back in confusion. "But—=
"You won't coerce ne, either! | can put up a damm strong nind-shield if | have to. And | don't

care if Dorothée sent you or not. To hell with this virtual operetta, or whatever it is, if it
means fucking around in ny brainpan!"”

The hypersensitive exotic uttered a heart-w enching soprano wail and sank slowy to the floor
in a dishevel ed heap of plunage and quivering prinmary and secondary sexual organs. "I never
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meant... | never intended ... Oh, forgive ne!" The nel odi ous voi ce coarsened to a rasp, the saucer
eyes rolled up into the G's head, and it swooned away.

"Now you' ve done it, you great clumsy gowk." Kyle Macdonal d dunped the cat Marcel fromhis |ap
and knelt beside the collapsed exotic. Unable to locate any of the G's hearts in the mass of
fluffy body feathers, nipples, and ovarian externalia, he felt for a pulse in its stringy neck
"Coul d y' not have been nore tactful? The big birdies are ower delicate things! Sonetines they drop
dead just to enphasize a point."

"Aw, shit." The di smayed booksel |l er hel ped his Scottish friend Iift the G into a chair. Its
eyelids were beginning to flutter. "I didn't nean to hurt its feelings. But dammitall, | don't
even |l et nenbers of ny own fanm |y past ny m ndscreen nowadays. "

"It wasn't going to probe, ye steamin' nit. Yon wee gadget just records nenories as a nman
thinks "em There's no ferreting or forcing as with mechanical nind-sifters ... Ust! | think the
critter's conming round.”

"Hey, I'mreally sorry about that,"
you for a | oop."

Mul Mul Ziml opened its eyes and managed a tremulous smle. "You are quite bl anel ess, dear Uncle
Rogi. W G have a psyche that is unfortunately a trifle fragile. One does realize objectively
that overly enphatic discourse is comopnpl ace anong humans and not necessarily charged with norta
hostility, but—=

"I msunderstood you," Rogi said. He retrieved the fallen full-sensory extractor. "I'Il be glad
to do what you want if you promise to stick to matters concerning the diatreme.” He gestured to
Kyle. "My friend will nake sure that your nenory requests are on the up-and-up. Okay?"

"Excellent!" The G bounced to its feet, mraculously recovered. Its pseudomanmary areol ae,
whi ch had gone waxy pale when it fainted, engorged to an enthusiastic cerise and its intromttent
organ becane tunescent with anticipatory joy. "Just relax in your chair—splendid! Let nme help you
with the extractor. Now, as | announce successive events, just close your eyes and try to relive
thembriefly in a daydream Don't worry about the details—the device will capture them Ready?"

"l guess."” Rogi's expression was resigned.

"Now " The G crouched in front of Rogi and spoke with soft coercion. Kyle Macdonal d, grinning
fiendishly in the background, made twi ddling notions with his fingers, parodying a synphonic
conductor. "Think about when you and Jon Renillard first |anded on Cal edonia and | earned details
of the imm nent seismic peril to that planet."

Rogi said to the exotic conposer. "I didn't nean to knock

"Wake up, old son," said Kyle. "It's all over and your fine feathered friend is gone, floating
on cloud nine. It pronised to send you a special presentation fleck of the rudal mjust as soon as
the thing is produced.”

Rogi groaned and stretched. "Putain! Wit till | get ny hands on that chit Dorothée, siccing
that oversexed turkey on nme ... Look at that rug! It was just back fromthe cleaners.”

"Cch, don't be such a cranky old fart. So the G did get a wee bit transported. The nusic the
birdies make is glorious and their virtual vision's unique. Fascinating the way they nanage to put
an erotic luster on everything. | can hardly wait to see what they do with the Callie dianond
shower . "

"Three guesses.” Gunpily, Rogi rolled up the rag rug with its fluorescent pink cumstain. "For
God' s sake, Kyle, grow up. Virtual-reality porn was old hat before you were even born."

"The G rudalma are nothing like that. No tickle-suits or buzz-hats or other paraphernalia.
caught a show once on Zugmipl with Masha. Very tasteful and all done through the unencunbered
m nd. "

Rogi grunted dism ssively and peered out the bookshop wi ndow at the thickening snow "That G
didn't... try anything funny with ny other nenories when it was rooting around in nme, did it?"

"Nary a bit. | stood by every mnute guarding your nental integrity. The only nmenories it
called up were the ones relevant to the diatreme. Wiat're you fashed about, anyhow? Who'd give a
rat's ass about the rubbish in your skull?"

"You' d be surprised,"” Rogi said darkly.

"Nobody cares if you're a Rebel. Any nore than anybody cares that | wite my little fantasy
novel s pissing in the eye of the Mlieu. W're small fry, |addie, beneath the notice of the

Magi stratum and the Concilium O... is it the Fury thing that's got your knickers in a tw st?"

Rogi whirled around and seized the |lapels of the Scotsman's rough tweed jacket. "Now you listen
to ne, haggis-breath! | was shitfaced | ast week when | bl abbed to you about that. You gotta swear
you'll never tell a soul!"

Kyl e Macdonal d's eyes shifted. "Turn nme | oose, nan. Are you daft? You and your fewkin'
skeletons in the famly closet."
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Rogi let go of his friend, but he spoke quietly now and in deadly earnest. "I betrayed a famly
confidence when | shot ny nouth off to you about Fury. The Gal actic Magi stratum knows all about
the bastard—ncluding the fact that it's probably one of the Remillard Dynasty—and so do the
Lyl mi k Supervisors. But they've sealed the evidence of the crines and intend to keep qui et about
themto save the reputations of the Renillard nmagnates."

"And | say that's a sin and a scandal! Wy the cover-up?"

"They want Paul and Anne and the other strong pro-Unity menbers of the fanmily to remain in
of fice."

"Ch, aye?" Kyle plucked his winter coat fromthe clothes-tree and shrugged into it. "I don't
see why we shouldn't put a spoke in their loyalist wheels and give a leg up to our Rebel cause.

"Don't talk like a sinplistic asshole. If word gets out that an unknown Renillard is a
murdering nutcase, all the family will be discredited—Rebels and |oyalists alike. Even Jack and
Marc. There'd be the nother of all flaming flaps."”

Kyle |l eered. "And maybe that'd be all for the good, watching your hot-shit relatives scatter
Ii ke cockroaches when you turn the kitchen light on!"

"You know it wouldn't," Rogi said quietly. "A scandal of that nagnitude touching the Renillards
m ght turn the exotic races against hunanity as a whole. They might kick us out of the
Conci |l i um-er even out of the Galactic Mlieu."

"Speed the day!" Kyle chortl ed.

"Be serious. Throwi ng the Human Polity into turnoil over a Remillard scandal won't hel p our
cause. The Rebel magnates have to persuade other top human minds that the anti-Unity position is
morally valid and logical. We can't win this fight with only normals and | ow powered heads |ike
you and me. W need the real |ongbrains on our side—the Rem |l|ards, goddammit, with their
reputations intact! W need Marc. W need Jack. W need the First Magnate and the |oyalist nenbers
of the Dynasty."

"Some hope you have of converting that lot. Marc doesn't give a flying fewk about Unity, and
the Il oyalist nmenbers of your fanmily are adamant in favor."

"Now they are. But given tine, who can say? W' ve got Adrien and Sevvy already, and there's a
strong chance that Catherine is leaning in our direction, too. Just ask Masha."

"Arrr." Kyle growed in disgust "Her nibs and ne aren't speaking this week." He pulled a heavy
wool tam o' -shanter down over his ears and haul ed on a pair of gloves. "You want to cone al ong
with me to the Sap Bucket for a wee dramor five or six?"

"Kyle. This is inmportant. WII| you keep quiet about the Fury thing?"

The Scotsman flung up his arns. "Ch, losh, I'll be keeping your bl oody secret, | suppose. Not
to save the skins of the high-and-m ghty Rem|lard Dynasty, nmind, but for ny granddaughter
Dor ot hea's sake. The poor |ass has enough on her plate already, saying she'll nmarry that freak of

a Jack the Bodiless."

"It's especially inportant that no whiff of this gets to Davy MacG egor."

Kyl e was nonpl ussed. "VWhy? What's the Earth Dirigent got to do with a potential scandal in the
Gal actic Conciliun®"

"Davy has a personal vendetta against Fury and its creature, Hydra. They killed his wife back
in 2051. Her death seemed to be suicide and the Magi stratum di dn't di sabuse the public, but
MacG egor knew the truth—and he also knew that a Renillard was probably responsible. The Lyl mk
forced himto butt out. He's only stayed off our case because he thinks Fury and Hydra have been
dormant since then. But if he found out about the other killings and the attacks on Dor ot hée
there'd be the devil to pay. The famly doesn't think the Lyl m k would risk another grand-scale
whi t ewash. Too many exotic nenbers of the Conciliumwere opposed to Earth joining the Mlieu in
the first place."”

Kyl e gave a solem wink. "And they were quite right about us disreputable humans, weren't they?
I"1'l bid you good evening, then. And be sure to keep a sharp eye out for things that go bunmp in
the ni ght"

The bookshop's little door-chinme rang and Kyl e Macdonal d sl ouched away into the storm

"Ah, chite de nerde." Rogi heaved a sigh. Kyle would probably keep his word. And in a few
nmont hs, when Ti-Jean and Dorothée tied the knot, the rejuvenated old Scotsnan would be an honorary
part of the Remllard clan, too, with a stronger notive for keeping his trap shut.

Locki ng the door, Rogi programmed its little sign to read CLOSED. Marcel, the Mine Coon cat,
canme paddi ng out from anong the bookshel ves and suggested telepathically that the two of them
retire to their cosy upstairs apartnent and eat.

"Pretty soon, Greedyguts," the bookseller said, flicking off the lights in the front of the
shop. "I still have a little work to do sorting out the last of the stuff that cane in while | was
of f gallivanting on Cal edonia."
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He went to the back room and worked for nore than an hour, unpacking the newly arrived copies
of rare old science-fiction and fantasy books that were the stock in trade of The El oquent Page
bookshop. Some choice itens had shown up in response to his circulated want-list: Several R A
Laf ferty paperbacks in good condition, a first of Hugo Gernsback's Ral ph 124C41+, a fine set of
M chael Morcock's Jerry Cornelius novels in the original British edition, and an excell ent
Fl owers for Al gernon by Daniel Keyes. He smiled and laid themout carefully on the worktable. Best
of all, a New York deal er had managed to find nint copies of the 1943 Knopf edition of Donovan's
Brain by Curt Siodmak and the 1946 Viking edition of Franz Werfel's Star of the Unborn. Along with
a pair of bookends of polished New Hanpshire granite, those two evocative volunes would be his
weddi ng presents to Ti-Jean and Dor ot hée.

Marcel uttered a chirping cry and projected urgent vibes—and at the sanme nonent soneone began
to rap loudly on the front door. Rogi |ooked up in annoyance and decided to ignore the
interruption; but the caller, a powerful netapsychic operant, was not to be denied:

Uncl eRogi | knowou' rethere LETMEIN | rmust talk to you.

He reached out with his seekersense, recogni zed the person standing outside in the blizzard,
and said: I'll be dammed!

Wth the cat galloping ahead, he hurried to the front of the shop and unl ocked the door. A tall
figure swathed from head to heels in a hooded gray wool en cape canme in, stanping slush from her
boots. The storm was overwhel ming the capacity of the sidewal k nmelting grids.

"Anni e! What in God's nane are you doing out on a night like this? | thought you were still in
Concilium Orb. ™

"So do the other nenbers of the family." The Reverend Anne Remillard, S.J., took off her cape
and shook it over the entry mat. "I just egged in from Kourou Starport and |'m here on Earth for
only one reason: to talk to you. But first, |I'mstarving and desperately in need of a drink."

"Why, sure—but howzabout | tell Denis and Lucille that you' ve arrived? Wth a little luck, we
can nip around the corner and have a really decent dinner at their place. Al | got is leftovers
was pl anning to nuke."

"I+ don't want to see Papa tonight." Anne's voice broke and Rogi saw to his amazenent that
there were tears in her eyes. Her mind was unassailable. "He's the one | nust talk to you about
And you'd better brace yourself for bad news."

"Let's go upstairs to nmy apartment, then," Rogi said gravely. "lIs Denis ill?"
"I'n a manner of speaking." The tears vani shed and Anne's fine-boned face, alnbst gaunt in the
shadows of the darkened shop, becane a grimmask. "I'mstill not absolutely certain about this,

but I think Papa is suffering froma dissociative nental disorder.™

"What in Christ's nane is that?"

"In laynen's terns, a split personality. | nay be mistaken." | hope to God | amyou're the only
one | dare talk to about this—

"Annie, will you stop beating around the bush and tell ne?"

"Denis is Fury," she said.

3

SEATTLE METRO, ORCAS | SLAND, EARTH
2 FEBRUARY 2078

When he knew it was hopel ess, when his sl eep-deprived body was beyond netaredacti on and his
paramount mnd stunbl ed and fl agged despite the utnost self-coercive press, he reluctantly set the
anal ysis aside and took off for hone.

The weather was terrible. Awinter stormw th near-hurricane-force w nds pounded Puget Sound
and the Strait of Juan de Fuca, raising nountai nous waves, closing the submarine tubeways,
suspendi ng skimferry service, and clearing Seattle Metro's | ower airways of all but the nost
powerful private rhocraft. Hi s big black Lear-Hawkins | aughed at atnospheric turbul ence and
ordinarily he would have enjoyed free-flying through the raging night Instead he programed the
egg to fly to Orcas Island on full auto. He had | abored for over eighty hours without a break in
the crucial systens conpatibility analysis and he was exhausted to the point of collapse.

Weakling nortal immortal!

Too tired to do the remaining four or five hours of work that woul d have conpl eted the job. Too
tired to pilot his rhocraft on nmanual a nmere 170 kil oneters from CEREMto his hone in the San Juan
Islands. Too tired to keep vagrant thoughts and nenories from plaguing and distracting him

Jack, the lucky bastard, wouldn't have succunbed to sinple fatigue so readily. He could stay
wi de awake for weeks on end if necessary, living on photons of |ight and the occasi onal PK
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condensat e of atnospheric nol ecul es and fucki ng dust-bunni es.

And to think that | once felt sorry for himpoor little brother poor grotesque mutant genius..

I f Jack had been here to help, the knotty brainstem adaptation problemthat had frustrated and
infuriated hi mwoul d al ready have been either validated or deep-sixed, the Keogh proposal judged

GO or NO-GO. But ever since the Science Directorate inquiry into the Cal edonian incident, Jack
had disclainmed interest in cerebroenergetic enhancenent technology. Al he seened to care about
was nmeddling in galactic politics, pronoting Unity, and nooning over his bizarre |love affair with
Dor ot hea Macdonal d. Jack squandered his unique life on irrel evancies, while the inmportant work he
had once shared with his el der brother went beggi ng.

Jack is a fool. He doesn't appreciate how special he is how | ucky how superior to ordinary
humans he has no drive no fire no élan his vision is nediocre puerile fribbling. It should have
been me God WHY couldn't it have been ne ?

The full-body CE rig would be a step in the right direction—f he could only build it. If he
could verify that the E18 SI ECOVMEX system was conpatible with the arcane cerebellar/stemunit of
the Keogh design. Four nore hours of work with the simulator and he'd know whet her or not he would
finally be able to lay his betraying flesh aside, setting his netacreativity free to achieve its
ultimte magnification

Finally free! Free as Jack the Bodiless free as a Lylnm k free as an angel... if the
reactionaries don't hamstring ne.
The ethics of artificially enhanced m ndpowers still deeply perturbed the other five races of

the Galactic MIlieu. Fromthe very beginning of CE research the exotic nmenbers had expressed
strong reservations about any form of brain-boosting—an unprecedented human scientific innovation
H s own work, involving the creative netafaculty, was even nore suspect in exotic eyes than
anplification of the other higher m ndpowers "because of the potential for abuse."

THEY said. Liars! But the inquiry had caught them out forced themto confess the real reason
for their opposition.

The spectacul ar triunph of the CE-equi pped geophysical teamon the Scottish planet |ast
Novenber had finally drawn the debate fromthe cloistered Conciliuminto the public arena of
humani ty. Nunbers of other Earth col onies besides Cal edonia were at risk fromseismc disaster
and those worlds, sone settled for over fifty years, could not readily be abandoned wi t hout
wr eaki ng enornous hardship. Now, with a CE renedy to crustal instability at hand, any attenpt to
outl aw t he new technol ogy woul d cause an uproar anmong humanity.

The cat is out of the bag and we're not putting it back just to soothe the vague qual ms of
j eal ous exoti cs.

All the sane, it was galling that he m ght have to keep the new full-body rig secret in order
to forestall any renewed onslaught from the hand-wingers. Wo lately included both Jack and the
Fi rst Magnate of the Human Polity.

I mght have known Papa woul d oppose nme. He has a vested interest in appeasing the exotics. But
Jack—t

I medi ately after the successful CE nodification of the Cal edonian diatrenme, the Human Polity
Science Directorate convened an inquiry intended to quell exotic msgivings. CEREM s Chi ef
Qperating Oficer, Shigeru Morita, testified that the nost powerful brain-boosting device, the E18
hel met, could be utilized only by highly trained grandnasterclass netapsychic operants. It went
wi t hout saying that the Mlieu' s careful training and nonitoring of all such gifted individuals
shoul d preclude any possibility of reckless or even crimnal activity among them The knottier
question of whether high-end CE presented an unacceptabl e hazard to the operators remai ned open
There were certainly grave personal risks; but they seemed to be at an acceptable | evel conpared
to the benefits derived. Even the Dirigent of Cal edonia, who had nearly lost her life in the
di at renme operation, concurred on that point

A majority of the Science Directors had been prepared to give netacreative CE their unqualified
stanmp of approval —antil fresh opposition surfaced froman unexpected direction. The First Magnate
of the Human Polity entered the dispute (as was his right, ex officio) and testified to the rea
reason behind exotic apprehensi ons about CE

The nonhunman races of the Galactic MIlieu feared that any kind of cerebroenergetic enhancenent
woul d skew the evolution of the human racial Mnd, nmaking it inconpatible with Unity, the
coadunate nmental state that formed the very foundation of the benevol ent gal actic confederation

Unity! That dammed béte noire..

The exotics' thesis was totally inprovable. But it had i npressed many of the Science
Di rect ors—ncl udi ng Jack, who was al so a nenber of the Panpolity Directorate for Unity. By a scant
three-vote margin, the Directorate decided that the E18 CE hel nets and other, |ess powerful m nd-
enhancers might continue in use without restriction. But the Directors al so overwhel mingly
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endorsed a notion calling for a floor debate at the next Concilium session, proposing a noratorium
on further metacreative CE research. Paul Renmillard, the First Magnate of the Human Polity, and
his son Jon went on record favoring the noratorium

| mbecil es! Creative CE had proven its vital inportance. Could the sanme be said for Unity?

Thus far, the Mlieu had failed even to define the Unity concept satisfactorily, and it
remai ned a troubling abstraction to the majority of the human race. The nonhunan races had not yet
made an outright declaration that an unUnified humanity woul d be expelled fromthe gal actic
confederation; but MIieu-loyalist humans feared that such an announcenment would inevitably come
as the human population attained its critical "coadunate nunber" of ten billion, sonetine in the
m d- Ei ght i es.

They can't expel us and put us in sone galactic quarantine it's too late we're too strong for
them why can't the damed exotics accept that?

But they wouldn't. So while Mlieu scholars redoubled their efforts to denonstrate Unity's
potential benefits to humanity, the Rebel faction of the Human Polity viewed with alarmthe
potential |oss of human nmental autonony Unity mght entail, and spoke nore and nore openly of a
draconi an solution to the controversy. And pro-Unity human Magnates of the Conciliumwaffled and
weasel ed.

A parlianment of asshol es!

At this critical time, the human Mlieu |l oyalists would do anything to forestall a prenmature
Conci |l ium debate on Unity. Hi's own CE research would nerely be an incidental casualty in the
Uni fication battle.

Damm t hem danm them DAWMN THEM | ' ve got to find a way to shoot down the research noratoriumthey
can't be allowed to stop nme now not now when—

Exotic opposition to CE had been sonmewhat aneliorated by the general belief that the E18 hel net
represented the upper limt of creative brain-boosting technol ogy. Enhancenent of the creative
met af acul ty rmuch beyond the 300X factor yielded by the E18s was supposedly inpossibl e because of
natural constraints inposed by the human conditi on. Above 300X, the energized brain in creative
nmode was quite capable of incinerating the operator's body.

But the MIlieu was wong about 300X CE being the ultinmate creative boost for netapsychic
humanity. It was nerely the upper linmt for hel net-based CE design. The way to circunvent the
barrier was obvious: dissociate the energized brain during mental enhancenent by freezing every
body part except the self-fortified cerebral cortex to near absolute zero. A full-body CE rig
woul d simul taneously protect the operator's extraneous flesh and bone and turn theminto usefu
superconduct ors of nental energies.

Jackf or m ng.

It went without saying that this radical new concept, already in the planning stage at CEREM
when the Cal edoni an i nquiry was convened, would be anathena in excelsis to the exotic magnates.
They woul d pressure their hunman col |l eagues to vote the noratorium

Let themtry.

The notion that he should back off fromthis crucially inportant work in order to reassure
exotic msgivings about human nental evolution was not only ridiculous, it was also contrary to
the very phil osophy of science. The human race had a right to achieve its nmaxi mum nment al
potenti al .

And so do I'!

The artificial enhancement of creative brai npower was no nmore i moral than the augmentation of
human muscl es by | evers and ot her machi nes. Wien they were backed into a corner, the exotics would
have to give in—er finally admt that their Unified ninds were afraid of human nental superiority.

I'"lI'l continue research on the full-body rig and in time |I'll denobnstrate its practicality in
sone overwhel ning fashion and they won't dare to suppress it.

The radi cal new technol ogy had had a difficult birth.

H s CEREM organi zati on included no workers who were expert in the advanced cryonics needed for
the revolutionary design. And so Jeffrey Steinbrenner, his Director of Bionics, had suggested that
they secretly approach Dierdre and Diarm d Keogh, the shining Iights of Du Pont's Cryotechnol ogy
Di vi sion. Overcomi ng his personal distaste for the eccentric lifestyle of the talented pair, he
had requested a private feasibility consultation at an astronomical fee. In a surprisingly short
time the brother and sister presented CEREMwith a credi ble "barber-chair" full-body CE rig
proposal that was everything he had ever dreant of.

Provided that it could be nade conpatible with the operating system of the E18.

He thought it could. So did Jordan Kramer and Gerrit Van Wk, the hotshot psychophysicists he
had | ured away from Canbri dge University, who had helped himto nodify the SIECOVEX system for the
ultra brain-booster. Steinbrenner, a brilliant neurologist as well as a specialist in bionics, had
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been [ ess certain of success.

But |I'mcertain now.

Because of the need for perfect security he was doing the systems conpatibility analysis
hinself. Shortly before fatigue cut short the marathon sinulation session, his efforts finally
seenmed to be pointing to a positive resolution

The full-body CE rig would be built and he woul d use it.

And nobody is going to stop ne—not Jack, not the First Magnate, not the Science Directorate,
not the whole Gl acticMIlieu..

He was home. The doors of the subterranean egg-bay opened, a wel com ng haven of |ight on O cas
Island's western flank. The rhocraft docked and he haul ed his aching frane out and trudged to the
lift.

Perhaps if ny body wasn't so dammed big it would require | ess sleep.

But he was 196 cents tall and weighed nore man a hundred kil os, having inherited the massive
franme of sone ancestral French-Canadi an voyageur. In the North Wods of the eighteenth or
ni neteenth century his powerful nuscles, big hands, and bull neck would have given hima deci ded
survival advantage; in the Galactic MIlieu, A D. 2078, a heroic body was very nearly an
enbar rassi ng anachroni sm

The el evator door opened on the second fl oor and he stepped out. H's inposing nultil evel ed
house, built of cedar and native stone, was mai ntai ned by a single nonoperant houseman naned
Thierry Lachine, assisted by an extensive array of donestic robotics. Thierry had |ong since
retired and the prenises were silent except for the nmuted tunult of the stormoutside. There was a
spectacul ar view of the San Juans and Vancouver Island fromthe glass-walled corridor leading to
hi s bedroom but he |l acked the energy to exert his farsight and bani sh the darkness.

Sleep. All | want to do is sleep

He was so fatigued that the thought of food was repellent, but he knew he required nourishnent.
Yielding to a nostal gic inpulse, he called up fromthe bedroom snack unit a fortified version of
G andmere Lucille's favorite Franco-American confort food, remenbered fromhis early chil dhood:
Habi t ant pea soup, thick and gol den and aromatic. He downed it uncerenoniously, drinking fromthe
bow , then stripped off his clothes and fell into bed naked. Exhausted as he was, his nental and
physi cal safeguards remai ned adamantly in place. No one could harm himwhile he slept

He had nmade certain of that.

<My dear Marc. >

So it's you again.

<I"'msurprised that you renmenber ne.>

| don't... when I'm awake. | thought you were |ong gone. Go away!

<Not yet. W nust talk.>

No. You're full of the nobst incredible shit you' re a REMsl eep dream | don't want to listen to
you | don't have to—

<That's true. But | think that you will listen just as you always do. | have nore suggestions
that you'll find valuable.>

| doubt it dammed sex-obsessed di ckhead.

<lronic laughter. Now you're tal king about yourself not ne!>

|'ve abolished nmy sexual urges. They're an irrational distraction. Useless.

< You still dreamof her [inmage] allow her to enter your nmind and when you wake up.. .>

... I can't help that. No one can control dreans. Especially wet ones.

<It's nothing to be ashanmed of. Your dreams are synptons of your need. You think you' ve
nul lified your sexuality but it's merely suppressed ready to erupt when you | east expect it. Wat
you have done to yourself is psychol ogically danmagi ng. And dangerous. >

Bul  shit. Human bei ngs have practiced celibacy sublimted sex in favor of a greater good for
ages.

<You are not a man who can do so safely. You nust accept this part of your nature and make
creative use of it.>

Li ke Paul does? Plant ny superior germplasmin every other presentable grandmasterclass female
in the sector? [Revul sion.]

<You are a different nan fromyour father. But |ike himyou should engender children in order
to propagate your extraordinary genetic heritage: your paranount operant nentality and the self-
rejuvenati ng gene conplex you call imortality.>

The ot her menbers of my fanmily have increased and nultiplied enough to satisfy the nost
fanati cal eugenicist. God—'ve | ost count of the nunmber of cousins | have!
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<None of your brothers and sisters have reproduced in spite of the fact that you are the
genetic culnmination of the nost remarkable fam |y humanity has ever known. And you yoursel f
possess a supradom nant nental heritage. Your paranount m ndpowers woul d be passed on to your
children provided that you take the appropriate mate. >

Merde et non oeil... Go away.

<Your offspring would be the true Hono summus if you mate with this wonman [i nage] who al r eady
attracts you subconsciously .>

No God damm you | won't | ook at her—

<Do you know why the two of you are so ideally suited why you feel an irresistible affinity of
m nd and body? Look! [Genetic diagram]>

11 Jesus!!! You perverted swi ne.

<The prejudice against such a mating is a cultural artifact that is quite irrelevant now that
t he human genone is subject to analysis and nmani pul ati on. Consider the redoubtable Dierdre and
Di armi d Keogh and their six magnificent children—

Cet out of ny mnd! GET QUT!

<Not until | leave you with one last norsel to rum nate over. You are on the brink of
succeedi ng in your personal goal of Jack-forming. In tinme you will be a Star Mnd with the
utternost secrets of the universe within your mental grasp. But unless you accede to nmy proposa
you will be all alone.>

It doesn't nmatter.

<It does. You are no lone wolf you are a foredestined | eader a social being. New goals will
present thenselves to you splendid visions requiring the assistance of |ikeninded entities |oya

to you.>

?...

<Listen: If you should beget even two of fspring of increased honpzygosity with this ideal wonan
and do this... [IMAGE]... then you woul d be able to sire uncounted nunbers of exceptional progeny!
You woul d becone the father of Mental Man.>

Ment al Man?

<A new race superior to any in the galaxy. | assure you that | speak the truth.>

It's nonsense. The MIlieu would never permt such a schene. Besides it wouldn't work.

<Laughter. It would! | could help you make it so—whether or not the Mlieu gave its
approbation. To prove nmy good will allow me to assist you with your little brainstemconpatibility
problem [Profoundly esoteric image].>

My God. O course!... But—you tantalizing shit!—+'ll forget the solution when | wake up

<By no neans. You will renenber this (and this alone) when you awake. The rest of our
conversation will abide in your unconscious for the tinme being.>

You... who are you? VWat do you want from ne?

<You know who | amwhat | amny goals are your own. Au revoir. W'Il|l speak again.>

4
FROM THE MEMO RS OF ROGATI EN REM LLARD

Anne's stunni ng announcenent put my brain on hold.

| rejected what she had said and ceased processing input, passing into a state that the shrinks
call profound denial. | saw, | heard, | snelled, | felt every aspect of the pleasant ol d bookshop
all about nme. | even grinned idiotically at the grieving priest who had placed both her hands on
my shoul ders to steady nme. | was no nore capable of rational thought or response than a chunk of
firewood. | stood there, sickened to the depths of my soul, while Marcel anxiously stropped ny
| egs and Anne tried in vain to redact ny barricaded nind

She finally took me by the hand and opened the door leading to the building's small |obby. The
little coffeeshop opposite ny place was dark, shut up early because of the snowstorm Anne and
and the cat clinbed the creaky old inner staircase and | felt the carpeted treads under ny feet
and t he age-snoothed wood of the banister beneath ny fingers. The people in the insurance agency
that occupi ed the second floor of the old Gates House buil ding had all gone hone and the w nd
whi pped around the dormers of ny third-floor apartnment. Qutside, the Great White Cold wal ked
abroad, and ny heart was |ost sonmewhere in the blizzard along with it

| didn't speak until we were in ny kitchen, ne sitting at the oak table with an untasted WIld
Turkey triple before me, she—-having checked out the leftovers and rejected thenmscratching up the
maki ngs of a decent nmeal for us while she sipped a Scotch rocks nmade w th Brui chl addi ch.

"Denis can't be Fury," | said at last. "You're full of shit, Annie."
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She found a packet of Nova Scotia |ox that | had been saving for a special occasion, a heel of
Vernont cheddar, butter, and six eggs in the refrigerator. In the pantry was a flute of gamm
French bread and some ready-to-zap Turkish apricot pastries. Tying an apron over her chic black
wool pantsuit, she began to grate the cheese.

"I can't prove ny contention, Uncle Rogi—which puts nme up the proverbial fecal watercourse
without a paddle. But | amnorally certain that ny father is the malignant entity we call Fury. He
doesn't realize it, of course. That's what's so aboni nabl e about this situation."

"I don't believe it," said I. "I know Denis better than any of you. He's like a son to ne. Pour
| "anmour de di eu—he bonded to ne when he was only a few days ol d!"

"I have only circunstantial evidence to support ny belief. But it's strong. Very strong."

| took a tentative |ap of the whiskey, found it good, and swallowed a sizable belt. "Tell ne.

"The first clue involves the single occasion when |'m positive that the Fury persona actually
took over its host's physical body. That was in 2054, when soneone went to Baby Jack's roomin
Hi tchcock Hospital at Dartnmouth and started the fire that was intended to kill him A living
entity was truly there in the flesh. It wasn't nerely a nmetacreative 'sending.' The hospita
security nonitors proved that, even though the intruder creatively fuzzed his inage so it was
unrecogni zabl e, and the operant guard at the scene had his mind w ped."

"But we thought one of the Hydras did it."

"They couldn't have. The timng is wong—but | only proved it nuch later. Just before the fire,
the four Hydra-children were at Paul's house. They'd killed the housekeeper, poor Jacqui Menard,
and were trying to do a snuff-job on you. You told ne so yourself."

"It was kinda confusing,” | rmunbled, pouring nyself another stiff snort. |I was actually half-
sozzled at the time. "lI'mcertain all four of the Hydras were there, ready to fry ny brain. I'm
still not too sure how | got away fromthe dam brats, but | did. Then they escaped in a red egg
that | ooked |ike yours, and there was this sonic boom—=

"They stole ny rhocraft earlier in the evening. The tine of their takeoff at illegal velocity
was precisely noted by a curious college student living in one of the houses nearby.
Unfortunately, he never thought to notify the authorities. It took me a long tinme to track down
that witness. The Hanover police and the Galactic Magistratumweren't especially interested in
when Hydra decanped

They just wanted to know where the children had gone. No one bothered to conpare the tinme of
the sonic boomw th the tinme-code on the nonitor recording of the intruder in Jack's room When

finally found the witness, | discovered that it was inpossible for the Hydra-children to have
started the fire. Ergo, Fury did it personally."
"And you're certain... that it was Denis?"

"Every one of nmy siblings had a verifiable alibi for that time except me—and | know |'m
i nnocent! There was no way you or Marc could have done it. Lucille had gone to confort Catherine
after visiting Marc in the other hospital south of town, but Denis went home al one after dropping
off Lucille at Cat's house. You renenber how ny sister collapsed after her son Gordo's death. Mama
was going to spend the night with Cat and the other children. Papa has no alibi fromthe tinme he
| eft Mama until nearly an hour |later, when he cane to the hospital after the fire was put out."

"Way didn't anyone el se think of Denis?"

"The Dynasty never seriously considered himto be a Fury suspect. | didn't nyself. W thought
the nonster was one of ourselves, or perhaps Marc. That our own father could be the controller of
Hydra was inconceivable. You nust renenber that all of the Renillards—ncludi ng Deni s—passed t he
test on the Canbridge |lie-detector machine after Jack's rescue. The m nd-probe reaffirned that
none of us was Fury. W knew about the possibility of Fury being an aspect of a multiple-
personal ity disorder in one of us, which wouldn't register on the machine, but there was al so the
faint hope that the nonster mght not be a famly nenber after all."

"My head ached for a week after the Canmbridge reamjob." | poured nmyself some nore booze on
general principles. "Wat are you going to do about this nmess? Tell the Lyl m k?"

"I went to the four Supervisors in ConciliumOb and asked for their help. They said they could
do nothing and justified thenselves with the usual nystical gobbl edygook. They further declined to
put the matter to Atoning Unifex, their chief. Apparently, since we Remillards produced this
fam |y denpon, we're the ones who will have to exorcise it."

So the Fanily CGhost had washed its invisible hands of us! Even as | was cursing the thing
inside ny skull, a useful idea obtruded, no doubt spawned by the liquor's lowering of ny misery
quotient "We can count on help fromJack and from Dorot hée, too. She'll be part of the famly
soon. "

Anne considered this w thout much enthusiasm "At least it's worthwhile taking both of them
into our confidence. Fury can never probe their paranount mnds and |learn we're on its tail. But
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I"mnot at all sure about the other nenbers of the Dynasty. O Marc."
"He told me he's had dreans,” | adnmitted. "And not harnl ess ones |ike mne, unless
m sunderstood him Fury's trying to tenpt himinto joining it—+ike it once tenpted Dorothée."
"And e, " Anne confessed.
"Toi aussi? Ah nerde—a, c'est le conble!”" And the first hint that Anne might be |ying cane
tiptoeing into ny mind onicy little pygny cranpons.
"That was when | first started to suspect Denis. Wen Fury tried to convert ne to its cause in

a series of elaborate dreans." She replenished her drink. "It happened late in 2054, right after
humanity was finally enfranchised in the Galactic Mlieu."

"That's ei ghteen years before Dorothée had her encounter,"” | said.

"Perhaps she and | share sone attribute that made us suitable candidates for Fury's schene. In
my case, Fury took the formof the goddess Athene and tried to recruit ne. | was going to be far

superior to Hydra, it said—a kind of sacred vessel of election, but a mnd-slave all the sanme! At
the cul mination of nmy dreamtenptation | had this sudden devastating insight that nmy tenptor was
Fury, not Athene. | rejected the goddess and her plan for a Second Galactic MIlieu, but | nearly
lost ny mnd as a consequence. Later, when | had recovered, | recalled that the goddess was Zeus's
favorite, his daughter who had sprung full-grown and fully arned fromhis own brow, the wise
powerful virgin who sat at his right hand and even used his sacred shield and lightning bolts to
adm ni ster justice."

"You used to have a little statue of that goddess on your desk," | recall ed.

"Quite right. In nmy conscious life | had al ways seen nyself as an Athene-figure. And ny Zeus,
the bel oved father-god whose mnd | nost admred—

"Was Denis," | concluded. "There's a certain Jungian plausibility."

"And no logic—but it was then | first becane convinced that Papa was the only possible
candi date for Fury."

"Do you have any other evidence?" | was staring into nmy enpty glass, trying to nake sense out
of all this unwel come data.

"It derives fromDenis's psychol ogy. The di sease that |laynen call multiple-personality disorder
i s brought on by sone hideous trauma that probably occurred very early in the patient's life. The
instigating nental injury or injuries are often painfully sexual and involve someone very close to
the victim A person he wanted to | ove, who betrayed his natural childish trust and devotion. The
trauma woul d have been reinforced | ater by other damagi ng experiences associated with this evi
person and by intense guilt, eventually resulting in the emergence of the dyscrasic persona. The
only living Remllard who can possibly fit this scenario is Denis. And his victimzer—

The awful 1ight dawned. | |ooked up and our eyes net. "Donnie!" | blurted. "Ch, God, nmy own
twin brother! Fromthe tine Denis was born Don was afraid of himand resented him But Don could
never have... not to his own little boy..." | broke off, too appalled to put the accusation into
wor ds.

Anne's face was bl eak. "Don probably woul d have been drunk the first time it happened, perhaps
half out of his mind with frustrati on and anger because of his wife's inaccessibility during the
| ater nonths of her pregnancy with Victor and the postpartumrecovery. As | understand it,
Donatien Renmillard was an insecure man who never nanaged to cone to grips with his netapsychic
potential. He was self-centered, susceptible to attacks of depression, and physically aggressive."

Near tears, | agreed. "W were fraternal twins, not identical. Qur tenperanents were niles
apart. He and Sunny ... Don took her away fromnme. | don't think he really loved her at all. He
want ed her because she'd been planning to marry ne. She was his nobst val ued possession.”

Under Anne's gentle questioning, | told her about ny brother's early life and his oddbal
relationship to ne. Then | shut up and tried to get hold of nyself. Anne could still be nistaken
On the other hand, all this nade a horrible kind of sense.

Anne unwr apped the | oaf of gamma bread and freshened it briefly in the m crowave. She slivered
the lox and put it in the IR-oven to warm set the table, poured us glasses of mlk, and got
butter sizzling in the onmelet pan. She wasn't wearing her priestly rabat and dog collar. A snal
silver cross with a central cabochon of green jade hung froma thin chain on the breast of her
white bl ouse. Her blonde hair was cut short and she was thin to the point of being haggard, with a
wan face and eyes that were deep-sunken and dark

| asked her how the split-personality thing worked. How | unatic Fury took over from quiet,
unpretentious Denis.

"Every case is different," she said. "But this is the way Denis's nmental illness seens to
mani fest itself: Most of the tinme, his core persona is in control and he's hinsel f—Eneritus
Pr of essor of Metapsychol ogy at Dartnmouth Col | ege, Nobel Laureate, respected theorist and witer,
| ovi ng husband, your own dear foster son, papa to Phil and Maurie and Sevvy and nme and Cat and
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Adrien and Paul. But sonetines—there's no telling what sets it off-his dyscrasic personality

sei zes the ascendant and takes over his nmind and body. H s rational everyday self is transformned
into athing so filled with pain and hatred that its only rel ease seens to be in violence, nurder
and negal omani a. This second persona is conpletely separate fromthe core. Neither one knows the

t houghts of the other. The abnornmal persona seens to have goals dianetrically opposite to those of
t he benevol ent core. It nmay even have nore powerful netafaculties, drawing upon areas of Denis's
mnd that are ordinarily latent."

"Fury!" | cried. "It naned itself Fury. | was right there when it was born ... inevitably, it
said. | never understood what it neant by that."

"The dyscrasic aspect of Denis calls itself Fury for an excellent reason. He had a cl assica
education, and in Geek and Roman nythol ogy the Erinyes or Furies were avenging spirits who
tornented and destroyed those guilty of violating the natural order."

"Sacré nomd' un chien," | nuttered, letting the tears flow at last, | had all but accepted
Anne' s judgnent on ny poor foster son

She broke eggs into a bow and began whisking them "Can you flunk of any incidents in Papa's
early life that mght confirmny diagnosis?"

| mopped ny face with ny handkerchief and reluctantly tried to cogitate. "I renenber one tine
when Denis was tiny—after |1'd told Don and Sunny about his strong netabilities and they both
agreed to let me teach himhow to use them It nust have been about 1970. Denis woul d have been
around three. Don canme hone plastered and in the nmood to play a nasty practical joke on nme. He
slipped LSD into some cocoa he gave nme, but baby Denis innocently blew the gaff and Don was nad
enough to shit bricks. He cane at Denis, ready to belt himor sonmething, and the kid coerced him
It was spooky. One second Don was a bull on the ranpage, and the next he was hel pl ess and scared
out of his mnd. Denis said, 'Papa won't ever hurt ne.' And ny brother just said, 'No.' "

"Perhaps the child had only recently |learned to focus his coercion. Wat Denis was really
sayi ng, was: 'Papa won't ever hurt nme again.'"

She seasoned the eggs with salt and pepper and tipped theminto the pan. The hot butter snelt
wonderfully nutty. She stirred with a fork, then added the snmall anobunt of grated cheese. A quick
flip folded the onelet. Wien it was ready she slid it onto a plate and gave it a | ast sw pe of
butter to nmake it shine. She cut it in half and sprinkled it with the warm shredded snoked sal non

Anne spoke an abbrevi ated grace (Jesuits are ever practical) and we fell to. | was surprised
had an appetite, but she'd prepared the onel et perfectly-soft but not runny, with the cheese
completely nelted and the | ox adding a perfect garnish. For a time we concentrated on the food.
Marcel canme to the table, plume waving, and | spared hima hunk with plenty of fish. Qutside the
doubl e- gl azed kitchen wi ndow t he snowst orm hi ssed and how ed.

"Victor," Anne said at length. "The second child of Don and Sunny who grew up to be an overt
monster. Did you have any idea he might have been abused?"

"Not at the time. Vic was born |later that sanme year, 1970. He | ooked just l|ike his papa and Don
was crazy about him He wouldn't let me teach the little guy about operancy, wouldn't hardly |et
me near him Don said he'd take care of this kid' s education hinself."

"And evidently he did just that..." Anne | ooked away for a noment, her lips tight. "You know,
there was a passage in the Cospels that always struck nme as particularly apposite-where Jesus uses
alittle child as an exenplar for his followers and then says, 'But whoever scandalizes one of
these little ones, it would be better for himthat a nillstone should be hung around his neck, and
he shoul d be drowned in the sea.' Psychol ogi sts know now t hat Jesus was speaking a profound truth.
When young children are badly injured by those who should | ove them their mnds are al nost al ways
i rreparably damaged. Victor becane a sociopath, and | can recall Denis hinmself conjecturing that
Don mi ght have been the source of his son's viciousness. But Denis never seens to have considered
that he might al so have been one of Don's victins."

"Don was eaten up with self-hatred," | whispered. "As he died, he told ne | should have hated
him too. But | thought he was tal king about his al coholismand shiftlessness, the way he'd failed
Sunny and the kids."

"Did you ever have hints that sonething m ght be seriously wong with Denis hinself?"

| thought about it. "Maybe. For one thing, | was always afraid to |let Denis into my nind.
|l ove himso rmuch, but it always terrified nme to put nyself in his power. After a couple of
experiences, | wouldn't pernmit it at all and he was unable to force his way in."

Anne nodded. "It's a thing operant parents and their children seemto agree on unconsciously:
The child is al nost al ways i ncapable of coercing the parent."” She reached across the table and
took my hand, a glint of excitenent in her eyes. "And you stand in | oco parentis to Denis ..
That's the reason why | canme to you, Uncle Rogi, rather than to any of the other ol der nenbers of
the famly. Fury can never forcibly read your nmind or coerce you."
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"I think Denis did coerce me a fewtines," | said.

"There may have been an unconsci ous el ement of perm ssiveness on your part, then. But now, when
your opposition is firm it would probably be inpossible."

I mulled over ny recollections of our early relationship. "In hindsight, | can see other things
about Denis that troubled nme. He blamed hinself when Vic killed Don. He also knew that Vic
del i berately suppressed the operant m ndpowers of their younger brothers and sisters, but Denis
never did anything about it—not even when Vic nurdered three of the girls who defied him And
their nother, poor Sunny... when Denis finally did get her out of Vic's clutches it was too |ate.
She' d gone out of her mind with grief and she died not |ong afterward."”

| broke up again, knuckling ny eyes. When | pulled nyself together | added, "The strangest
thing of all was Denis's insisting on keeping Vic alive when he was ni nd-zapped to a vegetative
state. The bastard hung on for twenty-six years. Denis said he kept himon the machi nes so he'd
have tinme to repent his sins. Fat fucking chance! But not even Lucille was able to talk Denis out
of his foutue idée fixe. Every year on Good Friday, the Dynasty had to join Denis in netaconcert
and pray for Vic. That |ast year, in 2040, Denis even tried to rope nme into the m nd-prayer. Thank
God | was able to wiggle out."

"Can you tell nme any other details about Fury's birth? It's highly significant that the thing
managed to take overt control of Denis just as Victor died. This m ght suggest that Denis's shadow
persona unconsci ously approved of Victor's crines, or even abetted them | think it's also
i mportant that Fury was forced to manifest itself only after Victor was gone forever."

| said, "Fury was all set to make ne its slave when it was born, there at Vic's deathbed. |
heard it say so. But another entity—a good one—showed up suddenly and saved ne."

Anne's eyes wi dened. "Who could it have been? Denis's core persona?"

| beat around the bush, deciding this wasn't an auspicious tine to introduce her to the Famly
Ghost, then said, "I guess Fury took the five fetuses instead of ne and turned theminto Hydra."

"Their seduction and mani pul ation is nore conplex than that, but | suspect you've got it in a
nutshell." Anne got up and put the apricot pastries into the mcrowave. "Have you been consci ous
of Fury attenpting to invade you at other tinmes?”

"Not really. I've felt it lurking and |'ve dreant about it—but the dreans al ways seened to be
real nightrmares, if you get what | mean, and not coercion-inspired. The one other tinme | was
strongly aware of Fury's presence was at Ti-Jean's birth in 2052. The baby was having a hard time
of it and the nonster tried to take advantage of the situation and get to him Sonehow... | was
able to help. Fury went away and Baby Jack was all right."

"But you recognized the entity positively?"

"Dam straight.” | winced at the recollection

"This may be very inportant."” Anne studied me with unconfortable intensity and | felt the
tentacles of her grandmasterly coercive faculty fingering ny good ol d bonmbproof nental shield.
"You're an untrai ned head, Uncle Rogi, but |'ve always suspected there were depths to you that the
rest of the famly nmight not have appreciated.”

I gave her a cool |ook. "Denis always said ny suboperant creative faculty nmight have a few
surprises. But | wouldn't et himneasure it—and I'mdamed if 1'Il let you fossick around in ny
skull either, ma petite."

She | aughed rather uneasily, got the pastries, and set thembefore us. W ate and drank while
she regrouped, and her next remarks were alnost clinically objective. "All bullshit aside, Rogi—f
you were able to furnish details of Fury's metapsychic complexus, it mght help i nmeasurably in
the treatnment of Denis. Success woul d depend upon fine-tuning a coercive-redactive course that
woul d safely integrate the antisocial shadow persona with Denis's benign core-his true self."

| gave her the fish-eye. "But you'd have to mnd-reamne to find this data you need?"

"Essentially, yes. It might not be there. But there's a chance that Fury's birth nade an
exceptional |y powerful engranmatic inpression on you. Wthout any volition on your part, you could
have stored the profile of the nmetafaculties Fury attenpted to exert upon you. Especially the
coercion.”

"The way young Dorothée stored the Hydra's nental profile?"

"Exactly. Any therapy for Denis would have to break through Fury's coercion before redactive
heal i ng coul d begin. You can see why your input could be extrenely inportant."

"I'I'l consider it," | said ungraciously. But behind nmy screen, |I was thinking: Wat if she's
wrong about Denis? What if Anne herself is Fury? By letting ny guard down, | could be naking her a
present of ny netawhoozical ass! |I'mno genius and no Paramount Grand Master—but this old Canuck

isn't a fucking idiot either.
Anne said, "Denis's core persona is conpletely innocent of the crimes comitted by Fury. But he
can never control or integrate Fury to harm essness unassisted. |'ll concede that your psychic
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reaming will probably be painful. But we menbers of the Dynasty will have to ganble our lives and
sanity attenpting to treat Denis in nmetaconcert. There's no certainty that the seven of us will be
able to succeed—especially with our own father."

"You nmean, the parent-kid thing would get in the way?"

"I"'mafraid so. And there's sonething el se. Renenber the grandstand play that Fury weaked on
t he dat abase conputer at Concilium Ob when it hel ped Hydra escape from Scotl and? That piece of
wor k denmonstrates that the entity al nost certainly has paramount nmetacreativity. This gives it a
form dabl e weapon agai nst any mnds who dare threaten it"

"You nean, it could zap the lot of you to cinders with a nental laser if it thought you were
out to kill it." A question popped into ny nmind. "I wonder why it's held back using its nmind as a
weapon? It's always worked through Hydra, except for setting Jack's fire."

"I have no idea. Perhaps it has sonmething to do with the structure of Papa's disorder. Fury's

met apsychi ¢ conpl exus may be distorted, linmted in any nunber of ways. On the other hand, the
forbearance may sinply be strategic.”

| pushed ny dessert plate away. In spite of ny shock and disnay, |'d sonehow rmanaged to eat
every norsel. | got up fromthe table and started a pot of coffee.

"You know, Denis has never had a really conprehensive netapsychic assay," | observed. "Just

hal f-assed tests in the early days. He evaluated the bejesus out of his associates and subjects—
except nme—but he claimed he wasn't interested in the calibration of his own nmindpowers, just in
their theoretical aspects. So he was never assayed using MIieu technol ogy—and who' d ever give the
Grand O d Man of Metapsychology a hard tinme about it? Another thing: By continuing to turn down
bei ng appointed a Magnate of the Concilium he neatly sidestepped the obligatory Lyl mk m nd-
sifting. For all we know, Denis could be paranount in every dammed one of his faculties."

"l considered the possibility." Anne |eaned forward, turning the coercion on to me again. "This
is why your own nental data on the Fury nonster could be crucial, Uncle Rogi."

"How about you and Dorothée? Wuldn't nenories of your Fury dreans provide better dope?”

"We'|l try to obtain those data, too, of course. But—forgive ny frankness—the Dirigent and
have m nds that are enornmously nore conpl ex than yours. Once you open up that bl oody invul nerable
m ndscreen, your repressed nenories should be rather easy to get at. The stuff Dorothea and | have
stored nay not be." She paused and delivered the zinger. "If you really love Denis, | don't see
how you can refuse."

| gave the sly Jesuit female a twisted snmile, but said nothing.

When the coffee was ready | suggested we take it to the living room CQutside the wi ndows was a
weird | um nous gl ow, New Hanpshire's winter answer to the gray linbo of hyperspace. The bl ow ng
snow was so thick that you couldn't eyeball a thing aside fromfuzzy streetlanps and the creeping
twin blobs of light indicating cautious groundcars navigating on full auto.

W settled down, nme in ny old arnchair and Anne on the couch with Marcel, who was now purring

froma surfeit of cat food and table scraps. | had turned on the fire, programmed a John Col trane
al bum and found sone Rény Martin to liven up the coffee. For quite a while we just sat. "There's
something | mght as well confess to you, Rogi," she said eventually. "I'mno nmetaconcert

designer, but nmy best cal cul ati ons show that ny brothers and sister and | probably won't be able
to crank the watts to overcone a paranmount Fury through coercive redacti on—even if we do nanage to
work out the proper program”"

"There's Ti-Jean," | pointed out, "and Dorothée, of course. Surely they'd be willing to join in
the concert. Two paramount ninds woul d give you the edge you need."

"I don't think we have the right to ask themto risk their lives. They' re both so young."

"Balls! They'd junmp at the chance. And what about Narc?"

"I don't trust him He's too self-centered. Too— She shook her head. "He's such an arrogant,

calculating bastard. | guess I'mhalf afraid he'd side with Fury ..."
"Now that's the nost ridiculous thing | ever heard!"
"I"'mnot joking, Rogi. |I know Marc very well. Better than any other nenber of the Dynasty does

Even better than Paul, his father. Marc's a nonunental egotist with a deficient affect, and unl ess
I mss my guess, one of these days he's going to cause the Galactic MIlieu a shitload of trouble,
There's no way |I'd let himparticipate in the treatnment of Denis."

"Well, you nmay have a point," | conceded. "But you don't really have to use Marc in the
met aconcert. Just get himto |l end you sone of his E18 CE brain-buckets. Solve your nind-wattage
problemin one swell foop."

Anne frowned, but understanding was gleamng in her eyes. "Are you suggesting that we use
cer ebroenergeti c enhancenent equi pnent in Papa's healing netaconcert?"

"Way the hell not? Jack and the rest of themused those gonzo hats in creativity node to chill
the diatrene on Callie. Curing Denis couldn't be any nore hunongous than that little caper."
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"Dorothea nearly died froma dysergistic flashover during the Cal edoni a operation," Anne noted
grimy, "and none of the Dynasty are experienced in the use of CE. |'ve always had ny doubts about
the safety of nechanical brain-boosting and so have Paul and Philip and Maurie. To say nothing of
the mpjority of the exotic Magnates of the Concilium"

"Tout ca c'est des foutaises! The Dynasty can nuzzle its precious principles until poor old
Denis is back on line and Fury-free. You could learn to use the CE hats. Other grandmasterly
operants have."

| could tell Anne was weakening. "I don't think Marc has ever considered augnmenting coercion or
redacti on through his CE designs. There's been no practical application.”

"Until now," | said. "It could be your answer. Wth nmetaconcerted CE and help from Ti-Jean and
Dor ot hée the Dynasty could either cure Denis, or— | broke off, appalled at the direction in which
my thoughts were heading.

"Or we could execute him as a last resort, using the flip side of the healing netafaculty, and

be rid of Fury that way. The creature has already been summarily condemmed to death by Paul, just
as the Hydras were."
"But the good part of Denis's mnd is innocent!" | protested. "You can't kill him™"

"If there's no other course open to us, we can." She toyed with her coffee cup, rotating it in
the saucer with one finger pushing the handle. Her face was devoid of expression. "Both noral
theol ogy and the laws of the MIlieu would give us the right to execute Denis if the First Magnate
deputi zed us. But with God's hel p—and yours, Uncle Rogi!—t will never cone to that. We'll cure
Denis at the sanme tine that we externinate Fury."

I didn't say anything for a long tinme. Anne was bound and determ ned to go ahead with the
redactive exorcism and | was going to have to cooperate. But | was damed if |'d give her free
rein to runmmage in ny brain—even to save Denis. Then a notion occurred to ne, a perfect way to do
ny bit without |aying nmyself open to her. | took a deep breath.

"Ckay. Let's get started as soon as possible. I'mwilling to | et Dorothée—no one el se—probe ny
m nd for repressed Fury nenories anytine you like."

"l shoul d have thought of that nyself,"” Anne said approvingly. "She's the nost tal ented
redactor in the Human Polity. Even better than Jack... Very well. This will all take sone
organi zing, Uncle Rogi, and we're going to have to be very careful not to tip our hand to Fury. W
know the thing's farsensory faculties are extraordinary."

| shrugged and quoted an ol d nmetapsychic cliche." 'The whol e operant world could be spying on
us this very minute—but it probably isn't.""

That was true for as far as it went. Unfortunately, it didn't go far enough..

We drank our cognac and coffee and listened to the nusic. Anne may have been checking the
aet her for netapsychic snooping, but there wasn't a hope in hell she'd detect anything if the
eavesdropper was a paranount.

| finally said, "How in blazes do you plan to get Denis to subnmit to your therapy? | can't see
Fury lying neekly doggo while a squad of CE-equipped Renmllards politely asks for perm ssion to
unbutton its host's mind."

"I"ll talk the matter over with Jack and Dorothea, but | suspect we've got no choice but to
take Denis by surprise."”

I mulled that over. "If Marc builds coercive-redactive brain-boards for your therapy session at
the CEREM facility, word of it will alnost certainly |eak out. There are too many Rebels in his
corporation who'd really prick up their ears about sonething as outré as CE redaction. Before you
knew it they'd spread the news all over the Orion Arm"™

"I think you're exaggerating—

"Listen to ne: The one person who could build the hats in secret is Ti-Jean. The crafty little
bugger's got unlinited resources."

"Jack!" Anne exclaimed. "Wiat a great idea. And he could do the metaconcert design, too. You're
brilliant, Uncle Rogi."

I flapped one hand nodestly.

"My greatest fear," Anne went on in a low voice, "is that an alerted Fury mght find sone way
to subjugate Denis's core persona before we're ready to attenpt the therapy. If Fury took over
Deni s's body and then went into hiding, we'd never be able to track hi mdown—any nore man we've
been able to trace the two surviving Hydra-units."

| was aghast "Do you really think Fury might snatch Denis's body permanently if it gets the
wi ndup?"

"I think it's distinctly possible. That's why I'"'mgoing to stay away from Earth until we're
ready to roll. I'Il work out of ny office in ConciliumOb so Fury has no chance to probe ne. It
can't do it at a distance. Fortunately, Denis hates star-hopping."
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"But you'll niss the wedding!" | exclained.

"It will break ny heart not to be able to marry Jack and Dorothea, but 1'll survive. 1'Il brief
the newl yweds on the entire situation when they attend the next Conciliumsession in Ob. That'l|
be late July, Earth time. W'll get things started then. In the neantinme, | don't intend to

mention a word of this to the other nmenbers of the Dynasty—and you won't either. No one in the
fam ly must know about the plan until Jack gets the nodified CE equi pment and t he metaconcert
programready and we're set to begin practice.”

"You won't even tell the First Magnate?"

"Especially not Paul. Heaven only knows what tangent he'd fly off on if he discovered the truth
and had nonths to brood about it He might decide that the lot of us had an obligation to turn
ourselves and Denis in to the Galactic Magi stratum or Davy MacG egor—ust to nake a grand gesture.
He'd certainly insist on resigning the First Magnateship, and that woul d jeopardi ze our pro-Unity

agenda. "
| kept mny subversive opinions about that to nyself. "How |l ong before you'd be ready to act?"
"That will depend entirely upon Jack and Dorothea. Don't worry, Rogi. You'll be safe enough

fromFury-probes if you don't get smashed and start shooting your mouth off."
| cringed, renmenbering nmy indiscretion with Kyle Macdonald. It |ooked Iike |I mght have to
forgo overindul gence in bottled delights for the duration. Bon sang, c'est emmerdant, ca!

W sat there for another hour or so, killing the rest of the cognhac and |istening to noody
sel ections frommy music-fleck collection
Then | lent her spare pajamas and fixed up a bed for her in ny little study, which doubled as a

guest room and we both retired, intending to sleep in until the foul weather was over
5

FLEET SECTOR BASE, HUMAN POLI TY
SECTOR 12: STAR 12-340-001 [ NESPELEM
PLANET 2 [ OKANAGON|

16 CHEWELAH [9 JUNE] 2078

<Are you ready ny dearest little one?>

Yes. | took over one of the unmanned nai ntenance craft from Chopaka Monbase. |'mnow in
posi tion docked agai nst one of the neteorsweeper satellites. Wien the Orb courier exits the hype
into c-space I'll be well w thin netacoercive range.

<Are you certain that your presence has not been detected?>

Gve nme credit ... |I've been working on the operation night&day for nearly a week.

<Pl ease do not take that tone with me.>

I"msorry. |'ve experienced a certain anount of enotional tension

<But there is a high chance of success?>

My coercive power will be nore than adequate to control the cerebroenergized pilot. But if the
target herself should discover the source of the nalfunction before the point of no return and
abort the maneuver she may not only survive but also be able to identify ne. | wish to hell Parni
were here! If we could do the job in nmetaconcert |'d feel nore confident.

<Parnell has his own inportant work on Earth elimnating the other target and this unique
opportunity was not to be m ssed. You know how she has kept herself isolated in Ob out of our
reach. | couldn't believe our luck when | discovered that she was com ng to Okanagon on Unity
Di rectorate business. >

Right. Well this plan of nine is the nost effective one | could cone up with but it's not a

total |ockup. Even if she can't prevent the sneetch&splat there's still a renpte possibility that
she' Il pull sone creative stunt [imge] and stave off death.

<You must not fail! This woman is a threat to MY LIFE as well as your own ... and so is the
other one that Parnell is coping with.>

I'lYou didn't tell us that!!

<I amtelling you now. >

But... you are the invincible one.

<I was and | will be again when both targets are dead. >

If the deaths are truly inperative you should think again about letting Parni act alone. He's
strong but he's dangerously overconfident and too fond of bizarre stunts.

<He is not as intelligent as you. But his target is a laughably puny nentality well within his
capabilities.>

' mnot so sure about that. Remenber how—

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-%20Galactic%20Milieu%203%20-%20Magnificat.txt (23 of 197) [1/15/03 7:38:32 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Gal acti c%20Milieu%203%20-%20M agnificat.txt

<Sil ence! Your new contentiousness disturbs me. Do not forget that without me you are NOTH NG
You are an anputated linb. You are dead.>

Yes ... Forgive me. But | worry. Single units utilized in vital tasks such as these |eave no
margi n for safety. Even the Hydra-entire would be inadequate to deal with a netaconcert of three
or nore Grand Masters or an alerted paranobunt ni nd.

<The probability of such a metaconcert forming during the current operation is vanishingly
smal | . And no paranount can interfere unless you act with abysmal stupidity .>

But this brings up an inportant point: You promised that |/we would soon have hel p. New Ones.
Subordinate nminds to anplify Hydra's energy.

<And you will! Be patient ny darling. A long period of preparation was necessary but now t hat
phase of nmy great scheme is conming to fruition. Soon there will be a hundred New Ones working wth
you and later there will be mllions. MIlions.>

And | will control them You proni sed.

<If your love and loyalty do not falter Hydra will rule the New Ones and the Second MIlieu as
have said. But do not distract yourself fromthe task at hand. Elimnate this nortal threat to us
bot h. >

W1l you be able to continue your surveillance and assi stance?

<I will try. You know that | amunder... certain constraints.>

Yes. Well the tine is getting short. | must w thdraw

<Farewel | ny dearest Hydrachild ny dearest Madel eine. >

Goodbye Fury.

The Commander-in-Chief of the Twelfth Fleet and his fell ow Rebel, the Dirigent of Okanagon
stood side by side in conpani onable silence on the observation deck of the Space Needl e, awaiting
the arrival of their mutual nemesis, the head of the Pan-polity Directorate for Unity.

Under different circunstances, Omen Bl anchard woul d have enjoyed | ooking out over his bailiw ck
on a cloudless winter afternoon. The Pasayten high plains region where the Sector Base was
situated enjoyed a light breeze, and the air tenperature was mld enough to nake extra cl othing
unnecessary. Mst of the facilities were underground, but the physical plant of the starbase
extended farther than the eye could see, a vast congl oneration of circular |anding pads,
| andscaped artificial |akes, docking facilities, service buildings, and ground transport and
supply stations.

The peaceful Glactic MIlieu had no warships, but a nmyriad of other superlum nal craft
belonging to five races were parked at the pad perineters or trundling to or fromthe nassive
el evators that gave access to the infrastructure. Cccasionally a starship took off or landed with
maj esti c sl owness. Anong the Human Polity vessels were small, high-df governnent couriers,
research and survey ships of every description, cruisers equipped wth nodest photon weaponry that
policed the human star systenms within Sector Twel ve and succored vessels in distress, and even
enornous col oni zation transports serving pioneer planets.

Onen Bl anchard's idiosyncratic variant of the starfleet uniformreflected his nonnmlitary
m ndset and was so sinple as to be virtually indistinguishable fromcivilian garb. He wore a
bl ouson of classic nidnight-blue worsted with six pencil-thin golden stripes circling the |ower
sl eeves. A small badge with the Twelfth's insignia was fastened above his breast pocket. His shirt
was white and his cravat an ol d-fashioned dark four-in-hand. Al though he had reluctantly accepted
rejuvenation, the Fl eet Commander had chosen to retain the snow hair and weat hered count enance he
felt he had earned.

In his youth, prior to the Great Intervention, Oaen Blanchard had been an outstandi ng concert
violinist. But the nonhuman Sinbiari Proctors who supervised humanity throughout its |ong
probation took note of his fornmidable intellect and hi gher m nd-powers and denied himan artistic
career. Instead he was forced to becone a dynam c-field physicist. As the Proctors revised the
course of Omen's life for what they believed was the greater good of the Galactic Mlieu, they
unwi ttingly created one of the principal architects of the Metapsychic Rebellion

The frustrated nusician becane a brilliant designer of hyper-spatial drive nechanisms. In tine,
Ownen Bl anchard was chosen to head the Human Polity's first Acadeny of Commercial Astrogation on
the pl anet Assawonpsett. Later, after humanity was fully enfranchised in the MIlieu, he becane
Commander -i n- Chi ef of the Polity's first Sector Fleet, the Twelfth, based on Ckanagon. He had now
hel d that position for twenty-four years, during which tine the Thirteenth Fl eet was established
on the planet Elysiumand the Fourteenth on Assawonpsett; but the Twelfth renai ned the Human
Polity's | argest and nost inportant interstellar flotilla. In his leisure tinme, Omen Blanchard
still played the violin ... when he was not secretly working on ways and means of extricating his
race froma gal actic confederati on dom nated by exotic beings.
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As they waited, the rugged old man and the handsone younger wonan idly exerted their farsight,
wat chi ng a huge cosmic exploration vessel slowy descend for a rare | andside docking. Ordinarily
such starships were serviced fromone of the three orbital stations encircling Okanagon rather
than on the planetary surface. Oanen told the Dirigent that this particular explorer was schedul ed
to undergo a conplete refit before heading out on an extended tour of potential human col oni al
worl ds located in the Perseus Spur of the MIky Wy, ten thousand |ightyears distant. Follow ng
the scandal involving i nadequate Krondak surveys of certain Twelfth Sector worlds, the Hunman
Polity had insisted upon doing its own inspections before new col oni es were established.

The enornous starship was over two kiloneters |ong, conposed of dozens of disparate nodul es
connected by a crazy network of struts. To Dirigent Patricia Castellane, who had been educated as
a chem st, the craft |ooked nore like a gigantic nodel of a polysaccharide nol ecule than an
astrocarrier. Because of their size and peculiar shape, cosm c explorers | acked sigma shielding of
their antigravity rho-field envel ope, a nodification that was now nandatory on ot her fl eet
starships, and had to land "hot." For safety's sake (and to spare the | andi ng-pad surface) the
expl orer descended into one of the large artificial |akes at the northern perinmeter of the base. A
great cloud of steam ball ooned skyward as the burning purple rho-field touched the water. Then the
ship's generators shut down and a m nnow school of tugs popped out of |akeside bunkers and
prepared to haul the explorer to its subterranean refitting bay.

"I should be blasé by now," Patricia Castellane renmarked, "but the sight of one of those
nmonstrous things hovering in the air still gives ne the shivers. Look at it—a good-sized city ful
of scientists and their equi pnent, weighing mllions of tons—but it floated down as lightly and
silently as an autumm leaf. A hundred years ago we would have called that a niracle. Nowit's just
anot her wor ki ng exanpl e of dynamic-field engineering, courtesy of the generous exotic races of the
Galactic Mlieu. On our own, we m ght not have devel oped dy-field technol ogy for another
century—+f at all."

"The point is noot," Omnen said, a surprising bitterness in his voice. "W took off and ran with
Mlieu science and we | eft the nonhunans in the dust. W're nade of superior stuff and we know it,
and so do the exotics. But the human race is also flawed and i mmture, and therein lies the crux
of our Rebel dilemma: Are we better off inside the Mlieu or out of it?"

"You know ny answer, Omen, and | don't mind telling you that I'm getting damed sick and tired
of the question.” Patricia gave her long chestnut hair an enphatic flip. She was tall, dressed in
a trouser suit of forest-green faux |eather ornanented with trapunto work. Her blouse of ecru | ace
was pinned at the throat with an anti que Spani sh sardonyx caneo.

"I think we're wasting tinme on phil osophi cal debates and shillyshallying," she said, "and so do
nmost of the other younger Rebel nagnates. The exotic races are hol ding us back, stifling us! The
way the Conciliumis currently structured, the Hurman Polity is continually being reined in by
exotic restrictions. The Krondaku are stodgy archconservatives, the Sinbiari are jeal ous of us,
and the G are a gang of sex-crazed | oony-tunes. But their conbined voting bloc adds up to forty-
four hundred, while ours is only a tenth of that. Even if all the friendly Poltroyan magnates vote
with us, we still have no chance to win any inportant floor fight. This Unity controversy is the
| ast strawl Secession is our only option."

He smiled at her vehenmence and his reply was mld. "Are we really ready to abandon the Mlieu
for the sake of human sovereignty? | can tell you this for certain, Pat—+f we tried to secede
tonorrow, we'd fail. The exotic minds in nmetaconcert could overpower us, force us to retreat back
to our own solar system and keep us there in quarantine forever."

"I wonder if they'd really be able to do that?" the Dirigent said softly, turning away from him
to |l ook down at the crowded pl aza bel ow the Space Needle. "Even if they took away our starships
and ot her high technology, we'd still have our brains. We could build it all again. They'd never
sl aughter us outright—t's contrary to their dammed Unity ethic. Watever neans of nental or
physical interdiction they used, we could eventually overcone."

"Perhaps," the Fl eet Commander adnmitted. "But it mght take generations."

"We can't conpromse on the Unity question," she said urgently. "W can't let the exotics force
us into this—this pacifistic nental intercourse of theirs. W have a right to evolve in our own
way, flaws and all."

"l agree. But they've said they won't coerce us into Unity..."

"No. They're nore insidious than that, with their talk of nmutual |ove and perfect civilization
They're setting a trap, rem nding us how norally deficient we still are, pronising cosm c harnony,
an end to aggression, paradise in the here and now. " She turned back to him her expression stony.
"But the exotics are deceivers, Omen. They'd nake us docile slaves of the MIlieu, destroy hunan
i ndividuality, and subordinate our superior nminds to their own stunted view of reality."
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The Fl eet Commander pretended to wince. "I hope you won't nake the point too enphatically with
Director Anne Renillard and her people when they haul me on the carpet for neglecting to suppress
disloyalty."

The Dirigent of Ckanagon sniled contritely. "Wl |, naybe not this time around. | cane here
today hoping to make things easier for you and the Fleet in Remllard's inquiry, not to stir up a
fresh hornet's nest. | promise to be ever so neal ynout hed and smarny."

"That'l|l be the day." Owen consulted his wist chronograph. The Directorate courier ship is due
to break through the superficies into c-space just about now It'll do a VIP docking right here at
the Space Needle in less than five minutes. | really would appreciate your support, Pat. But

renenber: De |a diplomatie, et encore la diplomtie, et toujours |la diplomtie!"

She enbraced himlightly and ki ssed his cheek. "You betcha, non cher commandant. Together we'll
bedazzl e the inquisitors with our arsenal of good and worthy shit. W'Il prove that Rebellion
equates with virtue—and that we don't really nean it when we skul k and plot and nutter about
seceding fromthe Galactic Mlieu."

Onen t hrew back his head and roared with | aughter

"Seriously," Patricia said, "ny inmage is just as snmutchy as yours in the eyes of the Concilium
I wel conme this chance to defend Okanagon against critics who view us as a cesspool of sedition."

"I doubt that this inquiry will be that stringent. | have a feeling we're all going to be
terribly decorous and nice. The Unity Directorate has no official mandate to purge Rebel elenents
of the Fleet. At worst, they can require that the operant officers submt to attitude readjustnment
courses. "

Patricia rolled her eyes and began to chant in a nocking falsetto. "Thou shalt not m strust nor
despi se thy inhuman nei ghbor! Thou shalt not inpute that Teil hardian Unanimization is a crock of
shit. Thou shalt not worry thy silly little head about getting into a permanent nmind-nmeld with
exotics when sweet Unity eventually prevails ... And thou especially shalt not contenplate the
i nconveni ent fact that humanity has greater nmental potential than the coadunate races, and woul d
be better off outside their dammed confederation.”

"Time is on our side, Pat. The Concilium backed off on outlaw ng us Rebels for a very good
reason: The action would have alienated nost of nonoperant hunmanity and a fairish proportion of
the metas. But the day will come when we can conpel the Mlieu to let us go our own way."

"Maybe. But you'd still better pray that we manage to get the CE hats built wi thout getting
caught." She turned away fromhim |ook out a small conpact, and touched up her lip gloss. "Wll
I"'mas lovely as I'll ever be. Bring on the Inspector CGeneral, and we'll—=

The external annunciator said: "Vessel energency. Vessel energency. Space Needl e personne
prepare for sigma cover."

"Ch, shit," Omen muttered. Hi s nmind farspoke Ground Navigation Control
Thi si sComander what ener gency?

A laconic telepathic reply came fromthe chief controller: Incomng courier HU 0-652 ex NAVCON
in uncontrolled full-power inertialess descent severe atnospheric abl ation precludes RF com or
mental hail NAVCON unabl e trigger energency upsilon translation and tractor-beamretrieval of
i mpacting craft unfeasible deploying ground-defense signa.

Frozen with horror, Patricia asked Oaen: Isit AnneRemni || ardship?

Yes.

Abruptly, the sky above the headquarters stratotower darkened to ultramarine blue and the
structures and | andi ng pads surrounding it faded into ghostly insubstantiality. The Space Needl e
and everything within a radius of three kilometers of it had been enclosed within the protective
hem sphere of an enornous sigma-field. A nonent later smaller sigmas, dinmly visible to Omen and
Patricia as mirrored hal f-bubbles, shielded every building and parked spacecraft within the
estinmated inpact area.

"Can you farsee the ship, Pat? |'mdamed if | can make it out through the sigm."

She nodded grimy, her face tilted toward the sky. "It's vectoring in vertically. A flam ng
broad arrow "

"No tumbling?"

"Straight down, like it's onrails."

"Then the situation nmust involve nore than rho-field generator mal function. It could be that
the pilot is deliberately augering in, overriding the approach control backups. Cone on!"

He seized her hand and pulled her into the observation platformis lift. As they whi sked down to
ground |l evel the car vibrated to a faint ground trenor.

"That's it," Patricia nmurnured. Her eyes were unfocused, her ultrasenses concentrated on the
accident site. "Ground Control has cut the big sigma ... The debris is right at the bubble
tangent, al nost due east. There's no crater. The ship hit the shield and slid on down."
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The el evator door opened and the two of themran across the broad main | obby. Appalled hunmans
and exotics, nmost of themin uniform had gathered into small groups, listening to audible and
t el epat hi ¢ announcenents of the disaster

The Reel Commander and the Dirigent dashed outside. Sirens of energency ground vehicles wailed
in the distance. Because of the danger of residual ionization or anonal ous dy-fields shorting out
their generators, rhocraft were prohibited from approaching the scene of a superluninal carrier
crash until their safety could be assured.

At the edge of the Needle's east plaza was a rank of staff eggs. Their drivers stood together
gaping at the thin colum of snmoke in the distance. Onen's coercion scattered the bystanders and
he haul ed open the door to one of the rhocraft. "Breaking regulations," he said. "But to hell wth
it. The courier's burnt and blasted to bits. There's no danger of fiel d-suppression or explosion."

Morments | ater he and Patricia were in the air, hovering over the scene of the crash. They were
the first ones to arrive.

"My sweet Lord," the Dirigent whispered. "Is that a body?" Then she cried, "There! Do you see
it?"

Cursing, Oaen Bl anchard naneuvered the egg to set down as close as possible to the thing
Patricia's farsight had indicated. They clinbed out and stunbl ed through snoldering grass littered
with shattered ceranetal and hal f-nelted fragnents of nanel ess detritus. The courier w eckage had
fallen into a | andscaped area near the edge of a pad. Sone of the ornanental trees were still on
fire. Gthers were bl ackened skel et ons.

What they found was incredible.

The body of a woman, mutilated and frightfully burned, with |lidless eyes wi de open. The eyes
noved. She was alive.

Awest ruck, Oaen knelt beside her. "Unbelievabl e! Sonehow she nust have nmanaged to generate a
partial protective envel ope."

"It's the Director," said Patricia. "I recognize her mental signature." Gound vehicles were
approaching and sirens blared. "The paranedics are al nost here.”
"Anne!" Owen called. He dared not touch the woman's ruined corporeal shell, but his mnd

reached out to hers with coercive strength. "Can you tell us what happened?”

Anne Renillard' s |last vestige of metacreative screening wi nked out. Suddenly a rush of pain hit
Onen and Patricia with a force that was al nost physical. The victims thoughts were broken,
i ndeci pherabl e. She seenmed to be on the brink of death. Hastily, the Dirigent added her own
quotient of grandmasterly redaction to Oaen's powerful coercivity. Mentally conjoined in a rough
met aconcert, they sustained the injured Director's flickering lifeforce until the medical crew
arrived and swiftly connected her to their sophisticated nmachines.

Exerting all her willpower, Anne spoke telepathically: Dying?

"It's all right," the chief medic reassured her. "You're going to live. The regen-tank wl |
take care of everything."

Anne's mnd said: Good. |I'm going down now. ..

"That's right," another technician said. "Let go. No nore farspeech. No nore thinking."

But in the last minute before she | ost consciousness, Anne Renillard transmitted a single
t hought to her rescuers:

Hydr a.

"Hydra?" The paranmedic was nystified. "What the hell does that nean?"

Ownen Bl anchard and Patricia Castell ane exchanged gl ances.

"It means trouble,” the Fleet Commander said quietly. He turned away and began to wal k back to
his own rhocraft. "Cone along, Pat. We'll have to notify the Galactic Magistratum.. and the First
Magnat e of the Human Polity."

<You fail ed. >

| warned you that she m ght save herself. But she'll be a floater for nonths—aybe as long as a
year. | ncommuni cado

<Can't you get to her and finish her off?>

Certainly not while she's on Ckanagon. Castellane and Bl anchard rmust suspect that Hydra shot
Anne down, even if the nedics haven't a clue. Al of the senior Rebels know about Hydra and Fury,
thanks to that dammed Adrien Remllard. The Dirigent has very good reasons to nake certain that

not hi ng el se happens to Anne on her turf... and you can bet she'll be hot on ny trail too.
<Is there a chance of ODO tracing the Hydra attack to your cover identity?>
| doubt it. But I'Il be on the alert.

<Contenpl ation. It would be a great setback if you should be forced to give up your influentia
position in the Ofice of the Dirigent of Okanagon. Especially now when the Rebel elenent is so
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strong in the planetary government. But you rust not conprom se your safety.>

Don't worry. |I'Il get nyself assigned to the crash investigation team Castellane will need
sonmeone fromODO liaising with the Galactic Magistratum 1'I1 nuddy the waters when | can, and if
it looks like my cover's blown "Il flit. But I'mconfident no one can tie Hydra to ne. Just you

make certain that bloody idiot Parni doesn't screw up his assignnent. |f any nenbers of the
Dynasty get on to him old Parn's toast. He does well enough when you need nental muscle but he
can't think his way out of a plass Baggie. Has he told you his plan for elinminating the old man?

Fury?
Dam. O fline again. Damm!
6

SECTOR 12: STAR 12-337-010 [GRI AN]
PLANET 4 [ CALEDONI A]

NEW GLASGOW CLYDE SUBCONTI NENT
25 AN SEACHDVHI OS [ 10 JUNE] 2078

Ni al | Abercronbi e, Executive Assistant to the planetary Dirigent of Cal edonia, made no apol ogy for
stonewal 1 i ng the distinguished caller on the subspace comuni cat or

"I"'msure it's a verra inportant nmatter, Director Rem |l ard, and under ordinary circunstances
woul dnae hesitate to interrupt the Dirigent. But she's deliberatin' an appeal of a capita
sentence the noo, and ye understand why | can't break in on her."

The di splay showed the pleasant, rather ordinary face of a dark-haired nman in his nmid-twenties.
Jack and his fiancée customarily alerted each other on the SS comwhen intending to project a
tel epathic nmessage on the intimte node over interstellar distances. The ultrasenses were not
easily focused across the lightyears. Even paranounts could do it only with difficulty unless the
reci pient of the nessage was alerted to "tune in" ahead of tine.

"I'"ll bespeak her later then," Jack said. "Wen do you think she night be free?"

"Let me take a wee keek at her sked." The assistant consulted a plaque on his desk. "She has a
sinmpl e adjudication followin' this, and sone trade quotas for avizandum and ot her special export-
i mport documents to ratify and seal. W're verra careful aboot such things on Callie. And then
there's a penciled-in |uncheon appointnent with her dad if there's nae early vote in the Assenbly.
If ye bespeak her in aboot forty-five mnutes, she'll surely be available for a nonent."

"A nmonment... You're working her to death!"

"Ch, aye," N all admitted cheerfully. "Qur Dirigent Lassie's insisted on slavin' night and day
ever since the big blowot. And this week ODC s been in a rare carfuffle wi' her tryin' to get
urgent matters taken care of afore she takes the regular flight to the Ad Wrld for the wedding
On Di - h-aoi ne—ech, sorry, that'd be your Friday—+two days from noo."

"Thanks for telling me. | think 1'd better fly her to Earth nyself in ny own starship. 1"l
make sure we bunny-hop nice and slow so she has tinme to unwi nd before our big day."

"A fine idea! The staff here at ODC wanted to throw a ceilidh for her but she woul dnae hear of
it. It'd be grand if both o' ye came back to Callie taegither for a bit later on, so's we could
have a proper planetary bash. After the grief this world s had coping wi' the diatreme, we've
unco' need for a celebration.”

"I promise we'll both conme after the honeynoon," Jack Rem |l ard said.

"If ye'll pardon nmy sayin' so, Director, don't let the |lass haver on about having to cut the
honeynoon short because she's indispensable. She is, 0' course! But Callie has a perfectly
conpetent Deputy Dirigent, Orazio Mrrison, to deal wi' things whilst she's away. Take a guid | ang
hol i day. Laird knows ye both deserve it."

Jack laughed. "We'll try—f the media vultures |eave us in peace. And now, goodbye to you
Niall." The screen of the subspace comuni cator went dark

Aber cronbi e sighed and flicked the instrument onto STANDBY. He scanned the outer reception room
with his farsight and was relieved to see that no unschedul ed petitioners had arrived. Only the
two Magi stratum agents who had brought in the recidivist felon and his wife were there, patiently
awai ting the outconme of the clenmency hearing.

It was tinme to see how matters were progressing. Niall pulled up the gaiters of his socks,
tucked his sgian dhu into the right one, put on his tweed jacket, and snoothed the fake fur of his
sporran. Then he slipped into Dorothea Macdonald's office froma side door and stood where the
petitioners could not see him

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-%20Galactic%20Milieu%203%20-%20Magnificat.txt (28 of 197) [1/15/03 7:38:32 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Gal acti c%20Milieu%203%20-%20M agnificat.txt

The roomwas sinply furnished with a broad desk and arm ess chairs of |ocal daragwood, so
deeply violet in color that it was al nbst black. Matching wall units contai ned conmmuni cati on and
dat a-reference equi prrent. One entire wall was a pol arized wi ndow overl ooking the city of New
d asgow and the surroundi ng countryside. On another wall directly behind the Dirigent's desk hung
a gol den representati on of the nine-pointed star and cross saltire of the Great Seal of Cal edoni a,
with its notto |Is Sabhailte Mo Chal adh—-Safe I's My Haven

The condemmed man, one Geordie Doig, was a former hop-lorry driver and a nonoperant. He was
bel ow average in height but broad across the shoulders and well nuscled. Dressed in orange prison
garb, he sat before the Dirigent's desk with his young wife, Ema Ross, who was also a normal. As
he spoke his last plea for comutation of his sentence, his strong, restless hands kept straying
to his tenples, fingering the freshly shaved pl aces where the docilator el ectrodes had been
fastened to his scalp.

Since his legal representatives had exhausted all other avenues of appeal, Ceordie Doig's only
hope now was to have his sentence commuted by Cal edoni a's hi ghest executive, who represented the
central authority of the Galactic Mlieu. The clenency hearing involved both a personal interview
and a mandatory nental exam nation of the prisoner. Mdst Planetary Dirigents had the reamjob done
i n advance by redactive specialists, but Dorothea Macdonal d was unique in perform ng the probing
hersel f. Her paranount netafaculties gave her the ability to work with a virtuoso sw ftness and
subtl ety that spared exani nees the usual pain caused by the procedure.

The Dirigent of Cal edonia stood casually before the two petitioners, |eaning against the desk,
listening with her head deeply bowed and her arns folded. As usual, she conducted the hearing
wi t hout havi ng any guards or |egal advocates present. She wore a | oose-fitting cow ed coverall of
azure netallic fabric that was belted tightly at her slender waist. Panels of gauzy m dni ght-bl ue
silk dotted with tiny sparkling gems hung froma deep collar intricately adorned with faceted bl ue
and white stones.

"So you cooperated in rehabilitation therapy?" she pronpted the prisoner.

"I did whatall the dammed shrinks wanted,"” Geordie replied in a querul ous voice. "They
bl ethered on at nme for nonths, analyzing ne mnd, they said. Then there was the aversion therapy.
They zapped ne till | skreiched and even passed out fromthe pain of it. But | didn't mss a
session. Is it ny fault that the bloody treatnents di dna work?"

Emma Ross dabbed at her eyes with a pocket kerchief. "The therapists said Geordi e was doin'
guid. Even let himtake off the wistband ei ght nonths ago, they did. He was just fine. Kind to nme
and the two bairns and staying off the liquor. | let himdo me abed as often as he said he had to,
and he didna hurt nme |ike before. But—but then after the big bl owout things were so wild and
ranbailliach with our building crashing down and the car smashed and fires all around and people
so scared and the looting and all —and—and Geordie just lost it. | tried to stop him but he wadna
tak tellin'. He went out stravaiging with the mob and that's when it happened. But he really
couldna help it, ma'am"

"I couldna, Dirigent!" the prisoner said "I just cone over strange. It happened in spite of
meself, and that's God's ain truth. It wasna ny fault."

"It truly was not," the wife reiterated.

Dor ot hea Macdonald |ifted her head and regarded the pair steadily. She was a wonman of snal
stature, only twenty-one years old. Wavy brown hair framed her face within the gl eam ng bl ue hood.
Her eyes were hazel, rather closely set, and bel ow them her face was covered to the chin by a half-
mask entirely encrusted with di anonds—sone star-white, others a nore brilliant blue than any
sapphire.

Ever since her participation, five planetary nonths earlier, in the mtigation of the
potentially world-wecking diatreme that had rui ned her face and nearly cost her her life,
Dor ot hea Macdonal d had i nsisted upon wearing di anonds produced by the great eruption. For reasons
she refused to explain, she declined to spend nonths in a regeneration-tank having her facial
injuries healed and wore a prosthetic nask instead.

Her eyes, above the glittering facade, seened to look into the soul of the nan before her. He
flushed and averted his gaze.

"I'"ve exam ned your record carefully,” the Dirigent said. "You' ve done over eight thousand
hours of public service as punishnment for battering your wife and children. After your first
aggravat ed rape conviction, you served three years at hard | abor, followed by three nore years of
wor k-rel ease with intensive counseling and behavior-nodification therapy. In spite of this, you
comritted a second aggravated rape in the afternmath of the diatrene eruption, for which you were
duly tried and convicted. Psychol ogi sts of the Cal edoni an Magi stratum have decl ared you nentally
conpet ent —

"He couldna help it!" Emma cried, and she would have continued but the Dirigent's netacoercion
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sil enced her.

"—+0 withstand ny redactive exam nation of your mnd. Do you freely consent to the procedure,
and do you agree to abide by ny decision based upon it?"

"Aye," Geordie said. He clenched his big fists and stiffened in his chair.

The Dirigent cane close to the prisoner and put one hand on the crown of his head. "Please sit
still. It won't hurt."

He braced hinself, screwing his eyes shut, and then gave a galvanic start. His head lolled and
his body went linp. His wife uttered a whi nper of apprehensi on and watched curiously during an
interval of silence.

It was not necessary for the Dirigent to probe deeply into the mnd of Geordie Doig to find
what she needed to know. Her eyes above the mask narrowed and she withdrew her hand. A nonent
later the prisoner was fully alert "lIs that all? he asked.

"Yes."

"\What —what d'ye say, then?"

"After exam ning your mnd redactively, | regret that | can find no reason to comute the
sentence passed upon you."

"But | swear | wadna do it again! | swear!"

The Dirigent only said, "But you would."

"Ceordie!" Emma Ross wailed, and burst into hopel ess tears.

"Belt up, you silly cearcag!"

"Haud yer wheesht, mon!" N all Abercronbie adnoni shed the prisoner sternly.

Ceordie deflated. He threw a disgusted | ook at Emma. "Cch, can't we just get on with it?"

"I'f you wish," the Dirigent said, "ny assistant will escort your wi fe outside before you make
your choi ce of sentence."

"Aye, take her away." Geordie seened inpassive now, staring at the floor while Niall led the
di straught woman out the door.

The Dirigent took a reader-plaque fromher desk and handed it to the prisoner, speaking
formally. "George WIIliam Doig, since you have been adjudged by a jury of your peers
counterproductive to the ultinate harnony of the Galactic MIlieu, you are offered the three
options inscribed on the sentencing plaque you hold. One: permanent incarceration in the
Cal edoni an Correctional Institution on Caithness Subcontinent. Two: psychosurgical inplant of a
docilization unit and release to the custody of your wife, Emma Ross. Three: euthanasia ... Please
make your choice now by touching one of the nunerals firmy with your index finger."

"This inplant,"” Ceordie said. "It's the same as yon headset thing they clanped on before they
brought ne here?"

"Not quite. You would have a smaller device placed permanently within the |inbic system of your
brain. Its effects would be the sanme as those you experienced with the tenporary docilator. You
woul d feel easygoing and peaceful, without any inclination to performindependent actions. You
woul d obey any legitimte conmand given to you wi thout question. You would be capabl e of coherent
speech, but it would be slow and | abored.™

"I'd be a bloody zonbie, right? |I've seen those poor dossie sods picking up highway litter and
rest ocki ng supernarket bins."

The eyes above the dianond nmask were steady. "Cal edonia has only a few hundred docil ates thus

far. The programis still sonmewhat experinental. But you should give it serious consideration
Wth the inmplant you would remain free, do useful work, live at home, and help to support your
famly. You would no | onger pose a danger to the community because of your inability to contro
your anger and sexual aggression. Instead you would feel a quiet contentnent. You would still be

abl e to experience |ove."

"You nmean sex with nmy wfe?"

The Dirigent shook her head. "The docilator nodifies the brain's hormonal output, making
erection and orgasm i npossible, as well as suppressing other strong enptions such as anger and
fear."

Sweat had broken out on the prisoner's brow He stared at the options |listed on the plaque.
"Jesus God-sone bl oody choices! Turn ne into a no-ball retard, lock me up for life in the chokey,
or feed me to the worns!"

Dor ot hea Macdonal d sai d nothing. She was standing straight now, with her arns at her sides, a
shi ning, seem ngly al oof figure.

Fiery rage welled up in Geordie Doig and he sprang fromhis chair. He would have flung hinmself
at her, bludgeoned her with his big fists, torn off her fancy clothes, and fucked her sensel ess—

But he was paralyzed. Stiff as a plank, he overbal anced and crashed to the floor. The
Dirigent's coercion forced himto clinb to his feet and stand still, trenbling in every linb with
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i mpot ent wrat h.

"Choose, " she said.

He gave a hysterical giggle. "Oy, Dianond Mask! Is it true what they say about you? That your
face is such a godawful ness it'd nake a naggot puke to look at it?"

"Choose. "

"Eat shit, you rotten cunt!"

She only stared at him

"Ckay! Right, then!" He jabbed his finger at option nunber one. "I choose the goddam fewkin'
Devil's Island slamer. Caithness. At least I'lIl still be a man out there.”

Ni al | Abercronbi e reopened the office door to admt the uniforned agents of the Magi stratum As
they |l ed Geordie Doig away, he cursed the Dirigent at the top of his voice, piling obscenity on
obscenity until they clanped the docilator on himagain.

Dor ot hea Macdonal d went back to her desk and sat down. She took up a refreshment flask with a
drinki ng tube and drank sone water. N all handed her a sheaf of durofilmdocunments and the
of ficial seal

"A tough one, eh, |assie?"

"A rough one," she agreed, and for a nonent her artificial voice, generated by psychokinetic
mani pul ati on of air nolecules, wavered. "But then, they all are."

"That scunnersone swine! 'Twas all | could do not to fetch hima guid belt in the gob, hearin'
hi m snash ye like that." N all was a holdover fromthe adm nistration of the late Graeme Hanilton
as invaluable as he was overfamliar. In spite of this, and his incorrigible addiction to trite
Scots dialect, the Dirigent was extrenely fond of him

She took the papers without commenting on his indignant outburst and swiftly read the first
one. "lI'mdenying this descent-and-distribution appeal fromthe Cairngorm probate court. Even if
the man died intestate, the inheritance rights of nonborn second-degree kin clearly supersede
those of the state." She scribbled a few words and added her initials. "Wen are those Cairnies
goi ng to concede that nonborns have exactly the same rights in |law as biol ogical offspring? This
is the Galactic MIlieu, for heaven's sake—not nineteenth-century Aberdeen.”

"They're a dour and conservative ilk out there in Cairngorm" Niall observed with a shrug.

She frowned as she read the next docunent. "Wiat's this? An inport quota extension request for
two hundred C240 mind-interface units? What in the world are these people building that requires
prem um brai nboards |ike that? Wwo owns this company—this Mickl e Skerry Bi oni cs—anyway? |'ve never
heard of them™

"I can find oot. Could be they're sonme adult anusenent outfit with a hot new |line in expensive
erotic perjinkities."

She set the docunent aside. "Wth boards like this in their tickle-suits, the customers would
ri sk gonad neltdown ... Have an ODC interstellar comerce agent go to Bei nn Bhiorach and do a
qui et investigation. This is the second shiprment of sophisticated gl om conponents sonebody's tried
to inport ex-quota within the past three nmonths. It may be perfectly innocent. But |'ve heard a

runor about of fensive nmetacreative CE equi pnent—rental | asers—being built on Satsuma. | want to be
certain it's not happening here."

Ni al | nodded. "WII do, and I'll bid our lad gang warily. By the bye, there was a subspace cal
fromDirector Jon Renillard, cane in whilst ye were dealing with sweet Ceordie. He'll be giving ye

a farshout in ten minutes or so."
"I should be finished with these soon. Check with the Sergeant-at-Arns at the Assenbly, will
you? See if there's any likelihood of a vote del aying Dad."

"Aye, that 1'Il do." Abercronbie left the room closing the door
Al'l of the other docunments were routine, and she initialed those that were ratified and zapped
themwith the small |aser seal. Wen the work was done she rose fromthe desk and went to | ook out

the wi ndow at the capital city. There was a fine view of the Firth of dyde fromher office on the
three-hundredth floor of the Dirigent House stratotower. Vessels crowded the waters—eontai ner
shi ps bringing goods fromthe outlying small continents, tugboats hauling barges filled with
grain, produce, and forest products fromupriver, skimferries zipping between the suburban

i sl ands, snaller watercraft of every description. It was too overcast to see the Vee-ways

over head, but her ultrasenses perceived the intricate conputer-controlled streans of conmercia

and private rhocraft moving in dozens of different vectors above New G asgow.

For a nonent she concentrated, savoring the deeper aura of Caledonia itself. It was a world
having precious little dry land, with jagged nountains, strings of volcanic islands, and forests
that were as bravely nulticolored as the tartans of old Scotland. Its population was only just
over a nmllion, even though it was one of the earliest settled of the ethnic planets. An Earthling
didn't earn a living easily on Callie, but the stubborn colonists had persevered in their "safe
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haven." The Scottish world had been both self-sufficient and prosperous until the bl owout of the
di atremne.

New d asgow was heavi ly danaged by earthquakes and fires follow ng the eruption, as were many
other cities and towns on the popul ous Cyde Subcontinent. The stratotowers housing the
government, the university, and the principal business offices were buttressed by inertial ess
fields and had gone unscathed. But the ol der parts of the capital, the twisting | anes and cl oses
along the waterfront that were crowded with quaint jerry-built structures dating back over fifty
years, had been hard hit. Mst of the devastated areas were | ower-worKking-class nei ghborhoods,
|l ong overdue for urban renewal for all that they were picturesque and evoked nenories of the
earliest days of Callie's colonization

Dorothea's | ate predecessor, Dirigent Gaene Hanmilton, had always had a soft spot in his heart
for the rickety waterfront with its flourishing grog-shops, flea markets, resorts of dubious
anusenment, and ever-useful junkyards, and he'd bal ked at renovation. (It would al so have cost a
| ot of noney, which the colony couldn't spare.) Now, thanks to the diatrenme and a subsequent
influx of no-strings MIlieu disaster relief funding, New d asgow could be tidied up w thout
depleting the planetary treasury or raising taxes. There'd be a difficult interim but
reconstruction was well under way. The nost serious probleminvolved the nearly forty thousand
di spl aced residents who had been housed by the Human Polity Red Cross in tenporary towns set up in
the Cyde hinterlands. Despite the governnent's best efforts, nost of these settlenents were
little nore than collections of cheerless barracks, decent enough shelter fromthe weather but
sadly lacking in privacy. There was already grunbling that the Mlieu and the O d Wrld weren't
doi ng enough to help the diatrene refugees, and politicians were exploiting the situation both on
Cal edonia and in the European |ntendancy back on Earth.

Musi ng over her planet's problens, the Dirigent wondered if it was really possible that
crimnal elenents were manufacturing potentially |ethal CE equipnment somewhere on Callie. The
Japanese ethnic world of Satsuma, located in a star systemnot far away, had a persistent problem
wi th operant yakuza nobsters, but there had never been organized crinme on the Scottish planet. On
the other hand, Beinn Bhiorach, where the suspicious conmponents were to be shipped, was the nost
renote and thinly popul ated of Cal edonia's continental |andmasses. BB had been her own chil dhood
hone, and she knew wel|l enough that its steep gl ens and abandoned m ne worki ngs were capabl e of
conceal i ng any number of crooked enterprises.

But a Scots mafia in enbryo? What a stone daft notion!

There was a nore chilling possibility—ene that the lofty-m nded, altruistic exotic races of the
MIlieu had scarcely yet begun to address. What if the illicit cerebroenergetic equi pnent wasn't
intended for crinmnals at all? Wiat if the faction of anti-Unity humans, the so-called Rebels,
were armng thenselves in order to secede fromthe gal actic confederation by force?

It was a far-fetched idea that had conme into her mind out of nowhere—perhaps because of the
upconming lunch with her father, about which she was feeling qual ni sh—and she gave it snal
credence. Callie wasn't yet a hotbed of anti-MIlieu sentinent as cosnbp Okanagon and sone of the
"planets of color" were; but its Celtic-heritage denizens were prickly and antiestablishnment by
nature, and hardship caused by the diatrene eruption had exacerbated the groundswell of politica
di scontent that had long flourished anong the plaidie hills.

One of the nost vocal of Cal edonia's Rebel stalwarts was |an Macdonal d, Beinn Bhiorach's sole
I nt endant Associate and the Dirigent's own father..

Di anond

Jack!

Her troubl ed nmood vani shed as she responded to his telepathic hail. For a few m nutes they
shared special thoughts on the intinmte node of farspeech. Persons other than young | overs would
doubt | ess have found their mental conversation cloying and sentinental, to say nothing of
hackneyed; but to Jack and Dorothea the ideas were new and precious and inportant, dealing as they
did with the wonder of each other.

At |l ast, however, his nental nuances reluctantly reveal ed that he had anot her reason for
bespeaki ng her

There's bad news, sweetheart. |'mon Ckanagon. My Aunt Anne was involved in a serious accident
here. Her starship crashed.

Oh, no! How is she?

Anne's alive but badly hurt. Unfortunately, her three exotic conpanions and the human pil ot
di ed.

I'"'mso sorry, Jack.

The worst part is, we think the crash was no acci dent

Oh, God. And it happened on Ckanagon?

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-%20Galactic%20Milieu%203%20-%20Magnificat.txt (32 of 197) [1/15/03 7:38:32 PM]



file:/I1F|/rah/Julian%20M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Gal acti c%20Milieu%203%20-%20M agnificat.txt

Yes. Anne and sonme of her associates fromthe Panpolity Directorate for Unity had cone fromOb
to confer with the Commander-in-Chief of the Twelfth Fleet, Oaen Bl anchard. There have been recent
all egations by loyalist Magnates of the Conciliumthat the Twelfth is top-heavy with officers
bel onging to the Rebel party.

Yes, | know. And the allegations are true.

Anne and her col |l eagues were going to look into it. No big thing. She didn't want to get the
spacers all torqued and testy. It was to be a discreet sanpling of sentiment, to find out how the
anti-Unity misunderstandings that seemto be so prevalent in this Sector night be corrected. In
the case of the Fleet, Anne had considered revising the curriculum at Chel an Acadeny, plus
instituting mandatory reeducation of the comm ssioned officers. The Directorate discussed all this
nmont hs ago.

What did Blanchard think of that idea? |I've heard that he's one of the top Rebel |eaders. He
and Annushka Gawrys were once | overs, you know. Some people say that the concept of an anti-Mlieu
political party originated with the two of them

Anne never talked to Blanchard. Her courier ship went down the very norning that the first
conference was schedul ed. There's no doubt that the pilot deliberately caused the disaster. He
m ght have been a suicidal anti-Unity fanatic—but there's another possibility. The ship was an
express courier, and the pilot was a | owranked adept-class operant, wearing a conventional CE
control helnet. The hat could have been sneetched, coercing himto fly the ship into the ground.
The passengers had no inkling that anything was wong until it was too late to do anythi ng about
it. Anne only survived because she spun a crude netacreative cocoon around herself at the | ast
mnute. It didn't protect her conpletely, but it did the job. She'll be in a regen-tank for at
| east a year.

The poor worman ... What will happen to the Unity Directorate? Anne was its prine nover. It
won't be the sanme without her. Who will take over the chair? You?

| don't think I"'mright for the job, sweetheart. But never mind that. There's one last bit of
info | haven't told you. Before Anne went switch-off, she made a | ast heroic effort and nmanaged to
bespeak a single intelligible word: Hydra.

'l Chdear God.
The Ckanagon authorities notified the First Magnate. Wen Papa found out about the Hydra thing
he told nme, and | cane zorching to Cky like a bat out of hell. Dirigent Castellane bent over

backwards to cooperate with us and the Magi stratuminvesti gators.
Smal | wonder. Nobody's forgotten that earlier nystery accident on Okanagon that conveniently

wi ped out Pat's predecessor ... And now the First Magnate's pro-Unity sister is nearly killed and
tal ks about Hydra! A very suggestive coincidence. Especially when one recalls the Alvarez flap six
years ago

How could | forget? It happened the very night we first met—nore or |ess face-to-face—at
Marc's Hal | oween party.

Yes ... you wore that adorable clown suit, and | picked your giant brain |like an overripe
nmusknel on.

And you conceived the idiotic notion of going to Ckanagon with Uncle Rogi to interrogate
Al varez.

It wasn't idiotic! |I had good evidence that the man was a Hydra.

Your idea was shit-for-brains stupid... even though you were right about the Hydra.
Fortunately, | found out about your schenme and had Alvarez framed with a felony hit-and-run charge
to put himtenporarily out of circul ati on—and beyond your reach

You what ?

Di anond, you were only fifteen years old then! | couldn't let you endanger your life by playing

clumsy detective ganmes with a potential Hydra.
Uncl e Rogi! That danmmed ol d stool pigeon—he told you!
He di d what he thought was best. Wat if the other Hydra-units had been there, backing up
Al varez when you tried to interrogate hin? They would have nailed you to the wall

Vel l, they weren't on Ckanagon. They were on Earth, stalking ne in Hawaii!

Yes. [Chilling recollection.]

| presune that the Renillard Dynasty snuffed Al varez.

They had not hi ng what soever to do with his death. Actually, it was a very nasty surprise. | had
hoped to mind-ream himfor information about the identities of the other Hydra-units and Fury.
After Alvarez died so nysteriously in his cell, Krondak evaluators fromthe Galactic Magi stratum

took over the phony hit-and-run investigation at the First Magnate's request—allegedly because
Al varez held such a high position on the Okanagon Dirigent's staff. The exotics nmanaged to do
superficial redactive exanination of Patricia Castellane and her top people wi thout their know ng
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it, but the lightweight probes failed to find proof that she or any of the others at Dirigent
House on Okanagon were aware of the Hydra's real identity. They didn't find any other Hydras
living on the planet, either. The Lyl m k Supervisors and the First Magnate eventually put a lid on
the entire Alvarez affair.

I'"mnot surprised. But nowit seens that there is at | east one other Hydra hiding on Ckanagon
After all this tine.

W really don't have the foggi est notion why the pilot crashed the starship, or what Anne neant
when she said "Hydra." There's no way of questioning her until she cones out of the tank—and thank
God for that. The last thing the Dynasty needs now is public specul ati on about a new Hydra attack

Jack, you can't sinply ignore the possibility.

O course not. But Paul intends to keep the Hydra angle of the case sub rosa. Only the inner
circle of Castellane's bureaucracy and the Fleet Conmander hinmself knew about Anne's upcomni ng
visit. If one or nore of themis a Hydra-unit in disguise, we'll have the devil's own tine proving
it. There isn't enough evidence to justify an official inquiry of the planetary bigw gs—uch | ess
their full-scale mnd-reamand the law won't let us nount a fishing expedition. The Gal actic
Magi stratumwi Il continue to investigate the crash, but there'll be no Hydra hunt.

| see. Another cover-up

For the good of the MIlieu, darling.

| ndubi tably. .

The real question is, why did the Hydra want to kill Anne?

She heads the Unity Directorate—and | told you that Fury has this daft notion of founding a
Second Mlieu with its ow evil substitute for Unity.

D anond, dear Dianond! Don't let your own terrible experiences with that nonster col or your
right reason. Fury is only a single warped individual. It has just two Hydra-units left to act as
its agents. The Conciliumwould know if any | arger Fury-led cabal existed. The Lyl m k would know
There is no such group.

There are the Rebels.

Their agenda bears no resenbl ance to Fury' s—except that both want humanity out of the Mlieu

I've had the dammed nonster inside nmy mind and | know how seductive it can be. Fury doesn't
have to coerce |arge nunbers of people or lead themopenly. Al it has to do is secretly exploit
human weakness and perversity. And elininate persons who threaten its schene.

Yes.

Jack, everybody acknow edges that humanity is still far below the Unified races in
sociopolitical maturity. Conpared to the exotics, Earthlings are still at the |level of Genghis
Khan and the Gol den Horde. W still commt crines, cheat, lie, connive, and try to better
oursel ves at the expense of the other guy. Believe ne, | see it all from behind this desk! The

Dirigent is a conbination onbudsman, judicial despot, and glorified nanny—

And | |ove you.

Don't be facetious. And don't patronize ne!

Never. | love you and | al so respect your judgnent and your intuition. You' re right about Fury
being a potential nenace to the Mlieu, and you're right about it being capable of manipul ating
humanity to its own ends. You do know the nonster better than | do. And the human condition as
wel | .

Don't say that, Jack

It's true. It's so easy for ne to forget what being human is. My know edge is all acadenic
VWhat does Jack the Bodil ess know about human weakness, human feeling, the enotions that sway the
human heart? | try to understand but | don't always succeed. You should know t hat better than
anyone, darling.

Don't be silly.

Did I tell you that Marc thought it was absurd that a—a thing Iike me should fall in |Iove and
want to marry?

He woul d! If anyone in your famly is inhunan, it's Marc, not you

You' d better hope not, babe. | nbpdel ed ny wedding tackle on his three-piece set.

Jack, it's not funny. You know as well as | do that human nature is ultimately nental, not
physical . You have the nmind of a dear, genuine human being. | could never have |oved you
otherwise. And | do | ove you

Di anond. . .

I want to be with you. | want to put all of these problens aside, just for a little while, and
think only about us. It's selfish—

It's not.

[Interval of nutual consol ation.]
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Jack, what will become of Anne? WIIl she be transported to Earth?

Paul will arrange it

It seens heartless for us to go ahead with a big weddi ng.

Nonsense. Anne would be the last one to want to put a danper on the festivities. Now listen to

me. I'mcomng to Caledonia imediately. In tw days we'll fly to Earth in Scurra Il—-slowy.

Yes. Ch, yes. It would be marvel ous to have sone quiet time with you. Sone |earning tine.

Sone teaching tine! 1'lIl be with you before you know it Goodbye, ny dearest Di anond, a ni ghean
nmo ghaoi |

Goodbye, Jack, a churai dh gun ghianh!

I ntendant Associ ate |an Macdonal d picked at his poached sal non and chanpit tatties, his dark
brow furrowed in an obstinate scow. "I still think | should stay hone. There's not only Assenbly
busi ness, but the harvest is on back at the airfarmand Gavin and Hugh have their hands full and
call ne every other day with this crisis or that. There are equi pnent problens, and two new
flitter pilots who aren't up to snuff, and the wee plants are driftin' far to the north this
season, beyond the Goblin Isles."

"I want you to give ne away at the weddi ng, Dad."

He snorted. "As if you ever belonged to anybody but your own self, Dorrie Macdonal d!'"

Her eyes softened. "You know what | nean. | want you there beside ne affirmng ny marriage. And
pl ayi ng those bl oody pipes of yours for the sword dance after.”
"Aye, well, there'll be plenty of Remllards about who could do the honors at the altar," he

muttered. "That Uncle Rogi you're so fond of. Your Grandad Kyle, for a' that, if you're bound to
have a kiltie relation stirrin' up a ruckus."

"It wouldn't be the sanme and you know it. Kyle can no nore play the pipes than Rogi can." The
Dirigent lifted a specially prepared contai ner of puréed food, deftly inserted its tube into a
hi dden orifice behind the chinpiece of her dianmond mask, and ate. Her pseudovoi ce continued to
speak as clearly as ever. "I know you're still sulking because Jack and | are getting married on
Earth instead of here on Callie. But it wouldn't have been practical having the cerenony here. Not
with things still all in a flaughter fromthe diatreme. Saint Andy's cathedral is a pile of
rubble.”

"Bei nn Bhi orach wasn't touched, as you know very well. W could have had the weddi ng at Sai nt
Maggie's in Granpi an Town, where you were christened, and—

"—and put up forty or fifty Remllards at the farn? And heaven knows how many Magnhates of the
Conci | i um and ot her distingui shed human and exotic guests that Jack will have invited, to say
not hi ng of the odd Macdonal d who nmay have a notion to attend, and a few friends and associ at es of
my own!" She shook her head and her eyes flashed. "Be realistic, Dad. G anpian Town has one
fl eabag hotel and two pubs with tatty roonms on top."

I an Macdonal d banged his fork down. Hi s nassive brow was |ike thunder. "And perish the thought
that the hi gh nucky-nmuck Renmillard Dynasty and their swank friends should have to denean
t hensel ves stayin' in |ow Cal edoni an dives! Never mind what's right and proper for a father to do
for his own lassie's marriage. W'll let the stinkin' rich Remillards pay all the bills and do
exactly as they please because they're the First Fanily of Metapsychol ogy and darlings of the
medi a and fawnin' | apdogs of the fewkin' Lyl mk!"

There were murnmurs and snickers from people at the tables nearby. The Intendant Assenbly dining
room was packed with |egislators, senior staff nmenbers, and | obbyists, and a | ot of them
undoubt edly shared the Rebellious inclinations of |an Macdonal d.

The Dirigent suppressed her nortification and broadcast vibes of fond tolerance to let the
operant diners, at |east, know that she was unfazed by her father's tirade. Wiy did normals |ove
to make scenes? If lan had been operant, the two of them could have quarrel ed decently, mind to
mnd on the intimate tel epathic node..

When his daughter ignored his explosion, lan Macdonald took a long pull fromhis glass of
McEwan's ale and continued in a much lower tone. "That's not the whole of the matter, either. What
about yourself, Dorrie? It's as though the diatreme bl ew away your good sense, for | swear | don't
understand what's conme over you since then. A Dirigent of Cal edonia dressin' |ike a carniva
queen! Graenme Hamilton nust be spinnin' in his grave. And your poor face ... Don't tell me you
couldn't have it fixed if you wanted to. By God, your own paranount redaction would do the job
wi thout any regen-tank if you bade it! It breaks nmy heart to see you |l ooking like that, eating
invalid s slop, without even a tongue to speak with or lips to kiss—

"Dad, we had this out before. If you really can't bear the sight of ne as | am |'Il let you
see me ot herw se."

He gasped, for suddenly the dianmond nask blurred and seemed to vani sh. Her face was as it had
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been bef ore—heart-shaped and solemm within the gem studded blue | ane hood, with plain features and
a mouth with a secretive little snile.

"Anytime you wish, Dad, it'll be ny old face you see when you look at nme. |I've nade it so in
your mnd."

The nuscles of lan's strong jaw worked and he was dismayed to feel his eyes growi ng noist. "But
not your real face."

"No," she said, and he saw the glittering covering rematerialize.

"Why, Dorrie?" H s rasping whisper was heartbroken. "In God's name, why? Is it because of him
somehow?"

She was serene. "You've no right to ask ne that, Dad. Nor to ask the other question trenbling
on the tip of your tongue. | love Jack. That's all you need to know. And he | oves ne."

"Does he |l ove you the way you are behind the mask?" |an hissed.

"A face is also a nask," she said, "and no nore the real Dorothea Macdonal d than the prosthesis
is. Let me prove it."

He gave a low cry of horror and gaped at the sight across the table, feeling his gorge rise.
Once agai n the di anond mask beneath his daughter's cal m hazel eyes had faded away, but this tine
I an saw hi deously scarred flesh clinging to a noseless skull. The ghastly injury was visible only
for a nonment before sparkling blue and white gens hid it again.

"I's that the true ne?" her pseudovoice asked gently.

lan had covered his eyes with one hand. "No, lass. No." His shoulders shook. "I"'msorry. I'ma
pi gheaded fool with no right to question your judgment. You nust live your life as you see fit and
marry your uncanny Jack if that's your choice."”

She reached across the table, touching his arm "WII| you cone to Earth with Janet and Ellen
and give ne away to himat the weddi ng?"

He raised his head. "I will."
The Dirigent got up fromher chair. Her father was such a brawny man and she so snall that even
with himseated, their eyes were nearly on a | evel when she stood at his side. "I'lIl see you

there, then," she said. Her nasked face cane close to his and he felt the cool hardness of the
di amonds brush his cheek. "Goodbye, Dad."

She wal ked away, noddi ng to acquai ntances and col | eagues and exchangi ng brief telepathic
greetings with some of them Then her shining blue figure passed through the dining-roomdoor and
was gone

| an Macdonal d tossed down the | ast of the ale, keyed the table-com and demanded that the
waitron bring nore drink. He swept the roomw th a defiant glare. Nobody |ooked at him They were
al |l suddenly busy with conversations of their own or attentive to their plates. lan grunted, then
bent to his neal and finished the sal mon and potatoes and peas and bread. It would have been a sin
to let the good food go to waste.

7
FROM THE MEMO RS OF ROGATI EN REM LLARD

A week before Jack and Dorothée were to be married, the best nman farspoke ne and said he was
egging in to New Hanpshire fromhis place in the Pacific Northwest to do a little fishing before
the festivities. Wuld | like to join hin? H's childhood friends Al ex Mani on, Boom Boom Lar oche,
and Arkady Petrovich O Malley mght al so show up

I was delighted by the notion of taking a few days off with Marc. The tabloid vanpires were
getting bolder as the date of the cerenony approached. Stonewal |l ed by the weddi ng principals,
they' d besi eged nmy bookshop in Hanover, clogging the comink and scaring paying custoners away. |t
was enough to drive a man to drink—but | was nmaintaining an unwonted sobriety just then, as wel
as spending a lot of tine |ooking over ny nental shoul der

The attack on Anne by Hydra m ght have nystified the rest of the Remllard famly, but | had a
pretty fair notion what was behind it. Sonehow, Fury had found out that Anne was hot on its trail
It had decided to elimnate the threat before she could set up Denis's exorcism | figured the
nmonst er nmust have told Madel ei ne and Parnell, the surviving Hydra-units, to kill Anne. They'd nade
a dammed good try, probably by perform ng some kind of mind-fuck on the pilot of her starship.
Hell, the guy was even wearing a control-helnet! Marc had told nme years ago that Hydra had al nost
killed himthat way by coercing himto crash his CE-controlled notorcycle. It seens the
brai nboards of those infernal hats create a w de-open door to coercive m schief.

So far, there'd been no attenpts on ny own life. If Anne was right about the parent-child
nmental constraints (and if Fury abided by them which was by no neans a sure thing), then the
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monster woul dn't be able to hurt me through its own nindpower. | was still vul nerable to Hydra,
t hough, and | knew | wouldn't be safe until | told Jack and Dorothée everything that Anne had told
ne.

Unfortunately, the young | overs had already taken off from Cal edonia on a shall ow catenary
voyage when | | earned about Anne's crash. In those days, conmunication with a ship in hyper-space
was a difficult and involved matter, undertaken only in the gravest energencies, and had no
guarantee of privacy. | couldn't risk it. Jack and Dorothée weren't scheduled to show up in New
Hanmpshire until the last nminute, the afternoon before the wedding. Then their tine would be taken
up by a whirl of clothes fittings, the rehearsal, and the rehearsal dinner. So it |ooked |ike
was going to have to find a way to break the bad news to the kids on the day of the cerenony
itself, before they took off for their honeynoon on the Hawaiian island of Kauai

Dandy. What a great little wedding present that would be.

It was definitely time to go flyfishing with Marc and forget.

At that time | didn't own an egg, so | threwny tackle in nmy old non-gravonmagneti c Vol vo wagon
and headed up to Pittsburg Township at the far northern end of the state. There, deep in the
restored "prineval" woodl ands west of Indian Stream was the big | akeside cabin that Victor
Remillard had built before the Great Intervention. The family had taken over Wite Mose Lodge
after Vic was deconmi ssioned, and the place was so pretty and the fishing and snowrobiling so good
that it had no lingering evil associations. Live-in caretakers kept the | odge open all year round,
and the Renillard clan felt free to drop in with their friends and recreate anytine they felt like
it.

It was early evening on June 11 when | arrived. To ny mind, the North Whods in m d-June are
about as idyllic as New Engl and gets. The no-see-um gnats are about finished, the nosquitoes
aren't yet up to strength, and the nore beni gn hatches of insect |life that brook trout fancy are
on the wing. | pulled up in the |odge's parking area next to a couple of nmpbdest vehicles that |
presuned bel onged to the staff. Over on the dirt [anding pad stood a jet-black performnce egg
with the CEREM corporate logo on its door. Marc had arrived, but his boyhood pals Boom Boom Al ex,
and Arky apparently had not.

Quy Laroche worked for the Human Division of the Galactic Magistratum down in Concord and had
his sights set on the top-cop position. Al exis Mnion had becone the prem er authority on the
relationship of nental lattices to dynanic-fields, and his work at Canbri dge University had
al ready begun to attract the attention of the Nobel Conmittee. Arkady Petrovich O Malley was
Exotic Liaison Chief of the Twelfth Fleet, based on Ckanagon. In spite of their high-powered heads
and exalted positions, all three nen were ideal fishing buddies, unpretentious and ready to |augh
at an old man's raunchy jokes. They were al so synpathetic to ny Rebel |eanings and concerned about
the way the exotic races continued to linmt human freedom

| shut down nmy Volvo's whiny old turbine, clinbed out, and stretched the kinks out of ny bones.
It wasn't dark yet. Night takes its own sweet tine falling in New Hanpshire as the sumrer sol stice
approaches. The pines and hem ocks were sil houetted agai nst a greeny-blue sky and a | oon warbl ed
its spooky | ove song out on the |l ake. The still air snelt of conifer resin and fried pork sausage
and the wild roses that had been planted near the ranbling | og house. A chipnunk chi pped and song
sparrows sang farewell to the day. The only evidence of the fanobus al bino noose herd for which the
pl ace had been naned was a fresh pile of olive-sized droppings that | alnost stepped in as
unl oaded the car

A quick |l ook through the |odge's kitchen wall reveal ed Norm and Suzanne |sbrandt, the current
caretaker couple, eating the aforenmentioned sausages for supper. Qut on the | ake the resident
brook trout were already rising in anticipation of the evening hatch. The mayflies weren't out
yet, but there were a few caddi ses wi nging around. In the distance | perceived a fancy fl oat-tube,
gliding with suspicious speed toward Porcupi ne Cove nearly a klomaway on the |ake's northern
si de. Naughty, naughty! The operant fisherman was using PK—aot his swimfins—+o get into casting
position. He had suppressed his aura, as the nost powerful metas do routinely, but even ny nyopic
farsight had no trouble identifying him The husky shoul ders and hatl ess head of black curly hair
bel onged to Marc Renill ard.

He sai d: Bonsoir Onc' Rogi

| said: H Marc. How s the | ake | ooking?

Fair, he said, in the typical deprecating understatenent that has characterized flyfishernmen
for two hundred years. No matter what kind of luck you're having, it's gauche to be enphatic about
it Fishing is never fantastic and it never sucks; it's "mddling" or "a mte slow" |If the trout
are hitting on the backcast or otherw se virtually |eaping into your net, the sport may be
characterized as "hal fway decent."

| watched as ny great-grandnephew gui ded his U shaped float into position, cocked his arm and
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made a perfect 30-meter cast. Show off! He was using an ancient, perfectly preserved No. 4 split-
cane rod fromPartridge of Redditch, together with the newest top-of-the-line nodel Donner AG
reel. No sooner had his elk-hair caddis dry fly fluttered to the water than a big brooki e hamered
it Marc played the creature for a few ninutes, then brought it to his net and carefully set it
free. The trout had been what |, wedded to obsol ete systens of wei ghts and neasures, would have
called a helluva scrappy two-pounder

Languidly, | said: N ce fish.

Marc said: Quit jabbering and get out here on the water.

Dusk is the best time of day for |ake angling, especially if you are an operant and can see in
the dark. (We heads don't talk nuch about these little blessings to shortbrained folks.) I had no
intention of joining Marc over in the cove. Flyfishing is sonething you do in solitude, even if
you go out with a buddy. There'd be tinme enough afterward in the |odge for us to gossip and tel
I ies about who caught and rel eased the biggest and feistiest trout. (Wen the actual fishing is
over, one is finally pernmitted to pull out all the stops.)

I put on ny chest-high secoprene waders and cussed when | discovered |I'd left the belt at hone.
But what the hell. My belly-boat had three support bladders, and the chances of all of them

deflating at once were nil. A wader-belt was a necessity when you fished fast rivers, where even a
good swi nmmer could drown if he fell into the drink and his waders filled with water and dragged
himdown. But a little bitty dead-calmlake like this was safe as houses.

Ri ght ?

Well, I"'mstill here to tell the tale, but it was a m ghty cl ose shave..

Since Marc was fishing his precious banboo, | decided to use ny Orvis Zipster with a nminiature
Hardy Fl yweight reel and a threadlike No. 1 |ine. The streans of New Hanpshire being nostly quite
small, lively little brookies 20 cents or so in length are the usual thing you catch. |If you use

ultralight tackle these nanoids are fine sport, fighting as fiercely as a Montana rai nbow. Qur
| arger fish nostly live in | akes, and unless you are—as | was!—-a snot out to prove sonething, you
use heavi er tackle when you try for heavier fish

The zero-weight outfit is so light that any kind of breeze makes casting al nost inpossible
unl ess you cheat and use your PK faculty. Tonight, however, conditions on the quiet |ake were
perfect. Contrary to what you might think, it's quite possible for a skilled angler to land a
nmonster with a well-nmade Zipster rig such as ny Ovis. If | nanaged to bring in any kind of decent
fish 1'd ace Marc on piscatorial points no matter how big a hawg he pulled in with the heavier
Partri dge.

Chortling in anticipation, | put on ny vest and ny brown Tilley hat with the flies stuck init,
gathered the rest of ny stuff, and set off along the path that paralleled the southern | akeshore
Marc would watch nme with his paranobunt farsenses; but |1'd stay as far away from himas possible so
I wouldn't have to see that maddeni ng one-sided snile of his when | had ny inevitable break-offs.
Fishing with ultralight tackle neans that you | ose nore fish than you net; but therein lies the
chal | enge and the fun.

When | reached a suitable put-in spot |I pinched the inflators on the float-tube, put on ny
flippers, and—voila! | was ready to go. Lots of anglers—Marc included—prefer open-fronted floats
because they're convenient to get into. | like my classic donut belly-boat with the high backrest
because it's easier to maneuver in the water. It's a nmediumbitch to get yourself settled into,

t hough. The cloth sling you sit in takes up nost of the central opening and it's a tight and
awkward fit to step into the thing with fins on. If you're a beanpole |like nme, you just put the
tube on over your head, push it down until the sling hits your runp, then fasten the 'tween-| egs
strap. Wth your rod clanped ever so gently in your teeth, you grip the tube's side handles like a
duchess lifting her skirt to curtsy to the queen and wade into the water backwards in the approved
frogman fashi on.

Then you sit down... and enjoy bliss! The float-tube is sonehow nore aesthetically satisfying
than a regul ar boat, which your dedicated flyfisher tries to avoid using. You ride waist-deep in
the water, finning silently, close to fish who don't seemto realize that you aren't one of the
gang. Al of your tackle is near at hand, organized in zipper pouches. Your rain jacket and snacks
are in the backrest.

I knew a little bay with an outflow streamand an interesting drop-off to a springhol e where
sizable fish often lurked. | headed for it at a brisk rate of knots—novi ng backwards, of course.
As it got darker the |lake turned to a sheet of polished onyx with the sinking noon and the |ights
of the lodge reflected in it The | oons gi bbered, a duck splashed in the weeds, and the little
out fl ow stream chuckl ed merrily over its rocks. Tiny wisps were beginning to rise to the water's
surface, floating like elfin sailboats. They were newy hatched mayfly duns drying off their first
wings. | gently scooped one up, studied it, and then found a dry fly that resenbled it and began
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totie it onto the |eader

An incisive tel epathic thought zinged my brain:

How s it | ooking over there?

| said to Marc: The hatch is on. I'musing a Nunber 12 yellow paradrake on a 7X ti ppet and the
nought -wei ght rod. Eat your heart out fl ogger

Big fly for toy tackle. Smile. Crazy old salopard ... Did you cone al one?

Damm ri ght.

Then it's just you and ne and the fishies tonight. Alex and Arky said they probably wouldn't be
able to make it until tonmorrow, and Boomis trapped in Concord indefinitely. Talk to you | ater

| said: Tight lines non fils.

Then | forgot Marc and concentrated on ny aquatic prey.

You have to understand that flyfishing is a deliberately inefficient sport. Any bl ockhead can
catch a fish with a pole, a hank of string, and a hook with a worm or marshnal |l ow or some ot her
organic bait. But to deceive the wily trout into striking at a pinch of fiber, feathers, or tinse
tied to a barbless hook requires a carefully conceived strategy and artful tactics. If you're a
met apsychi ¢ operant, you have to handi cap yourself even further to make it a fair fight. You
dassn't use your ultrasenses to find the fish underwater. You can't netacoerce the critter into
sampling the fly. And of course you nust never use your creative faculty to conceal your presence
or enhance the fly's illusion of edibility.

Sonetimes | cheat.

But | didn't this night, except in harmess ways like PKing the nearly invisible tippet into
clinch knots tying on the fly, and using the sanme honely netafaculty to resolve tangles. In the
space of two hours, | caught and rel eased a couple dozen valiant tiddlers too snall to snap the
hal f-kilo test |eader

| fairly hooked—and broke of f, because | made various mistakes in playing them$ive fish of
respectabl e size. The brook trout took my flies away with them but eventually the special-alloy
bar bl ess hooks would fall off or dissolve, leaving the critters unharmed. The noon vani shed, the
| oon serenade continued, and I was a happy nman. Wen the hatch cane to an end, the duns that had
survived greedy fish flew away to rest in the bushes. Fully mature ephenerides that had hatched a
few days earlier now spun giddily in their mating dance overhead. Fertilized fenal es bounced al ong
the water's surface laying their eggs while the males dropped fromthe sky, dead of a surfeit of
ecst asy.

Eventual |y Marc got hungry and decided to pack it in. | told himl'd stay just a tad | onger
fishing the spinners.

And of course it had to happen; no sooner had Marc di sappeared inside the lodge than | finally
hooked t he big one.

| had taken note of this fish over an hour ago, cruising well out of range in shallow sh water
on the right side of the springhole. It was taking spent mayflies with najestic precision: gulp
gul p, gulp (pause for a nunber of mnutes to rumnate), gulp, gulp, gulp (tine out for really
serious contenplation). My mind s eye could study the stately fish w thout conprom sing angler's
honor since | wasn't casting to it. It |ooked |ike the grandaddy of all brookies, a real npbssback
dar k greenish-blue above and silvery-white below, with pale w ggly markings up around the dorsa
fin and blue-ringed yell ow and pink spots on the flanks.

| didn't paddle the belly-boat over and try for himearlier because | was afraid he'd spook

Besi des, with every feeding pass he got a little closer. | was willing to wait, playing ny gane
with smaller fry.
Finally, he condescended to head ny way, drawn by a shower of dying insects. | hastily tied on

a rusty spinner. Gulp, gulp—

| cast, and ny fly settled Iike a whisper a neter in front of the trout's abovewater snout |
gave the spinner a tiny, seductive twtch.

aul p.

CGot cha

| set the tiny hook in the nonster brookie's tough jaw and nentally how ed out a prayer: S'i
vous plait, non doux Jésus! No nistakes this tine!

The fish streaked off, nmaking ny little reel squeal like a tortured nmouse. He dove to the
bottom of the springhole. The Iine went dead sl ack
God! Had | lost himalready? (No fair peeking.) I lifted the rod high, reeled in with delicate

caution, and net resistance. There was a vibration as the trout shook his head and darted off a
short distance, but the rod—ot the fragile | eader—took the strain. Then the line went |inp again
Had the fish broken off, or was he comng toward nme? It took all my wllpower not to |ook. |
cranked in line |like a madnman, but the dinky reel was too slow on the uptake. Somewhere underwat er
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t he brooki e was waggi ng his great head again. If |I didn't tighten the line soon |I'd surely |ose
him 1 took hold of the |line and began stripping in slack cautiously with ny free |eft hand,
catching each fresh loop with nmy right index finger while sinultaneously gripping the rod. It's
not classy flyfishing but it works ... provided the damed fish doesn't zoomaway all of a sudden
and hal f take your finger off, catching it in a bird' s nest of snarled |ine.

Taut at last! | held my lunker ever so gently while | got the coils of |oose |line back on the
reel. He exploded in fury—zeeee! went the reel —and away he ran again. He pulled me and the fl oat-
tube out into deep water. Then he junped, a tactic that had already lost me three or four decent
fish that evening. But this tine | was ready, bowing the rod to the fish in the approved fashion.
He spl ashed back and sounded again, but he was definitely weakening.

| began the end gane, reeling in as nuch line as | could when he was quiet, but allowing himto
run short distances when he wanted to. Gradually he cane closer and closer to the float-tube. It
was full dark with only stars to illuninate the water, but nmy night sight saw himdarting and
pausi ng near the surface. He had to be 125 cents long and wei gh over 4 kilos, a very respectable
size indeed for a brook trout.

Coaxing himin, | held ny breath and prayed that he woul dn't take nme by surprise at the | ast
m nute and snap the cobweb tippet. | even spoke to himtelepathically (a totally usel ess pl oy,
since a trout has a cerebrumsmaller than its eyeball), reassuring himthat | would set himfree
as soon as | got himinto the net and renoved the hook with forceps.

| had the net in the water now, noving it slowy so the fish wouldn't panic when | eased the
meshes around him M entire attention was fixed on ny prize as | brought himclose to the left
side of the float-tube. The net noved up to take him from behi nd.

He turned, saw the net... and | aughed.

| swear that nmy mind s ear heard him and the |aughter was conpl etely hunan. |ncredul ous,
tracked himw th ny farsight as he dove straight down, hauling Iine frommy screaning reel, then
reversed and rocketed toward the surface again, directly underneath ny float-tube. Snout-first, he
struck the mesh sling | sat in and delivered a fearful blowto my testicles.

| yelled. Geat balls of fire popped in front of ny eyes and | dropped the rod. The sudden
excruciating pain was so distracting that | failed to notice that the quick-rel ease buckle of the
float's 'tween-1egs strap had popped open. | began to slide deeper into the water, too agonized to
think straight. Col dness flooded around ny arnpits, down ny body, and into ny aching groin.
gripped my crotch and cursed, trying to redact away the pain.

The laughter in my mind intensified. | seened to see the great trout, now scarcely a neter away
fromme on the left. H s head was out of the water, his eyes glowed a spectral green, and ny fly
was still affixed in the corner of his grinning nouth. The fish dove and struck me a second
terrible blowin the privates. Wien | screanmed again ny nouth filled with water

It was then | realized that nmy waders were rapidly filling and draggi ng nme down.

| thrashed like a gaffed shark, trying to grab the belly-boat seat and haul nyself up before ny
head went under again, but | was being pulled down too fast. Ordinarily I'ma pretty decent
swinmer and | hadn't really started to panic yet. Underwater, | pulled ny fishing vest |oose from
the dangling float-tube strap that had snagged it, opened it, unfastened the buckles of ny waders,
then tried to push them down and free ny |l egs of both waders and swi m fins.

| couldn't

Sonet hi ng bound my ankles tightly together and I knew what it was: not the easily broken nylon
| eader but WF1F flyline, as strong as steel wire. More of the stuff floated around me, withing in
the water as though it were alive. The goddam fish was circling ne with unbelievabl e speed and
was being trussed like arolled rib roast! | felt ny knees suddenly constrained as nore |ine wound
around them M left wist became entangl ed and that armwas yanked tightly against ny body. My
bursting lungs now hurt nore than nmy wounded nuts.

Again | had a vision of the homicidal trout and heard it |augh. But the voice was that of a
man. An inbecilic notion cane into ny oxygen-starved brain: Didn't | know this fish?

Wasn't it Parnell Remllard, Adrien and Cheri's wayward son, one of the two surviving Hydra-
uni ts?...

It was at that point that | panicked.

The bizarre attack had | eft ne so nuddl eheaded that it had not occurred to nme until then to
send out a telepathic shout for help. | tried to farspeak Marc, but the effort was pathetically
weak. Precious air escaped frommy nostrils. | sank deeper and deeper and ny ultrasenses faded to
extinction. | was envel oped in pain, darkness, and a growing lethal chill. Dreamlike visions
dredged from ny nenories began to expl ode before ny blind eyes. | was dying and the sadistic
Parnel | was greatly anused

| refused to surrender to the Hydra. Wth the last of my strength | drew up ny knees, then
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abruptly straightened nmy bound |l egs, flapping the swmfins. Again and again | perfornmed this
maneuver, trying to propel nyself toward the water's surface. But sonething was hol di ng ne down.
The flyline had snagged on the bottom M/ free right hand funbled at a pocket of my fishing vest |
had a small Swiss jackknife. If I could just get hold of it—

| was rocked by a third savage blow, this tine to the abdonen. My lungs expelled their

remai ni ng hoard of air. | stopped struggling and drifted, knowi ng Parnell had finished me. Fury's
secret was safe.
Qddly, | could see agai n—but the vision was detached, evidence that the termi nal excorporea

excursion had begun. My body was suspended near the bottom of the springhole in about five neters
of inky water, tethered to the broken branch of a sunken log by a few turns of line. The flyrod
lay in the mud ani dst wavi ng weeds. There was no sign of the trout. | felt warm again. The pain
had vani shed and | was noving slowy away frommy nortal hulk, up to the surface into marvel ous,
shining air.

W thout enotion, | watched a swi mming human figure descend and approach ny dead body. This was
an uni nteresting devel opment, and so | turned away and smiled into the fascinating light. | began
to speed toward it—

The Iight went out.

After a blank interval | realized | was breathing. My lungs were on fire and ny brain was a
throbbing cl ot of agonized jelly. Two nen were talking.

"He's coming around. His heart's steady, and fromwhat | can tell, his brain function is back
in the normal range."

"Thank God."

"Rogi's a damed tough old Canuck. Hard to kill."

"I don't think I could have saved himw t hout your redactive course. Even in extrems, his mnd
was shut up tight against ne."

"I'"ll bring himto the lodge in a few mnutes. You'd better go on ahead. Get the egg ready and
tell the hospital in Colebrook that we'll be flying himin."

| heard departing footsteps skwodging in the nmud. My eyes still refused to open. Unearthly
| aughter rang out, and for an instant | convulsed in terror, stiffening in the arns that held ne.
But it was only the dammed | oons cackling. | groaned in relief, then nunbled, "Gonna be sick."

Strong hands turned ny body and held ny head while | vonmited | ake water. Then a dazzling dart
seenmed to inpale nmy brain and | instantly felt better, zapped by redaction. My eyes opened and
focused—nore or less—and | processed optical input: a starry sky framed by conifer trees, branches
of underbrush up close, and a face | ooking down at ne. Deep-socketed eyes with w nged brows, the
aquiline Remillard nose, a cleft chin, a thin-lipped nouth sniling a | opsided snile.

"Feeling better?" Marc asked. He wi ped nmy nmouth with a bandanna handkerchief and lifted nme into
a sitting position.

"It was Parnell -Adrien's kid—that tried to kill ne," | wheezed feebly. "Hydra disguised as a
killer trout! You gotta believe ne, Marco."

"We'Il talk about it later." He scooped ne into his arns like a child and carried ne toward the
| odge. | could hear excited voices.

A maudlin tear trickled down nmy cheek. "Thanks for saving nmy life. Stupid old fart... | didn't
think to call till it was alnpst too |late. But you heard nme after all.”

"I didn't hear your mind calling,”" Marc said. "And | didn't really save you. | cane running

after you were out of the water and helped with the nental first aid."

W had reached the parking area of the |odge. The caretaker couple were there with bl ankets and
pi |l ows, |eaking anxious vibes. Marc's big black egg was open and he put nme onto the rear
banquette and covered me up. Sonebody was already in the pilot seat. Marc clinbed in beside ne,
the other guy slamed the hatch and started the rho generator. The egg shot up inertialess into
t he ni ght sky.

Marc said, "Here's the one who heard your farsqueak, dived into the |ake, cut you | oose from
the mess on the bottom and pulled you ashore.™

The man in the pilot seat turned around and sniled. | goggled at him so blitzed that |
couldn't utter a word. Like Marc and I, he was sopping wet. Hi s danp blond hair straggl ed over a
yout hful brow and his eyes were the sane vivid coercer-blue as Ti-Jean's.

But it wasn't Jack the Bodil ess who had saved ne. It was Denis.

8

BRETTON WOCDS, NEW HAMPSHI RE,
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EARTH 18 JUNE 2078

The First Magnate of the Human Polity of the Galactic MIieu snoothed his striped silk tie,
checked his spats, put on his pearl-gray stroller, tugged down his wai stcoat, shot his cuffs just
atrifle, and surveyed hinself in the hotel suite's full-length mrror. He liked what he saw. Paul
Remi |l ard was a slender, striking man with a pal pable air of command. The self-rejuvenating gene
conpl ex of his fanpbus famly nade hi mappear half his actual age of sixty-four, and the archaic
formal wear | ooked notably spiffy with his silver-streaked hair and well-trinmed beard.

Al'l he | acked was the finishing touch of a boutonniere. Who had charge of the damed things,
anyway ?

He decided to farspeak Lucille. It had been her idea that the attire of the wedding party
shoul d reflect the romanti c Edwardi an Era when the Wiite Muntain Resort Hotel was new. Jack and
Dor ot hea, arused by the incongruity of the matriarch's conceit, had acceded willingly. Period
clothing was optional for the guests but strongly encouraged. Even the attendi ng Krondaku had
i nsi sted upon assum ng human formand conming in fancy dress so that their normally nonstrous
appearance woul d not clash with the mise en scéne.

Paul sent out a farspoken hail on Lucille Cartier's intinate tel epathic node:

Marma! \Wher edol pi ckupf | ower f or mybut t onhol e?

Goodaft ernoon dear my goodness aren't you the dapper boul evardier!

The posi es. \Were?

Fl ower sforgentl enmen in Marc&lack's suite just trot over pick yours up I'minconference wth
cateringstaff yourPapa soothing |anMacdonal d's wounded Scottish pride | suppose it really wasn't
t oowi seof ne to suggest he forgo kilt for Englishstyle 1905soup&fish we'll nmeetyou Roosevel t Parl or
lhour relax dear | have EVERYTH NG | N HAND.

Super! [Passionate gratitude.]

Lucill e | aughed indul gently and wit hdrew her m nd.

Paul thanked God that his nother had volunteered to oversee the nuptial arrangenments. Who woul d
have t hought that the | ogistics would be so conplicated—er that the popul ar nedia would take such
an inordinate interest? O her children of the prolific Rem|lard Dynasty—ncludi ng Paul's second
son, Luc—had tied the knot w thout attracting any special attention. "Wy," the First Magnate had
grunped earlier to Lucille, "are the sensation-nongers getting into such a pucker over these two?"

Hi s nother's response had been dry, but she charitably refrained fromchiding himfor his
insensitivity. "Dorothea and Jack are Mlieu heroes, Paul dear. Don't tell ne you' ve been too
preoccupied with your official duties to notice. And they're al so quel que peu bizarres! There's

the inevitable vul gar specul ati on about how in the world they' |l ever manage to ... do it."

Paul had frowned quizzically as conprehension dawned. "That's a good question! But dammit, it's
nobody' s busi ness but the new yweds'. | don't often take advantage of nmy perks of office, but I'm
going to do ny utnost this tine to nake certain that our famly privacy is respected.”

"Good luck," Lucille had wished himtartly. "I"'msure you're a wiz at keeping great natters of

state secret. But the marriage of Jack the Bodil ess and Di anbnd Mask i s sonething el se
al t oget her. "

Carrying his top hat and gloves, the First Magnate went out into the sunny corridor. Wndows at

either end of the long hallway were wi de open and their lace curtains flapped in the |ilac-scented
aft ernoon breeze. He | ooked down into the back garden fromthe el evator al cove and saw neat rows
of folding chairs, a red carpet leading to a flower-banked altar area with florists still fussing

over it, and a giant marquee with tables all formally set for the wedding dinner. A small ensenble
of musicians was playing Mzart's String Quintet in E-flat for a group of appreciative |isteners.
Most of the four hundred guests had been ensconced in roonms in the hotel overnight, and nunbers of
them were already strolling about the lawn or seated in the chairs, humans in ol d-fashioned finery
and exotics in their owm version of traditional formal attire. Paul could not help chuckling. The
pl ace was starting to look like a fantasy adaptation of the Ascot Opening Day scene in My Fair
Lady.

The door to one of the other hotel suites opened and two gorgeous beings emerged. They were
menbers of the dimnutive Poltroyan race, less than a nmeter in height and hurmanoi d i n appearance
except for their violet-tinted skin and ruby eyes. Their bald heads were gol d-painted in el aborate
designs and they wore robes heavily enbroidered with precious netal thread and edged with rich
green fish-fur. Follow ng Poltroyan custom both were decked in the extravagant pearl jewelry they
had worn during their own espousal celebration years ago. The First Magnhate was so taken aback by
their splendor that he hardly recognized his two old friends.

"Paul!" they exclained in happy unison, and canme boundi ng over to seize both his hands.
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Paul embraced themin turn. "Mnnie... Fred. Hi gh thoughts!"”

"What a beautiful day for your youngling's mate-affirmation," said the femal e Poltroyan
M nat i pa- Pi nakr odi n.

"And do |l et ne conplinent you on your handsone costune,"” said the male, Fritiso-Prontinalin
"I't's a bit different fromthe human nuptial garb we're famliar with."

Paul gave a hunorous shrug. "Clothes like this were the height of fashion in this part of Earth
about a hundred and eighty orbits ago, when this hotel was new. But ny outfit won't be conplete
until | find a certain little bunch of flowers |I'm supposed to wear right here." He thunbed his
| apel. "1 hope your roons are confortable."

"Qur accomuodation has a lovely view of the nountains,” Mnnie said. She added playfully, "The
furnishings are just the least bit |lackluster, but perfectly adequate to our needs."

Paul affected to be shocked. The sunptuous lifestyle of the Poltroyan race was | egendary in the
Galactic MIlieu. "No eneral d-studded bat htub? No solid-gold clothes hangers or plati num door knobs?
I"l1l conplain to the managenent™”

M nni e gi ggl ed.

Fred said, "It was very extravagant of you to have rented this entire huge establishnment, but |
suppose it was the only way to insure agai nst an invasion by unwel come newsgat herers."

The First Magnate | et his exasperation show "W've blocked the entry roads and set up sky
barriers, and the hotel perinmeter is cordoned with stun-fencing. In spite of all that, reporters
i n di sgui se have al ready been detected and ejected fromthe kitchen staff, the corps of waitrons,
and t he groundskeeping crew. One brazen gentl ewonan of the tabloid Tri-D even tried to substitute
herself for a viola player in the orchestra. Her AV recorder was hidden in the fiddle."

Bot h Pol troyans | aughed. Then Fred's kindly face turned sober. "How is your sister Anne? W
understand you personally saw to her safe transport to Earth."

"I got in from Ckanagon late [ast night and took her directly to the Polity Genetic Research
Institute in Concord. They say she's doing well, and her conplete recovery is only a matter of
time. But having Anne out of the picture for nearly a year will play merry hell with the Unity
Directorate, and it's going to have to contend with a tricky matter of nonment during the next
Conci | i um sessi on. You probably haven't heard the news yet, but netapsychol ogists fromthe
Sorbonne in Paris are going to announce officially that they've detected the initial stages of
energent coadunation of the human racial Mnd. |I'mnot faniliar enough with autocatal ytic set
theory to understand the details, but it seems that a distinct phase transition is taking place."

"But that's wonderful!” Mnnie exclained. "What is the difficulty? | should think you
Eart hli ngs woul d be overjoyed."

"There are certain hunan nmagnates who'll use the announcenent as an excuse to inflane anti-
Unity sentinment anong our people. Anne was a past master at dealing with these | oose cannons, but
unfortunately the other Directors aren't nearly as handy in a brawl. Theoreticians, nost of them"

"There's your son Jack," Fred suggested. "Wuldn't he be the logical chairman pro ten? H s
par amount m nd—

"Is only twenty-five years old," Paul said dismssively. "lIt's true that the ngjority of the
Unity Directors are prepared to approve his interimappointnment, but I'mafraid that he | acks the
experi ence—and the authority—to deal with this inpending crisis. The top guns anong the Rebe
magnat es, people |ike Annushka Gawys and Hiroshi Kodama and Cordelia Warshaw, would eat the boy
for breakfast during a no-hol ds-barred debate over the protocols of Unification. It's not that
Jack isn't brilliant. I'mjust afraid he's not tough enough to be our principal spokesman on this
i ssue."

"He m ght surprise you," Mnnie said.

Fred asked, "If not Jack, then who?"

"I was thinking," Paul said, "of appointing Davy MacG egor."

The two Pol troyans were shocked into silence

"I believe that the Lyl m k Supervisors would agree if Davy woul d." Paul flashed an ironic
smle. "You have to admit that

MacGregor is tough enough to take on the entire Rebel contingent with both hands tied behind
hi s back."

"Indubitably,” Mnnie agreed. "But it surprises us that you woul d consider a person who is
so... conspicuously uncongenial in his relationship to yourself and the other menbers of your
famly."

The First Magnate lifted his beautifully tailored shoulders. "Davy is the perfect one for the
j ob—not only because of bis tenperanent and superior m ndpower but al so because of his great
prestige as Earth's Planetary Dirigent. He's here at the cerenony, you know. A distant relation of
the bride. | plan to sound himout later today. He may tell ne to take a flying |eap, but | hope
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not
"If this plan of yours is for the best," Fred nurnmured, "then may the Al in all speed its
happeni ng." He added tel epathically: Paul mydearol dfriend can you afford to risk it? Deliberately
bringing MacGregor into close association with Renmi|lards enhances possibility of his discovering
that Fury+Hydracreature are still alive&active.

Mnnie's mnd said: Davy has it in himto destroy you+yourfamily in order to avenge his wife..
Paul said, "He's a just man. |If he takes the job he'll give it everything he's got. And to hel
with the risk to ny famly! The Human Polity needs Davy MacGegor for the Unity debate. This issue
is going to be crucial to the future of our race. If the Rebel faction ever gains the upper hand
in the Human Polity, you know as well as | do that the exotic nenbers of the Conciliumwll wite

us off as a bad job and rescind the Great Intervention."

The two little purple people nodded their gol d-painted heads solemly. "The Amal gam of Pol troy
woul d cast its vote against you with the greatest reluctance," Fred said, "but we would have no
other option. An unUnified humanity intent on cutting itself off from our confederation would
present an unacceptable risk to the survival of the MIlieu."

"Ch, please!" Mnnie pleaded. "Let's not talk of such things on this day of joy for Dorothea
and Jack."

Paul agreed and they sai d goodbye. The Poltroyan couple took the el evator down to the garden
I evel while the First Magnate continued along the corridor and knocked on a door

Conme in Papa, said Marc

Paul entered the suite occupied by the groom and the best man and found four G| ded Age dandies
| oungi ng about drinking chanpagne am dst the scattered remains of a |lavish |unch. Uncle Rogi was
still sitting at the table, clearly feeling no pain. Paul's sons Marc and Luc and Luc's spouse
Kennet h Macdonal d stood near the wi ndow, checking out the scene below. Al of themwere dressed in
the sane el egant gray formal wear as the First Magnate.

"I"ve come for ny boutonniere,"” Paul said. "Were's the bashful bridegroonf"

Rogi haul ed hinself up. Swaying a little, he declainmed: "Waiting for his dear papa to arrive
and inpart a few | ast words of paternal w sdom before he nmarches down the aisle ... Ti-Jean! Tire
ton cul de lal"

The i nner bedroom door opened. The four gallants tried to keep straight faces as a disenbodi ed
brain sailed slowy out, suspended in nid-air. It was wearing a pearl-gray top hat.

"Good CGod!" said Paul

Marc kept his conposure but the others fell about Iaughing. Uncle Rogi thrust a gl ass of
chanpagne into the First Magnate's hand and hel ped hinself to nore.

"I couldn't resist it," said Jack the Bodiless, weathed in nmental snmles. "Can you believe
that Uncle Rogi tried to talk me into going dowmn to the cerenony |ike this?"

"Wong!" Rogi declared in ringing tones. "I said Ti-Jean should go on his honeynoon |ike that."
He went into a fresh fit of laughter, delivering salacious toasts to the floating brain in broken
Canuckoi s.

"Uncle Rogi," Luc Remillard observed redundantly, "is as sozzled as a boiled ow."

"You lie, non cher fagot," the old bookseller said sweetly. "I amas drunk as a skunk in a
trunk!"

Paul grimaced in distaste. "Couldn't you boys have kept an eye on hinP"

Luc shrugged. "It's a weddi ng, Papa. Rogi has a right to celebrate."

"l guess sonebody'd better redact himsober,"” Ken Macdonald said. "Can't allow a swacked ring-
bearer, can we? My sister the exalted Planetary Dirigent would have our balls for bidet-swabbers.”
He turned to Luc. "What say we two give it a try, luv?"

"Nobody touches nmy mind!" Rogi yelled. He dodged ninbly away from both nmen, sinultaneously
tossing down the |ast of his bubbly, and headed for the outer door

Marc Renillard casually reached out and touched his fleeing great-granduncle's shoul der. Rog
froze in md-skitter, paralyzed by coercion. Wthout effort, Marc frog-marched the skinny old nan
toward the bathroom "W won't have to redact him Black coffee and a nodi cum of sinple enetic
therapy will do the trick."

"Don't ness up his clothes," Jack said.

Luc and Ken cackl ed heartlessly and foll owed along to watch the fun

The levitating brain doffed its topper and said: "WII| you help nme get ready, Papa?"

Paul sl ammed his strongest mental shield into place. "If you like." Uneasily, he followed the
thing that was his youngest son into the bedroom and shut the door behind them nuffling the
pitiful offstage noises.

"I have a confession to nake," Jack said.

"Ch?" Paul pretended to inspect the groomis clothing, which was laid out neatly on the antique
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col oni al bed.

"I"mresponsible for Uncle Rogi's overinbibing. | coerced the poor old guy into guzzling too
much chanpagne in order to distract him You see, he'd got it into his head that it was his solem
duty to give me ny prenuptial sex instruction. He's been trying to get me al one ever since he
arrived."

Paul barely suppressed a snort.

"You know how cl ose we've al ways been, Papa. | didn't want to deliberately hurt Rogi's
feelings, and | confess that | do need certain information. But not the kind of thing he had in
mnd. | hoped... to get the data fromyou."

"I see." The First Magnate smiled tightly at the hovering nass of cerebral tissue. "Wll, [|'l]I
certainly do the best | can—dnder the circunstances."”

Jack' s psychoki nesi s opened the cherrywood wardrobe door and a considerable quantity of thick
grayi sh-pink liquid matter flowed out |ike a colossal glistening anoeba. Paul stood notionless and
his eyes w dened as the anor phous bl ob noved across the fine oriental rug without |eaving a trace
and gathered into a large spheroid directly beneath the suspended brain.

"Didn't you know, Papa?' Jack's pseudovoice was good-hunored in the face of his father's
evi dent repugnance. "l usually keep the artificial plasmnow when | disincarnate. It saves a | ot
of time if | don't have to regenerate a new body from scratch—to say nothing of averting wear and
tear on ny surroundi ngs from nol ecul ar scavengi ng. "

Paul hadn't known. If truth be told, he had not lived with his nutant son or otherw se shared
the ordinary day-to-day donestic intimacies with himfor over twenty years. Wen Jon Remllard was
five years old, the wi dowed First Magnate had given himand his older siblings into the care of
their grandparents, Denis and Lucille. Paul's work, which took himto every hunan-col oni zed pl anet
inthe Galactic Mlieu, to ConciliumOb, and to hundreds of exotic worlds as well, had nade any
kind of normal family life inpossible for him In |later years, when the First Magnate's heavy
responsibilities finally eased, he discovered that his neager parental instincts were al npst
compl etely atrophied. Hs children matured i nto adulthood w thout him

Paul had convinced hinself that he loved his offspring dearly (except, of course, for the
prodi gal Madel ei ne, who was hi di ng God knew where, plotting God knew what). His relations with his
four other children were aniable but rather formal; but that could hardly be hel ped, since they
saw one anot her so sel dom

The ol dest, Marc, was the nobst estranged of the lot, a quirky, self-centered genius who
negl ected his duties as a Magnate of the Conciliumin favor of dubious researches into the
cerebroenergeti c enhancenent of the human brain. Marie, the second-born, a quiet and circunspect
worman who often seenmed enbarrassed by the antics of her nore colorful brothers, was a Professor of
Hi story at Dartnouth Coll ege who wote popular gothic novels under a pseudonym She had recently
moved into the old farmout on Trescott Road where Denis and Lucille had lived before returning to
their original hone on South Street. Luc Renmillard had conpletely overcone the physica
disabilities of his youth and now enjoyed robust good health. He and his |ife-partner Ken
Macdonal d were consul ti ng netapsychol ogi sts at the research institute headed by Paul's ol der
si ster Catherine.

And then there was Jack the Bodiless ..

The soupy ball of organic natter slowy elongated and rose, becoming a msty, turbulent col um.
The upper part engul fed the floating brain and the vapor swirled eerily, generating a faint, not
unpl easant odor that Paul's perfect menorecall recognized as the scent of a very young baby.
Wthin nmoments the reincarnation intensified to the point that the ectopl asm assunmed substantia
human form Beginning at the feet and continuing up the legs to the trunk and arns, it solidified
into an accurate representation of living human flesh. Al that was |acking were the scars,
bl emi shes, and other irregularities of natural bodies. The head and face appeared | ast of all, and
Jon Remillard finally stood before his father like a normal man. He was of nedi um hei ght, having
dark wavy hair, blue eyes with a disturbing luninosity, and the high-bridged nose and square jaw
characteristic of nmost of his famly. He struck a statuesque pose and smiled shyly.

"This body design is sonething conpletely different fromthe usual run. Usually | only do a
detailed job on ny head and arns because cl othing hides the rest. How do | | ook?"

Paul kept his voice level. "Fine, son."

"Are the sex organs proportional ? | nodeled themon Marc's, but he's twenty-three cents taller
than | am and outwei ghs nme by nore than twenty kilos."

"They' re appropriate for your build," Paul said heartily. They're perfect. You' re perfect You
| ook Ii ke the goddam Apoll o Bel vedere without the fig leaf."

Jack began to dress. "Funny thing about me and Marc. | suppose he's ny closest nmale friend,
besi des being nmy ol der brother. Intellectually, we're ideal colleagues. Wen we work together our
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m nds sonetimes slip into metaconcert with no effort at all, like a pair of nusicians playing an
intricate duet in precise tenpo. But ... he tried to talk me out of becoming a sexual entity. He
thinks it's a waste of tinme and vital energies. He called ne a fool for wanting to experience that
part of human nature."

"Sonetines," Paul said briskly, "Marc is a paranount grand-nasterly ass. Just you wait: One of
these days he'll fall head over heels and make a fucking idiot of himself."

Jack | aughed as he slipped into his shirt and installed the cuff Iinks and studs. "I sincerely
hope so. But his celibate mindset left me with a nice personal problem Up until now, the bodies
I"ve fashioned for nyself have been little nmore than holl ow shells activated by nmy creativity and
PK. Their rudinentary internal organs nerely imtated natural function to enhance the overal
realistic aspect. | never bothered with things such as extracephalic endocrine glands at all."

"I didn't know. " Paul sat down on the edge of the bed.

Jack began to put on his stockings and garters. "This particular body took ne quite a while to
design. It's still far frombeing a faithful replica of the real thing, but it does have a fairly
conpl ete set of sensory equi pnent, nerves, and blood vessels. The male organs are as perfectly
constructed as | could manage to nake them and the gonads produce the appropriate hornones. | got
nost of the function data | needed fromreference nmaterial s—including Denis's book on operant
sexuality. But | still have to fine-tune the inaginative prograns for male erotic stinuli
response. And for that | need help."

"Uh—woul d you say that your brain structures and sensory network are typically human?'

"Reasonably so."

"l asked because normal human sex is largely nental. The data you seemto require are concerned
with integrating the ancient |inbic systemof your brain—the part responsible for the sex drive
and enotion—with the nmore highly evol ved neocortex that thinks and exercises imagination. M
redactive netability's not in the same class as Marc's or your Uncle Severin's, but I'mwlling to
give it a shot"

"I"'mafraid I haven't nmade nmy needs cl ear, Papa. Actually, the integration process you
mentioned is already well established in ne. So are the hornonal patterns, the nechanisns for
erection and ejacul ation, and the pleasure pathways. But I'm.. still lacking in |ibidinous
spontaneity. What | need help with are the nore subtle aspects of eroticismin both the nale and
fermal e. My new body reacts to physical stinulation, but not to inaginative images or fantasies.
I"mstill inconpletely human."

Paul frowned to cover his apprehension. Surely this creature didn't expect himto—

"I"d like nmy first act of intercourse with ny wife to be as transcendent as possible for both

of us. As Uncle Rogi's was, with El aine Donovan. Wien he told ne about their experience, | knew
I'd somehow have to find a way to enulate it with my own |over."

Paul's silvery brows shot up. "Rogi ? Transcendent? Well, |I'Il be dammed! The ol d roué never
conpared notes with nme."

"Rogi also told me that he fell in love at first sight," Jack added quietly. "And he's never

st opped | oving El aine, even though he's tried to put her out of his mnd. My own experience with
D anond was nearly instantaneous, too—except that the initial attraction was cerebral in nature,
an i mredi ate apprehension of spiritual affinity. Rogi says that his falling in |love with Elai ne

Donovan was irrational. That seems to be a common phenonenon. But | understand that other natural
human bei ngs such as Grandpere Denis have experienced intellectual |love first, then achieved

mut ual sexual passion later."

"It can work that way. | wouldn't know from personal experience."

"Wuld it be tasteless or inpertinent of me to ask how you and Mana fell in |ove?"

Paul stared straight ahead. "As a young nman | was rather inhibited sexually. Mich like
Mar c—al t hough | had an occasi onal unsatisfying adol escent affair, while he seens to have kept
hi nsel f pure for science.”

Jack grinned.

"I first saw Teresa on the stage at the Metropolitan Qpera in New York in 2036. | was twenty-
two, a wet-behind-the-ears politician with an excessive netaquotient and a fine reputation for
running rings around the Sinbiari Proctors. She was only nineteen, and that night she nade her
debut singing the title role in Lucia di Lanmernoor. At the end of the opera the audience got to
its feet and screaned and stonped and appl auded for nearly fifteen minutes. A new superstar was
born—but she was nore than that to ne. Wien | first heard that extraordinary voice of hers
was... overcone."

"Do you nean |ibidinously stinulated?"

Paul winced. "Let's just say that it took all mnmy self-redaction to keep ny poor body under
control. It was ny first experience with an aphrodisiac, and the magic was all in Teresa's voice
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Denis claimed it had something to do with her incredible creativity. | don't know about that. |
did know that 1'd die if | couldn't have her."

"And so you were narried.”

"Five nmonths later, right there on the stage at the Met. The next four years were the happiest
of my life. W had Marc, Marie, and Madel ei ne, three magnificent operant children. Then Luc was
born with terrible physical deformities, and there were other babies with lethal genetic traits
that were stillborn or aborted. It was a terrible time for Teresa. She lost her voice and her
entire personality changed. Tests showed that your nother's germ plasm had nut at ed—probabl y
sonmetime just before the birth of our third normal child in 2040."

"But Madel ei ne wasn't normal . "

"There was nothing wong with her genes," Paul said tersely.

Jack now stared at his pair of antique |ace-up shoes and spats in nmonentary baffl enent.

"Better put the pants on first," Paul suggested. "The spats go over the shoes and button up the
sides, with the strap underneath."

Nei t her of them spoke for sone tinme. Then

"Papa... why did you and Mama stop | oving each other? Was it because she tricked you into
conceiving ne, and nade you a party to a crinme against the Proctorship Repro Statutes?"
"Not really. | forgave her that. We had drifted apart |ong before because... she no | onger

aroused me. Qur falling in love was irrational and so was the falling out. Perhaps what we had
together wasn't real love at all—-at least, not for me. Perhaps what | felt for her was only sexua
magneti sm A kind of enchantnment. | never tried to analyze it deliberately at the tinme. One
doesn't do that..."

"But you've thought about it since."

"Ch, yes. At this late date |I've cone to believe that true |ove has to be nore clear-sighted
and unsel fish than | ever was with your nmother. If 1'd really |loved her | would have been nore
accepti ng when she changed. | would have tried to evolve nmyself. Instead, when Teresa's erotic
appeal faded there seenmed to be nothing | could do to save the marriage. | found nyself attracted
to other wormen. Never to a singer, though! There were all kinds of new aphrodisiacs: a |lovely
face, perfect breasts, an alluring body, eyes with a provocative light in them tantalizing
nmovenents, the prom se of sexual excitenent that certain wonen can't help projecting ... My CGod,
Jack! There nust be a thousand reasons why a nan is attracted to one woman and not another. Each
of my women has been appealing in a different way."

"Your women... but you didn't |ove any of them"

"l enjoyed having sex with them?"

"And your enjoynent wasn't di m nished by the know edge that you were betraying your wife and
the religious values you' d been brought up in?"

Paul expl oded. "Goddammit, Jack! Don't you judge ne!"

"Papa, I'mnot. I'monly trying to understand. But it seens so illogical."

The First Magnate's anger drained away, |eaving only distaste and a terrible pity for this
i nnocent, cerebral being, this prochronistic Adamjust a few steps bel ow the sexless Lyl mk on

evolution's | adder, still determned to sanple the forbidden fruit.
And who, Paul asked hinmself, am | supposed to represent in this weird little biblical scenario?
He stared at the floor. "Sex is often illogical, just as your brother Marc naintains. It's part

of our animal nature, but it's also evolved into nore than that. We don't just do it in order to
reproduce. We do it for solace and the relief of nervous tension and fun and even for the hell of
it. Sometimes sex is only mindless fucking. But it can also be sacranmental.” He paused. "At | east
that's what they say."

"I"'d like sex to be that way for Dianond and ne. Perhaps not every tine, because that would
make it too solemm. But numinosity should definitely be a part of it. How does the old narriage
prayer put it? 'Wth ny body | thee worship...' "

The First Magnate | aughed wi thout hunor. He still had not net his son's eyes. "The weddi ng vows
al so say that the bride and groom are supposed to forsake all others until death parts them But
that's an ideal sone people can never live up to. | couldn't, after | stopped |oving your nother.
The basis for erotic attraction is obscure and capricious and it can vary over the years. | know

I've hurt a lot of ny sexual partners by rejecting themparticularly Teresa. But | didn't act
callously, in cold blood. I"'mtruly sorry that your nother's heart was broken. But | couldn't stay
with her when our |ove ended, and | don't consider myself culpable in the matter of her death.”

"I don't either, Papa."

"You know ny reputation as a gal axy-class womani zer. |'mnot proud of it. Chjectively | realize
that promiscuity and an unwillingness to conmit to a stable sexual union are psychol ogical flaws.
But it's the way | am | need sex and I'lIl have it and I'lIl do ny best not to be deliberately
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cruel to ny partners. And that's that."

Jack finished fastening his spats. "I think | know why nost mnetapsychic operants are
nmonoganous, " he said. "Opening one's mnd to a lover at the start of a relationship either
strengthens the nutual attraction or destroys it rather quickly when inconpatibilities becone
obvi ous. "

"In theory," Paul said, "that's true. But a marriage or a |ove affair can never be a linear

system They're chaotic harnonies, like all of biological nature. Both |overs have to adapt
continually to each other's changing needs to keep the truth and beauty alive. But that's not
easy. Especially when there's inportant work to do ... and you nust agree that my work is

i mportant."

Jack said nothing. He had noved in front of the mirror to attack the tricky knotting of his
silk cravat. Psychokinetic mani pul ati on woul d have done the job in a trice, but like all well-bred
operants, Jack felt that the casual use of that faculty while he was enbodi ed woul d be décl assé.

Paul lifted his head and spoke calmy. "Can you understand nme when | say that the sexual part
of my life is conpletely irrelevant to what's nost neani ngful to me—to ny real passion?”

Jack nodded slowy. "Your true love is the Galactic Mlieu, isn't it. Not any human bei ng. Not
even yoursel f."

"I've dedicated ny life to the MIlieu, and the consensus seens to be that |'ve been a good
First Magnate. |'m damed proud of what |'ve acconplished. But..."

Jack waited

Finally, his father said in a | ow voice, "But sometinmes | wonder if I'mnot the biggest fool in
the gal axy. You see, Jack, |'ve never known the kind of sexual transcendence Uncle Rogi talked to
you about. I'mthe |ast person you should take as your rol e nodel and adviser. Find soneone who
knows what real love is.”

"I have." Jack's voice was gentle. "But | want to have a genuine sexual relationship in m |ove
life, too. You could nake it possible."

"How?" Paul asked warily.

"l need your nenories of sexual arousal. Wth theml'd have a truly human mal e paradigm A
foundation to build ny owmn sex life on."

The First Magnate was stunned to speechl essness. Share the nost intimate aspects of his sexua
fantasies with this grotesque mutant?

But he's hunman, Paul told hinself. Perhaps nore hunan than |, because he has the capacity to
| ove a worman wi t hout reservation

This creature.

This son of his.

Jack eyed Paul obliquely as he put on his waistcoat of silver brocade. "I know it's asking a
great deal. The sexual part of a parent's life is an intensely private thing. Leviticus even says,
"Thou shalt not uncover the nakedness of thy father or nother.'"

Paul's mind cried out: It's not AOd Testament norality or inhibition or squeam shness that
mekes me deny you God help ne | begat you by accident without |ove I would have prevented your
birth | was revolted to the depths of ny being at what you becane | failed you even when you
conquered the nmutation rejecting you avoiding you letting Denis and Lucille and Rogi and Marc
raise you I know | owe you reparation but—

NoPapaNO | don't need that | don't want to defeat or hunmiliate you it would be all WRONG i f
what you gave ne was only reconpense for your guilt.

The First Magnate stood up. After a nonent he regained his poise, but his face was ashen. Jack
was entirely dressed now except for his formal suit coat. Paul took up the garnent and held it so
that Jack could slip his arms into it.

Paul said, "Can you show ne a nental précis of exactly what you'd require?"

"I could try. But the problemis, | really don't know what data |I'm | acking. Al ny theoretica
know edge of erotic response is virtually meaningless wi thout the menoni c and i magi native
framework that woul d enable ne to personalize it. A normal human fornul ates his individual style

of sexuality all throughout life, beginning in early childhood. | wasn't able to do that. | have
the pieces of the jigsaw puzzle, but no hope of putting themtogether w thout help froma
generous, thoroughly experienced man. One that | respect and trust. One that | |ove."

"Your Uncle Rogi..." Paul began.

"He'd tell me anything | asked. What he won't do is |lower his nindscreen of his own free wll
so that | can absorb the body of specialized data that | nmust have. And of course it would be
unt hi nkable for ne to invade himand steal his nmenories, even though | could do it w thout |eaving
a trace."

"Your brothers ...
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"Marc was willing to open that part of his mind to ne—but he told me quite frankly that his
libido is anonal ous, and | believe him Luc said he'd gladly volunteer if | thought Di anond woul d
be happy with a honpbsexual husband.”

Jack inserted a tiny spray of white miniature roses and baby's breath into his |apel, then
reached into the flower box and held out another boutonniere to Paul. "Please, Papa—help ne know
what it is to be a sexual being."

The First Magnate stared at the flowers, then at his son.

"If you can't," said Jack the Bodiless, smling, "I'll understand."

"Gve nme that." Paul took the small bunch of roses and poked it into his buttonhole. Then he
surveyed the young bridegroomwith a critical scow and made a m nute adjustnent to Jack's tie.
"There. You | ook pretty damed good, if | do say so nyself."

"Shall we go?" Jack was calm He picked up his top hat and gl oves and began to nove toward the
door. In the shadowed roomhis aura was visible to Paul's mind' s eye—a halo of gold and blue with
twelve flamelike interior petals of star-white. It was nore intense than any other vital-energy
field the First Magnate had ever seen.

"Wait," Paul said. Unaccountably, his eyes were stinging.

Jack turned. Hs father took a tentative step toward him then enfolded himin a sudden
crushi ng enbrace

"Al'l right, son

he whi spered. "Go for it. Your wedding gift."

9
FROM THE MEMO RS OF ROGATI EN REM LLARD

I had two good reasons to be crocked on the day of the wedding: | was scared out of ny wits and at
the sane tine dizzy with newfound hope.

Fri ghtened because Hydra had attenpted to do me in and woul d undoubtedly try again; giddy
because Denis had saved ne fromthe nonster and there really seened to be a chance that he wasn't
Fury after all.

Anne m ght have been wong... or she night have been lying. A niggling notion had al ready
pronpted ne to briefly consider the latter contingency during the course of her revel ations back
in February. | began to think about it a ot nore seriously as | recuperated fromthe attack of

t he homi ci dal brook trout.

By Anne's own adni ssion, the only two nmenbers of the famly without alibis on the night of the
Hi t chcock Hospital fire that nearly killed Baby Jack were Denis and herself. And she had adnitted
being tenpted by Fury. |I'm no psychol ogist, but it doesn't take Sigmund Freud to figure out that
Anne' s At hene-tenptation mght not have had an external source at all. She said she had identified
with the goddess. What if her own subnmerged Fury persona had tried to seduce her "good" core
personality, hoping to integrate the dissociated duo into a single, nore efficient m nd?

But why woul d an Anne/ Fury order Hydra to kill its host body?

Ah, but she hadn't died in the starship crash! She'd just been put on hold for a year or so,
and eventually she'd energe fromthe regen-tank as good as new. The accident m ght have served
Fury's evil purposes in a nunber of ways.

This was ny reasoning: If the Dynasty—-sans Anne—performed their exorcismof Denis and
di scovered that he was innocent, they'd be thrown back to square one, cluel ess except for ny
hysterical babbling. But if Anne were there on the scene and Denis was proved not to be Fury, her
good core persona would surely tell the other Remllards that Fury therefore had to be part of
her. And she'd demand that they nail it, whatever the cost to herself.

Anne's crash could have been arranged in order to preserve Fury fromthis threat of detection.
Fury m ght even have figured out sonme way to take over Anne conpletely before her healing was
conpl et ed

I could take scant confort now in the fact that Anne was switch-off down in Concord, guarded
day and night by the operant security personnel Paul had arranged for. If Fury did reside in her
brain, it mght not be sunk in the usual state of tank-induced oblivion. It mght still be fully
aware and able to use its farsenses or even other netafaculties, actively egging on its slave
Hydra to perpetrate assorted nefarious schemes—ncludi ng the engi neering of my dem se before
managed to bl ow the gaff.

As | lay in Upper Connecticut Valley Hospital, getting checked out after the drowning attenpt,
I knew that | would have to transmt to Jack and Dorot hée not one inprobabl e pi ece of unsavory
intelligence but two—and to do it, I'd have to keep out of Hydra's clutches at |least until the day
of the wedding cerenmony, a week away. Marc certainly would have been able to protect me, but God
only knew how he'd react to ny assertion that either Anne or Denis was certainly Fury. Most
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likely, he'd just laugh. He was highly skeptical about ny fish story (he also doubted that Anne's
crash on Ckanagon had involved a Hydra), and too wapped up in his own private affairs to hunor a
drunken ol d geezer afraid of bogeymen under the bed. That left ne with only one other surefire
refuge from Hydra.

When the doctors decided | would survive the dunking, | got Marc to put nme on an express flight
to Kauai in the Hawaiian |Islands. The egg-bus didn't crash en route—although | expected it to,
monent ari |l y—and dear ol d Mal ama Johnson net nme at Lehue Skyport as |'d requested. She asked me no
questions but just took nme hone with her.

"Don" worry, Rogue," she said, hugging ne. "I gonna spin a kahuna cocoon roun' you, mrmake you
kapu to ai hamu, akua mano, an' da kine nonsters so |long as you heah. Nothin' gonna off you kokol e
while |I'maroun'."

Even top netapsychic researchers concede that certain kinds of ancient "magic" are nysteriously
ef ficaci ous. What ever—o Hydra canme prowing while | stayed in Malam's house. After an interva
of peaceful tropical days punctuated with mango coolers and mai tais, we both flew back to the
White Mountain Hotel in New Hanpshire in tinme for the rehearsal on the eve of Dorothée and Jack's
nupti al s.

When | was a young man it woul d have been inconceivable for a wedding party to have a 133-year-
old ring-bearer or a roly-poly Hawaiian flower "girl" who was definitely of a certain age.
Nowadays the roles mght still be filled by children, according to the old custom but one is just
as likely to see a superannuated relative |like nme, an am abl e ex-spouse, a special friend-hunan or
non—er even a bel oved conpani on aninmal carrying rings and fl owers.

Mal ama was serene and regal at the rehearsal in a green-and-white nmuunuu with antique shel
leis. | had a bad case of the heebie-jeebies until she calmed ne with her |oving coercion
wher eupon | acquitted nyself like a chanp. Wen the practice session was over Ml ama said that she
had scanned the hotel prem ses and detected no lurking fiends. She told me I was now on nmy own,
ki ssed ne al oha, and went off to party with Tom Spotted OM, the President of Dartnouth Coll ege,
and his wife Socorro Otega.

| wanted to believe | was safe, but | couldn't shake the realization that neither Marc nor
Deni s had managed to detect the presence of Hydra up at Wite Myose Lodge—whi ch nmeant that the
thing nust be a crackerjack at nental disguise. It could be in the hotel, biding its time before
t aki ng anot her shot at nme.

What to do? There was only one reasonabl e course of action. | went down to the hotel bar and
got shitfaced. Then, enveloped in a conforting haze of Kentucky corn-squeezings, | shuffled off to
ny bed in the suite | shared with Marc and slept |ike the proverbial |og.

Damm good thing, too, considering what was going to happen to ne the next day.

When Marc and the others finished weaking their wicked will on ne in the bathroom of the
groom s suite, | was rendered sober enough to be freshly terrified; but on second thought, it
seemed unlikely that Hydra would try to scrag ne hereabouts, surrounded as | was by nost of the
mental stalwarts of the Remillard Dynasty, along with a mob of guests that included nearly a
hundred Magnates of the Concilium and enough heavywei ght grandmaster operants to stagger the Earth
inits orbit. | still had nmy trusty flask tucked in ny hip pocket, but | decided to hold off
drinking until after the cerenpbny. Once | had cornered Ti-Jean and Dorot hée and unburdened nysel f,
Hydra's notive for killing ne would be negated and |I'd have real cause for celebration. If the
runors were correct, Paul had laid on beaucoup cases of Taittinger Blanc de Blancs '71 to toast
the happy couple. A nmagnum of that would go a long way toward restoring ny usual sunny di sposish.

Toting the little lace-trinmed cushi on upon which the wedding rings would rest during the

procession, | descended in the elevator with Jack, Paul, and the groonsnen and went to the
Roosevelt Parlor on the garden | evel where Denis and Lucille were waiting with the priest and the
rest of the bridal party. Only Dorothée herself was nissing, and | was still skittish enough to be
al ar med.

"Where's the bride?" | whispered to Marie Renmillard. "She's all right, isn't she?"

Mentally, Ti-Jean's sister indicated an inner door of the parlor and said: O course she's all
right. It's an old tradition for the bride not to |let the groom see her just before the cerenony.
She's waiting in the next roomw th Malama. Praying, actually! | certainly would under the
ci rcumst ances. .

W were a decorative bunch. Except for lan and Kyl e Macdonal d—ho wore full Scottish fig,

i ncludi ng Bal noral bonnets with rakish feathers, kilts, fancy shirts with lacy jabots at the neck
and bl ack velvet Prince Charlie coatees with square jewel ed buttons—the gents were a nuted
synphony in dove gray. Ti-Jean's suit was a bit darker than those of the others, and he was the
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only one wearing a silver brocade wai stcoat. The priest, a genial Jesuit named George Duval, who
had been Jack's favorite teacher at Brebeuf Acadeny, had nanaged to find an anti que bl ack cassock
one of those funny little clerical hats with a ponpon on top, and a white linen surplice edged
with fine old | ace. He had been talking with Denis when the groonis party arrived, and now he took
a mnute or two to shrive us all so our souls would be squeaky clean for the upcom ng cerenony.

ALl I had on ny conscience were a few venial sins of frivolous fornication, plus an uncharitable
wish to do Marc and Luc grievous bodily harm because of the cruel way they' d sobered nme up.

The | adies were a pastel chorus of G bson Grls, swarm ng grandly about in the | atest node of
1905. | discovered (not by peeking: see below) that none of themwent so far as to wear authentic
corsetry—whi ch woul d have conpressed their waists to near-1lethal waspi shness—but otherw se their
outfits were typical of the romantic Edwardian Era, and amazingly attractive. Because the wearers
were still serf-conscious about the inpression they'd nmake, their mnds involuntarily |eaked
sublimnal details of couture that were fairly easy to pick up. | found it anusing to do so,
rather than listen to Lucille's hectoring as she organi zed the procession.

The three bridesnmaids were Dorothée's foster sister Ellen Gunn, an old school chum naned G cely
Duncan, and Jack's el der sister Marie. They wore high-collared princess gowns of fine batiste
linen, fornfitting to the hips, with swinging gored skirts and | ong, narrow sl eeves. The
Ii ght weight fabric had nultitudi nous tucks, sinmulated hand-enbroidery, and innunmerable inserts of
white Point de Paris and duny lace. Marie and Cicely were in pal e appl e-bl ossom pi nk, while young
Ell en Gunn, the nonborn maid of honor, had a gown of dusty rose. Their hair was upswept, augnented
with wiglets, and crowned w th huge nushroom shaped straw hats gussied up with ri bbons and masses
of pink and white fl owers.

The bride and groom had chosen to have their grandparents, as well as their surviving parents,
as part of the procession. Masha MacG egor- Gawys, Dorothée's forni dabl e Rebel grandnother, wore a
dress and senifitted coat of pale apricot linen, edged and inserted with natural Point de Venise
| ace. Her auburn hair was topped by a hat heaped with sil ken daisies, wallflowers, and poppi es.

Lucille, the self-appointed m stress of cerenonies, was awesonely chic in a gown and fitted
Directoire jacket of réséda green silk with tiny gold buttons. A dark, softly curled wi g replaced
her usual French bob and bangs, and she wore a towering chapeau wound about with folds of ecru and
noss-green chiffon and decked with satin foliage, silk mgnonettes, velvet pansies, and a single
enornous | avender rose. She carried a folded green parasol, which she used |like a marshal's baton
as she got us all properly lined up.

The bride's stepnother, lan's second wife Janet Finlay, had chosen a rather sinple honey-
colored batiste princess dress in a style simlar to that of the bridesnmaids, wi th chanpagne | ace
inserts and trim Her hat, in contrast, was a huge confection piled with creany ostrich plunes and
fake aigrettes. Over her shoul der she wore a taffeta sash of the Farquharson tartan (Finlay being
a sept of that clan), fastened with a canary di anond brooch handmade by the bride.

Paul's sister Catherine was standing in for Jack's deceased nother, Teresa Kendall. Cat was
al so a close friend of Dorothée, who had been her student at the Metapsychic Institute. Her
tailleur (which went wonderfully well with her blonde hair) was periw nkle-blue silk with a | ace-
trimmed cutaway coat, enbroidered in ivory and navy. The saucy brimof her hat was upturned on one
side, confining a mass of |ight blue plumes and azure satin rosettes.

| gawked at the nonunental assenbl age of historically correct feninine headgear and asked
Lucille, "Aren't those big hats awfully heavy?"

"OfF course not," she snapped. "Do you think the wonmen of 1905 held their chins up with
psychoki nesi s?" She raked nme with her eyes fromtop hat to spats. "Well, you seemto be conpos
mentis and properly dressed. Do you have the rings?"

| fished out a tiny white velvet box, opened it, and showed her two starkly plain gol den bands
about half a cent in width. "Good." She made ne hold out the pillow, then poked a depression in
its center and tipped the rings into it "See that you don't drop them and stay close to Marc when

it's time for himto pass themover... Onh, by the way. Brother Duval's wi fe the deaconess coul dn't
meke it, so you'll be assisting himas acolyte during the mass."

| opened nmy nouth to protest. After all, the last tine |I'd been an altar boy was in 1957! But
Lucille turned to the others and announced, "W're al nost ready, everyone. |'ll just go out in the
garden for a final check and cue the nusicians and then we'll begin." She was off in a swirl of

| ong petticoats and enbroidered silk hosiery.

| peeked outside with ny farsight and saw that nost of the four hundred guests were in their
seat s—the humans and the exotics, the Edwardi an and the Galactic, the friends and rel atives of the
bride and groom happily mngled in the nodern casual fashion, leaving only the front rows enpty
for the weddi ng party.

Lucill e reappeared, the orchestra struck up the solem "Trunpet Vol untary" by Angus Hayakawa
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MacG I livray, and the slow parade began. Brother Duval |led the way. Then cane the grandparents,
Kyl e and Masha, Denis and Lucille; the groomsmen, Luc Remillard and Kenneth Macdonal d; Marc, the
best man, wal ki ng al one (as was synbolically apropos). The groom stepped out next, Paul on his
| eft hand and sweet-faced Catherine on his right

When Jack was safely on his way up the aisle and the bridesnaids were poised to begin their
mar ch, Janet Finlay opened the nmystery door and out came Mal ama with Dorot hea Macdonal d.

Al brides are beautiful, but this one was smashing. She'd designed the outfit herself and

woul d have stitched it up as well if the press of her official duties hadn't made it inpossible.
The gown was shining white silk with a high neck. The skirt had no train, but it clung to her
narrow hips and flared widely at the bottomlike a calla lily, nmaking her petite formseemtaller

The | ace that covered the bodice and was appliquéd over the sleeves and skirt had been | avishly
reenbroi dered wi th Cal edoni an seed pearls; tiny dianonds fromthat planet flashed anmong them Over
the bride's left shoul der, fastened by a pearl brooch with a single huge central dianpond she had
cut and faceted herself, was a | ong sash of Macdonald of the Isles tartan, matching her father's
kilt Dorothée's veil was alnost |ike a Spanish mantilla, densely figured white |ace that hid her
entire face and extended nearly to the floor behind her. Over it she wore a narrow tiara of
pearls. Her bouquet was small white roses with satin ribbons.

lan, stiff and solem, offered his right armto his daughter and Janet took her place on
Dor ot hée's other side. The bridesnaids, walking single file, had al ready gone out, followed by
Mal ama with the bridal leis of maile | eaves. Then it was nmy turn. | ceased ny nental
eavesdroppi ng, settled ny top hat, and hurried into the |ate-afternoon sunshine.

Jack and his best man were already standing in front of the little table-altar with the priest,
toppers doffed. An enornous bank of nultihued bl ossons was behind them and beyond that |ooned the
profile of the White Mountains. | marched down the aisle, bearing nmy cushion before ne. The aether
brimed with amiable vibrations, and the air was filled with nusic and the perfunme of flowers.
Hardly anyone | ooked at nme; all eyes (except my own) were on the gorgeously dressed bride and her
father and stepnother follow ng behind ne.

Surreptitiously, | searched the grounds for Hydra.

The guests all seemed to be kosher, as were the nusicians in the orchestra. My seekersense
roved to the adjacent marquee over on the left where the food and drink were going to be served
after the cerenony. Mst of the waitrons were standing quietly outside, watching the spectacle.

He was right in the nmidst of them arms folded across his burly chest a triunmphant smle on his
face.

I saw himfor only an instant before | was forced to wheel about and take ny place with the
other attendants. As the priest spoke his first words of greeting and |an Macdonal d gave his
daughter's armto Jack, | farspoke Marc on the intinate node, nearly incoherent with fear and
desperati on:

He' sHEREhe' sHEREt hegoddanbast ardi s Rl GHT HERE

Rogi you sillyol df ool —

No Marco listen it's Parnell HYDRA he's here one of the waiters overthere by the tents
| ookf oryoursel f LOXK!

I've scanned the | ot NONEofthem have Hydra sig you're batshit if you fuck up Jack's weddi ng
I"1'l wing your scrawny neck NOW PULL YOURSELF TOGETHER!!'!

I"mnot drunk I'mnot imagining things he's THERE [image] the big guy right in mddl e of pack—

There's no one like that standing there. Every one of those waitrons is nonoperant &arni ess.

Mar co—

SHUT UP! O I'Ill zap your brain to oatneal | swear UncleRogi and work you |like a puppet.

"Il ask Malama to hel p ne.

No you won't t'es frappadi ngue espéce d' oeuf toi and you won't harass Jack&Dorothea either |'m
putting a BLOCK into you there now for God's sake behave yoursel f!

He'd muted ny farspeech with his paramunt coercion. The bl ock woul d dissolve all by itself
eventual ly, but until it did | would be unable to converse telepathically with anyone except him

Softer nusic was playing. lan and Janet had withdrawn to their seats, along with Paul and
Cat herine. The attendants now al so noved back, |eaving Jack and Dorothée side by side on a prie-
di eu as Brother Duval began the nuptial mass. Marc's coercion forced me over to the left side of
t he outdoor sanctuary, where there was a little kneeler for the server and a stand with carafes of
water and red wine and a crystal bow of unconsecrated communi on wafers. | sank down, nunmb and
resigned to ny fate. Wth ny back to the narquee |I'd be spared the sight of Hydra waiting for me
with that dammed grin on his face

Fortunately, there was nothing for ne to do in the first part of the cerenony. The priest
concluded the brief opening rites and began the Liturgy of the Wrd with a powerful quotation from
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the Song of Songs.

My Beloved lifts up his voice and says to ne:

"Come then, ny love, ny lovely one, cone.

For lo, the winter is past, the rains are over and gone,
the flowers are all in bl oom

and the voice of the turtledove is heard in our |and.
My little bird, hiding in the clefts of the rock,
show me your face and |let ne hear your voi ce,

for your speech is sweet and your face is beautiful
Your eyes behind your veil are soft,

your breasts are two fawns that feed anong the lilies.
Till the day break and the shadows fl ee away

I will go unto the nmountain of myrrh,

To the hill of frankincense."

[ Thus says the Bride:] My Beloved is mne and | amhis
Awake, north w nd; come, wind of the south,

Breat he over ny garden and scatter its fragrance,

wel cone ny Beloved and let himtaste its precious fruits.
My Bel oved is radiant and bright,

he stands out anong thousands.

Hi s | ocks are black as the raven,

his eyes are |ike doves beside running waters,

his lips are red bl ossons,

his body carved ivory adorned with sapphires.

Such is nmy Bel oved, and such ny friend.

And he says to ne:

"Set me like a seal on your heart,

for love is strong as death

and j eal ousy relentl ess as hell

The brilliance of love is a flash of fire,
afl ane of the Lord hinself:

this love that no flood can quench

that no torrent can drown."

This is the Wrd of the Lord.
We all stood for the fanmiliar Gospel According to John
Jesus said to his disciples:

"As the Father has |loved ne, so | have | oved you.
Renain in ny love. If you keep ny conmandnents
you will remain in ny love, just as | have kept
nmy Father's commandnents and renmain in his |ove.

"l have told you this so that my own joy nay be in you
and your joy conplete. This is ny comandnent:

Love one another, as | have | oved you

No persons have a greater |ove

than those who lay down their lives for their friends."

Caira, caira! Saint Jean | e Désincarné, Sainte Dorothée Masque-des-Di amants, priez pour nous.

The nuptial rite itself began. The w tnessing attendants (including me) left their places and
stood on either side of the bride and groom who had joi ned hands. Ml ana draped the | ong strands
of fragrant maile | eaves around their necks. The priest nade a little speech that began with
"Dearly Beloved." Then Ti-Jean and Dorot hée began to pronounce their vows.

Marc said to ne: NON The rings dammit! To ne!

| proffered the pillow Marc handed one ring to his brother and gave the other to the bride.
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Faintly, | heard the coupl e speaking.

"Dorothea, ny wife, take this ring as a sign of ny love and fidelity..."

"Jon, ny husband, take this ring as a sign of ny love and fidelity..."

Bot h of them prayed together. "Father of Light, you brought us together, you hel ped our |ove
grow, and at this nonent you are with us in a special way. W ask that you stay by our side in the
days to cone. Protect us fromharm and give us courage to face whatever difficulties |lie ahead of
us."

I no longer heard them Stupefied with fear, | had barricaded nyself inside my own crani um
Li ke a robot, | went through the proper notions as the witnesses once again w thdrew and the
priest celebrated the Liturgy of the Eucharist with ny wooden assistance. In ny battened-down
state all ny farsenses were useless. Several tinmes | attenpted to peer over ny shoul der at the
marquee to see if the nonster was still there, but nmy neck nuscles refused to obey ne.

After the consecration the bride and groomrecited the Lord' s Prayer and the priest delivered
the nuptial blessing, ending with, "Let us offer each other the sign of peace and |ove."

Jack lifted Dorothée's veil to kiss her

| heard a soft gasp fromthe operants present, drowned al nost instantly by the orchestra
begi nning "Jesu, Joy of Man's Desiring." The dianond nask was gone and the pronise of the Song of
Songs was fulfilled nmomentarily in the bride's face. Jack ki ssed Dorothée on the lips, then
| owered her veil again. Brother Duval, a nonoperant who had not been privy to the transfiguration
canme forward beam ng. He enbraced the couple, shook hands with nme, and went down to the seats to
extend the sign of peace to the wedding party.

Marc (or sonebody) made certain that | perfornmed the rest of ny altar-boy duties with
precision. | even assisted the priest in giving conmunion to all the guests—exotics included.
Weird, isn't it, that bread is the one foodstuff that all entities in the Galactic MIlieu can
extract nourishnent fronf

Al'l entities with bodies, that is.

The mass was nearly over. Brother Duval blessed the bride and groomand all the people, who
responded with | oud appl ause. | was expecting a recessional march fromthe orchestra (and so was
al nost everyone el se), but sonething entirely different was on tap. lan Macdonal d seened to
mat eri alize out of nowhere, splendid and barbaric in his H ghland garb, playing a rousing bagpipe
tune fromthe "Orkney Weddi ng and Sunrise" by Sir Peter Maxwel|l Davies. The big Cal edonian | ed the
recession with the priest close behind him and then cane Jack and Dorot hée. She had thrown her
veil back and the | ower part of her face was a blaze of dianpbnds. Malana and | foll owed the

new yweds. | had ny little satin pillow clutched in one hand and a glassy smle on ny chops.
Marc said: That wasn't so bad was it Uncle Rogi? |I've farscanned the entire hotel grounds and
there's no Hydra here. | know its mental signature and |'m absolutely positive.
| said: Did you try scanning out your Cousin Parnell?
No. But—

Fact is you don't even know Parni's adult sig! Nor your sister Maddy's for that nmatter. Last
time you touched minds with themthey were little kids now they're both G and Masters maybe even
paramount in sonme of their faculties like you and they're SAFE even from Dorot hée or Ti-Jean none
of you can do an MP ident unless they conbine in Hydra netaconcert and they're not stupid enough
to do that anynore

Marc said: Rogi you're acting like a nutcase there's no danger.

I laughed out [ oud.

We' d reached the big terrace behind the chairs, just outside the door of the Roosevelt Parl or.
Guests were already leaving their seats and surging toward us. Lucille bustled about trying to
organi ze a receiving line, an effort that wasn't helped at all by lan continuing to play the
bagpi pes at a lusty fortissino. The bride and groomwere right in front of him doing sone kind of
stately Scottish mnuet while Janet and Kyl e and Masha and Davy MacG egor and a bunch of others
clapped in rhythm Marc was nearly ten nmeters away fromne, still encunbered with his recession
partner, Ellen Gunn. The young maid of honor clutched his armin a steely grip and gazed up at him
in adoration. Having the Hunan Polity's nost eligible bachelor in hand, even nonentarily, she was
not about to give himup neekly.

My one chance had cone. | said to Malama, "I|'ve got to have a quick word with Jack and
Di anmond. "

In atrice |l seized the dancing newl yweds by their free hands. Wile Lucille spluttered
furiously and the pipes skirled, | waltzed the couple back inside the hotel and sl ammed and | ocked

the doubl e doors of the parlor. They | aughed and thought it was some kind of prank until they saw
my face. Then both of them sobered.
Dor ot hée said anxiously, "Uncle Rogi, what is it?"
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| sagged into a handy chair. People were pounding on the doors, yoo-hooing and | aughi ng and
calling out arch witticisns.

"I wish there was another way to do this," | said, "but there isn"t. Read ny mnd, for God' s
sake! As quick as you can. Then laissez le foutu bon tenps rouler."

Wth that | cancelled ny mndscreen and opened the rel evant thoughts about Fury's identity to
t hem

The sense of liberation | felt after they'd drained ne was overwhel m ng. Leaving the poor
| overs stunned and i ncredul ous (the bashing on the outer door and yelling was approaching riotous
dinensions), | fled into the corridor of the hotel's lower level, intent on sumoni ng an egg-lino
and getting the hell out of there. They could send ne ny piece of wedding cake via UPS

As luck would have it, | passed the open entry of the Cave Lounge on ny way to the main
staircase. Gven ny state of immnent nmental collapse, it was a di mand appealing sanctuary and
said to nyself: "Wy the hell not?" |I'd survived the weddi ng ordeal and successfully passed on the
crucial intelligence to Ti-Jean and Dorot hée. Who was now nore deserving of an altered nood than
noi ?

I lurched inside, draped nyself over a barstool, and took off my slightly mashed top hat. The
pl ace seenmed deserted. "Hello?" | croaked. "Are you open?"

From somewhere in back a soothing voice replied, "I'll be right there, sir."

It was very dark in the bar and al nbst quiet. The bridal couple had evidently unl ocked the door
of the parlor and escaped, and the tunult had subsided. The orchestra was playing "In a

Sentinental Mod." | heaved a great sigh, ran a shaky hand through nmy sweaty silver curls, and |et
my eyes close. Safe! I'd told the great secret and now the Dynasty woul d have to take
responsibility for the fates of Denis and Anne. The matter was out of my hands.

"What will you have, sir?" Still bemused, | heard the di senbodi ed voice of the barkeep

"WI!ld Turkey. Double. Straight up.”

"Ri ght away."

| felt nyself drifting away on a tide of overwhelning release. No nore worry, no nore fear. The
sensation was al nost as delightful as the term nal excorporeal excursion |I'd experienced while
drowning. Linp as a dishrag, | rested ny eyes, breathed deeply, and enjoyed Duke Ellington's
nmusi c.

I heard the faint sound of a glass being set down before nme. "Was it a nice cerenony, sir?"

I cracked an eyelid w de enough to let ne hone in on the 101-proof elixir of life. "Peachy.
Just peachy." |nbibo, ergo sum

The bartender went away, his footsteps tapping on the stone flags of the floor. |I heard him
novi ng some chairs around over by the entrance to the | ounge. Then the sound of music cut off
abruptly and it got darker. He'd closed the doors. | straightened, finally back anong the Iiving,
and turned toward himto ask for a refill.

Parnell Remillard was standing there.

"I'min a lot of trouble because of you, Uncle Rogi," he said casually. "But before | get the
hell out of here | figure | might as well even the score. Just for nmy own personal satisfaction."

| tried to yell and nmy vocal cords came unstrung. | tried to far-speak a warning to Marc, but
the grimsmnmile on the Hydra's face told me that ny telepathic ability had al so been coercively
squel ched.

He took a single step toward ne, still disguised in his waitron's outfit. H s eyes were dead
And so, | realized in a shocked instant, was he. \Watever had once been human in Adrien and
Cheri's lost son had died | ong ago, surrendered to his almghty god and controller, Fury.
Parnell's mnd was self-aware, the vital lattices still animated his body, and his aura burned

bl oody crinson; but he was a dead man by sone awful choice of his own. He had died even before he
was born.

| slid off the barstool. He was |l ess than three neters away, poised nonentarily to enjoy ny
terror.

"No metacreative shit this tine, old nan," he said in a friendly fashion. "Too bad | can't
drain your lifeforce properly, but I'Il give you a few good | essons in pain before | break your
neck with ny bare hands. They'll find your drunken bod at the foot of the |obby stairs. Atragic
accident! And so inconsiderate of the old lush to spoil the wedding reception.”

I squeezed ny eyes shut and tuned the Hydra out. There was only one thing that m ght save ne
now, and it would require every bit of concentration | could nuster.

As a young man, |'d experinented with yogic exercises called pranic spirals. The inspiral was
supposed to help concentrate the mnd' s creativity, and the outspiral... did the opposite. 1'd
only half believed in the archaic discipline then, as 1'd only half believed in the entire concept
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of metapsychic power; but the out-spiral thing had tw ce saved nmy bacon, surprising the hell out
of rme.

Per haps there was a chance | could surprise Parni, too.

I amnot nornmally operant in creativity. But every normal hunman bei ng possesses a consi derabl e
| atent store of the netafaculty, and | prayed | could extract enough energy fromm mnd and body
to defend nysel f against the Hydra. Wth ny eyes still tightly shut | lifted ny arnms and spread ny
feet, assuming the posture |'d called Leonardo's X-Man

Parni let out a coarse guffaw. "You trying to surrender or sonething? Too |late for that,
asshol e!' "

Ignoring him | summoned ny body's creative power, bending the vital lattices pervadi ng ne,
squeezing themlike a sponge until the essential |ifeforce began to pool and gl ow gol den-hot in
the region of ny heart, ny center. | urged that energy clot into notion, naking it trace a flat
spiral through the middle of ny body—first downward, curving through nmy solar plexus, then back up
to ny trachea and the thymal remmant. | opened ny eyes. A swelling radiance illumnated the dark
room-Aot Parnell's bl oody aura but a new clear anmber |ight noving inside ny thorax. | had becone
as transparent as glass, a kind of human | antern.

The Hydra froze in its tracks, dead eyes w de, unbelieving.

I made the golden conmet of |ife-energy accelerate in its spiral path. It dove downward to ny
spl een, traversed the suprarenals, left ny body for an instant, and then swung back through the
thyroid gland in ny throat.

"What the fuck?"

| barely heard Parnell's astonished shout. Every bit of ny wllpower was focused on keeping
that shining ball of gold withinits controlled outspiral. It illumnated the root chakra at ny
tail-bone and grew, soaring up in an ever-expanding blaze to ny thal anus, dazzling ny eyes, racing
faster and faster, touching the Ileft elbow of my upraised arm the left knee and the right, ny
right el bow, the crowmn of ny head, left hand, left foot, right foot—

Yes, Hydra, it's for you. A part of ny life.

As the golden ball of energy spiraled into my right hand I | owered my armand pointed ny finger
straight at Parnell Remillard s distorted face. Every nerve in ny body seened to discharge in an
orgasm c explosion that nonentarily stunned ne witless and |eft ne blind.

[ MAGE: Transparent skull sunlit fromw thin jaws w de before dissolving jewel bones in
centripetal whorl crunble chinng golden corona devouring red flaneball fading .. .fading to white
ash. ]

| felt nyself tunbling down to the flagstones, neeting themso softly and painlessly that |
m ght have been a scarecrow stuffed with feathers. My ears rang with a col ossal reverberation
There was a peculiar wooden clatter. | fought to stay conscious, won the contest, hoisted nyself
up on hands and knees, opened ny eyes.

The Hydra was gone. So was approximately half of a stout oaken tavern stool that had been cl ose
to himwhen ny netacreative bolt hit. Wiere Parnell Renmillard had stood was a scattering of gritty
stuff that | ooked nore like spilled white sand than ashes. The truncated stool lay in the mddle
of it. No steam no snoke, no charring. No other evidence of any incinerating heat. Except for the
rui ned stool, the | ounge was undanaged. | seemed to know instinctively that the gong-tone stil
echoing faintly in nmy ears had been heard by no one but nme. The end of ny nose, the tips of ny
fingers, ny toes, and another cherished portion of my anatony experienced an odd |ingering warnth,
but otherwise | felt righteous, fit, and chi pper—better man |I had in weeks.

I"d killed a man for the second tine in ny life, and | really hadn't the |east notion howI'd
managed it | experienced not a shred of renorse. Both Hydra and Fury had been condemmed to death
in canera by the First Magnate of the Human Polity, and | had sinply acted as his terrible swft
swor d.

On one of the tables lay a discarded durofilmprintout of the Boston G obe. |I knelt and
carefully scraped Parni's nortal remains onto a sheet of the newspaper and folded it up. He
measured | ess than three cups full, and sonme of that had to be oak ashes. Humm ng al ong wi th Duke
Ellington, | took the small package into the handsonely appoi nted gentl enen's restroom adjacent to
the | ounge. Fortunately, there was no one there

| dunped Parni into one of the ol d-fashioned water closets, nmade the sign of the cross just in
case, and flushed. Then | spruced nyself up, retrieved ny top hat, and went off to get sone
chanpagne and dance at the weddi ng.

10

KAUAI, HAWAI |, EARTH
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18 JUNE 2078

Let me try please let ne try! Look at themsilly besotted young idiots they'll be so distracted at
the Monent that their defenses will be down I'm SO close it would be easy—
<No! | cannot risk your life ny darling you are the last until the New Ones are engendered

must keep you safe until then.>

—Aot a nmental attack no sonething purely physical |aser-weapon or firearm | ongrange or
obliterate with mcronuke or even purée themw th sonicdi sruptor—

<Inbecil e! The Great Eneny cannot be killed that way. | have not yet discovered any sure neans
to destroy him It might require heliogenetic energies. And now that they are one he will share
t he defensive secrets with her.>

Despair. If | had only arrived in tine to assist that fucking idiot Parni! If only YOU had

hel ped himkill Rogi before the secret was passed on
<l was not able to do so. | do not even know exactly how Parnell perished ... except that the
ol d man was sonehow responsible. | underestinmated Rogi badly. He is an enigma a buffoon a coward a

bungl er but possessed of fornidable |atent nental power. You nust promise ne that you will stay
away fromhimmy only darling nmy |ast sweet living Hydra.>

I will do whatever you conmand. But how will you avoid detection now? How will you avoid
extinction?

<l have thought of a way. But it can be inplenented only as a last resort. Do not concern

yoursel f ny dearest little one. | shall not die but triunph and you nmy Hydra will be with ne
ruling the Second Mlieu. >

Bel oved Fury | put my trust in you ... Shall | return to Ckanagon then and resune nmy work anong
the Rebel |eadership there?

<Not yet. Marc nust now be drawn actively into nmy plan for the New Ones. | laid the groundwork

for it in his unconscious years ago but the concept nust now be reified. He will return to his
hone in the Pacific Northwest tonorrow. You must visit himagain in a dream but while provoking
himin the usual fashion you nust also be sure he assinmlates and renenbers [image]. >

'l Fury is TH S the great plan?

<Yes. And not only for the New Ones. Marc thinks he is invul nerabl e because his mind and body

are guarded from conventional fornms of assault but in tinme he will be ours ... one way or
anot her . >

I want him Not as another Hydra but as a sl ave.

<Hi s place in our future is not clear to me. Use all your skill in coercive allurenent and your
wi sh may be fulfilled. Soon you'll |eave Okanagon and begin new i nportant work on the pl anet

Ast rakhan. Seduce Marc in his dreans and then wait for my instructions. Farewell now nmy bel oved
Hydra nmy sweet Madel ei ne. >
Goodbye dear Fury.

They timed it to perfection, reaching the Hawaiian Islands just as the sun touched the sea in
the west, descending in a cloudl ess sky, hovering just above the light-painted water until the
dazzling solar globe slipped down, down, into the horizon's coin-slot. And as the last bit of it
vani shed—

Green flash.

"Wonderful!'" she excl ai ned, bouncing up and down in her seat like a delighted child.

"Make a wish," Jack said.

Dor ot hea squeezed her eyes comically shut, then popped them open. Her nmind snmiled. "Do | have
to tel I 2"

"Not if you want the wish to cone true."

So she kept silent, knowi ng that he would never cone into her mnd without her explicit
invitation. Her wish was Let ne love himnore. For in every nuptial pairing, one of the partners
has a passion greater than that of the other, placing a heavier burden of |ove-sustenance on the
one | ess engaged ..

They were silent for a tinme, side by side in the cabin of the little starship, hands joined. He
had changed into plain khaki pants and a | oose puananala shirt for the honeynoon flight, and she
wore deni mshorts, sandals, and a bl ouse of soie-argentée with the sleeves rolled up.

"I''mglad we saw the green flash together," she said. "It's bound to be a good onen and we
Scots are very keen on such things. |'ve heard about the sunset col or-flash phenonenon, but on
Cal edoni a the atnosphere is too full of noisture and vol canic dust for themto occur. Wen | cane
to Kauai before, | was too distracted by other things to think of watching for it."

Jack put his arnms around her and held her tightly. "You'll never have to worry about Fury and
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the Hydra again. One of the things |'mgoing to teach you is the way to create an invincible
shi el d—the kind that protects nme fromevery type of physical and nmental harm It'll take a little
while, but you'll find that I'"'ma pretty good kunu."

Shyly, she probed the vestibulumof his inviting mnd to find the neaning of the Hawaiian word.
It nmeant not only "teacher" but "lover." She lifted one of his hands to her masked face and he

felt a kiss. "I'mglad this island will be our hone on Earth," she said. "New Hanpshire is
beautiful, but it's alittle too nmuch like Callie: stern and rugged and i ndomitable. Not that I
don't love ny planet and expect you to love it, too. But it'll be good to have a gentler place to
come to now and then, when things becone especially difficult.”

And they will, their m nds conceded. As the pressures of our work distract us, as the Rebellion

intensifies, and as the deadly paradox of Fury is forced toward a final resolution

"Damm that Rogi," Jack said in a | ow voice. "Wiy did he have to pick our wedding day to spring
his nasty surprise? ... Did you notice that | redacted you to keep you from becom ng too upset?"

She uttered a sly laugh. "No nore than you noticed that | redacted you for the sane reason
Poor old Uncle Rogi. He didn't set out deliberately to spoil things. It was really the first
chance he had to talk to us privately." Her tone becane sonber. "Do you think his mnd was
recal ling actual events in the case of the Hydra attacks?"

Jack hesitated. "He believed in the nurderous fish just as he believed in Anne's story about
Denis being Fury. There's no easy way that you and | can deterni ne whether or not Rog
psychozapped Parnell in the hotel bar as he said he did, but 1've told Paul about it and left it
to himto investigate the matter or ignore it."

"And t he Denis/Fury theory?"

"It could very well be true. I'mafraid we'll have to proceed as though it is true."

"Rogi could be suffering from del usions."

"No. He's a strange ol d duck, but he's far from delusional. He does possess extrenely strong
latent creativity, so it's perfectly plausible that he m ght have zorched Parnell. And there's
sonet hi ng el se about Rogi that you should know. He believes he has sonme sort of peculiar
relationship with the Lyl m k. Both Marc and Denis have comrented on it in passing—di sbelievingly,
of course—but | think Rogi may be telling the truth. There's the Great Carbuncle, for instance.
For years he's joked that the Lylmk gave it to him D d you deepscan the thing when he lent it to
you for good luck during the diatrenme event?"

"Why, no..."

"I did. And right at the center of the red di anond sphere is a sizable nol ecul ar anonmaly t hat
could be an infinitesiml natural flawbut is nore likely an artifact The Carbuncle is sonme kind
of machi ne: maybe a subspace transnmitter, maybe nuch nore. No conventional MIlieu science | know
anyt hi ng about could have produced it. But the Lylnmik could have."

"Jack, this all seenms incredible. |'ve rooted around in Rogi's nmind nyself, you know. He's a
borderline neurotic, unconfortable with his operancy. H s habitual overindul gence in alcohol is
certainly a synptom of personality inbalance—=

"Rogi's not a true alcoholic. He abuses the booze when it suits himand lets it al one when he's
of a mnd to. The nan is an atavism Di anond. An old-fangled type we don't see very often in the
Gal actic Age."

"He's a gornless auld whaup!" But her Scots insult was overlaid with grudging fondness. "And
don't see how we can conmit ourselves to this Fury integration project solely on his unsupported
menoni ¢ data. | really think we should wait until Anne comes out of the tank. Then you and | can
deep- probe her in metaconcert. We'd not only corroborate or refute Rogi's picture of the
situation, but we night even be able to determ ne whether or not Anne herself is Fury."

"I't would nean waiting at |east a year," Jack said, shaking his head.

"Could we conplete the prelimnaries for Denis's healing operation in less tinme? |'ve got to
reamthe Fury sig out of Rogi w thout damaging his dilapi dated psyche, you' ve got to design a
brand- new ki nd of CE brainboard and a sel f-contai ned power supply for the E18 helmet, and both of
us have to work out a unique and untried netaconcert involving both coercion and redaction.”

"We could do all that in less than six nonths. The only tricky part is roping the Dynasty into
the project and training themto use the CE hats."

Her eyes, fixed on the fading sunset glow, were full of msgiving. "The procedure with Denis
will be extremely dangerous. Sone of the netaconcert participants could be killed unless we build
speci al safeguards into the program?"”

"All the nore reason for dealing with this thing as soon as possi ble. Before the other troubles
the Mlieu is facing cone to a head—and are aggravated by Fury. Wren't you the one who told ne
that the nonster mght exploit the Rebels, or fonment God knows what other kind of mschief?"

"Jack, we're proposing to endanger the lives of nine inportant Magnates of the
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Conci | i um—ncl uding the First Magnate hinmself—all on the say-so of a bibulous old gaffer!”

"I"ve known Rogi since | was in the wonb. | still can't predict when he'll play the
fuddl eheaded eccentric and when he'll do something noble and unsel fish, but I do know that he's
dead honest. He loves ne and | love him Marc feels nearly the sane way about Uncle Rogi as
do—and | suspect that Denis does, too."

"So do I," she admitted, turning away fromhim "nost of the tinme."

They sat side by side in silence. Dusk was falling with tropical suddenness and both Venus and
Jupiter were visible as evening stars. It was going to be a clear, noonless night.

"We rmust go ahead on this, sweetheart,” Jack said quietly.

"l suppose you're right." Her pseudovoice took on a resigned tone. "And Rogi's probably right,
too. About all of it. Except... what do you think about his notion that Denis saving his life
proves he's not Fury?"

"A conmplete non sequitur. Denis's legitinmate core persona would have no know edge of its
homi cidal alter ego."

She sighed. "That's what | thought, too." She paused. "An interesting thing, the theory that
Uncle Rogi mght be i mune to Denis/Fury's coercion because he's Denis's foster father. The flip
si de—that Denis/Fury nmight be i mune to coercive redaction by his own chil dren—eoul d pose a
serious problemin any healing nmetaconcert design."

"We'll have to try to work around it. Your probe of Rogi night help us to understand and
counter the parent-child coercive constraint. W nmight also find a useful clue studying the |ove
that sometimes must condone pain in the beloved ... The Dynasty does |ove Denis, thank God, and I

doubt that that |love would be dimnished if they knew their father harbored the Fury persona
within him"

"No. Their prinme concern would be to heal him"

"The only one of Denis's children who would definitely be unsuited to the nmetaconcert is Anne
If she's Fury, her dyscrasic persona could conceivably emerge during the operation and kill al
the rest of the concert participants through the CE helnets. But with luck, we'll have everything
taken care of |ong before Anne gets out of regeneration.”

"And if Denis turns out not to be Fury?" she said.

"W can redact Anne when her body has heal ed, while she's still in the tank and her m ndpowers
are bel ow par."

"Denis or Anne..." Dorothea spoke the nanes softly. "Which one do you think is the nonster?"

"I don't know," he adnmitted. "l've never tried to deep-probe either of them—unlike a certain

nervy female with a titanic redactive faculty whom| could nention.”

She was visibly troubled. "Wien | did ny mnd-sifting investigation of the Dynasty six years
ago, nmy nethods were pretty crude. And | didn't obtain irrefutable data, only a probability
anal ysi s based on tenperanment and overal |l netapsychic potential. Based upon ny linmted criteria,
Marc was the one nost likely to be Fury: a probability of 74 percent.”

"Darling, that's utter codswall op!”

"He has the nost alien nindset of the lot," she insisted, "and the strongest netapsychic
conpl exus. "

"Well, | won't disagree with that..."
"Anne was the second nost plausible Fury at 68 percent. Then came Paul at 64. The others were
all much lower in probability. | was able to obtain only inconplete data on Denis and Lucille. The

only tine that | really got into Denis's nmind was at Marc's Hal |l oween party, when Denis and
danced. "

"And?" Jack pronpted her

"Of all the Remillards | exam ned, Denis was the nost conpl ex—and surprising. | couldn't begin
to analyze himin the brief time | was inside. His nmnd was vast! Do you know he's a sub-
functional paranount in every netafacul ty?"

"I was afraid he mght be."

"I"'msure he doesn't realize it hinmself. He seens to be a fully integrated personality—w thout
any of the obvious quirks and defects of Paul, Anne, and Marc. But the intricacies of Denis's mnd

are so profound that they actually terrified ne. When | tried to dig deeper to illumnate
t hem—pow "

"Denis found you out?"

She nodded. "He was very kind and forgiving of nmy intrusion ... and very firmin booting ne out
and sl anm ng the screen door behind nme. So ny analysis was inconclusive. | had no inpression of a

resi dent second persona, however."
"You haven't tried to probe any Renillards since then?"
"Marc knew what |1'd been up to at the Hall oween party, just as Denis did. Rogi also found out
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that | had probed his mind. | presume one of those three told the others about ny prying. At any
rate, Marc and the Dynasty all set up alarmbarriers specifically designed to counter my brand of
i nperceptible redaction. | was never able to sneak inside any of them unawares again."”

The little starship free-flew toward the southern Kauai shore, comng in only a few dozen
nmeters above the calm darkening water. Dorothea watched the approach with interest. She had never
seen Jack's house. Their decision to marry had been sudden, a notable shock to their relatives and
associ ates, arrived at back on Caledonia in the aftermath of the diatrenme eruption.

He had stayed with her for several weeks after the blowout, not only hel ping to heal her
injuries but also assisting her as she personally inspected the disaster sites, coordinated relief
efforts, and supervised plans for rebuilding. Their relationship had been warm but not
overintimate. The fervent noments in the deep-driller follow ng her injury, when he had decl ared
his | ove, were never nentioned.

Finally, when he told her that he was overdue in Orb, where the Unity Directorate was in
session, she sinply agreed to his going, apparently still distracted by her planet's troubles.

They had gone to Killiecrankie Starport together. And it was there, in the entry way of the
departure concourse, that she seened to realize at last that he was actually leaving her. An
i nexplicabl e panic seized her, an enotion totally alien to her nornmal grave conpetence.

"But what am | going to do w thout you?" her pseudovoice had cried. She was wearing the di anond-
encrusted flying suit without its helnmet. Her brown hair fleww ld in the blustery wind and her
eyes above the jewel ed mask were suddenly wide, fearful, and unbelieving. "I need you. | don't
know why. It's not the disaster or anything to do with ny injuries. It's nme. It's you. Ch, Jack, |
don't understand what's happening to ne—=

"I do. It happened to nme a long tine ago." He took her hands, standing close to her to shelter
her slight figure fromthe rain that had begun to pelt down. O her travelers entering the building
recogni zed the illustrious couple and with typical Scots reticence and courtesy gave thema w de
bert h.

"But what are we going to do?" she asked hi m desperately.

On that amazi ng day, he had | aughed and told her

The burdens of her duties as Dirigent had prevented her fromvisiting Earth before the weddi ng.
Jack said that he was having his house on Kauai prepared for their honeynobon, and she had | ooked
forward to being surprised..

"There's Lawai Kai, between those two headl ands."” He pointed ahead to a snmall bay. A beautifu
crescent beach lay inside, bordered by coconut, pandanus, and unbrell a-shaped tahinu trees.
Further inland they flew slowy over a lush little river valley enconpassing a string of
pi cturesque | agoons and extensive groves of tall palnms and flowering tropical trees.

"Two hundred years ago," Jack said, "Lawai Kai bel onged to Queen Emma, the wife of Kanmehaneha
IV. Later on, it becanme a private estate and a botanical preserve, until Hurricane Pal apal a
devastated it early in the twenty-first century. The valley reverted to jungle after the
popul ati on exodus to the colonial planets. The Renmllard Famly Trust bought the place in 2073 and
deeded it to me when | decided | wanted to have ny pernanent Earth residence on Kauai. | built a
house and started restoring the ornanmental plantings and the Lawai Ri ver pools. You'll find that
the place is quite nodest, except for a rather snazzy lab in the basenent that | use for specia
projects.”

"I's that where you intend to work on the special CE equi pnent?"

"Yes. Here and in Orb. The prototype for the coercive-redactive brainboard will be easy enough
to carry around with nme, but 1'll keep the nodified CE helnets here. After we break the news to
the Dynasty, this will be a convenient and secure place for the practice sessions."

He | anded the ship on a snmall pad near one of the |agoons and they clinbed out. Stars were
begi nning to spangl e the deep blue sky. A mass of waterlilies floated in the black waters,

i ncludi ng an enornous species with pads over a neter in dianmeter and fragrant flowers nearly half
as wide. Along the banks were plantings of banboo and wi de-|eaved shrubs with curiously shaped
bl oons.

"How | ovely," she said. "Everything | ooks so natural —but | suppose you had to work very hard to
make it that way."

"Well, yes. | have nore spectacular things to show you in the gardens than this, but it's part
of nmy big surprise. First let's go up to the house.™

Their bags, sustained by his PK, floated along after themas they foll owed a stone wal k. On
ei ther hand grew gorgeous heliconias, anthuriuns, red ginger, bird-of-paradise plants, and
proteas, mingled with many varieties of ferns. The house, framed in flowering poinciana trees,
crepe nyrtles, and silk oaks, at first seemed to be little nore than a quaint ol d wooden
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pl antation residence with a screened porch and a couple of rambling extra wings. It stood on
rising ground overl ooki ng the | agoons.

"Why, Jack!" she exclained as the realization struck her. "You're a romantic! | never would
have suspected it."

"Few people do," he adnmitted, making a wy face. "And imagi ne ny surprise when | finally
figured out the awful truth."

The porch was full of potted orchid plants. "Those are nostly gifts fromDenis," he said,
keying the state-of-the-art thoughtl ock and opening the front door. "Wuld you like to be carried
over the threshold? | don't want to spoil my surprise, but you nmight care to postpone the
tradition for just a bit"

"Hml Al right."

The door closed behind themwi th a faint hiss, shutting out the perfume of the gardens, and she
suddenly realized that the rustic appearance of Jack's house was a sham The place was a
stronghol d, made not of wood, glass, and stone but of artfully textured ceranetal, clear sheets of
| aser proof boron perboride, and indestructible high-nol ecular plass. The air was cool, filtered,
and humidity-controlled. In the tiny front hallway was a wall control station for progranm ng
aerial and terrestrial alarm systens and a doubl e-ply sigma shield.

"CGood heavens," she nurmured, "lIs all this for Fury and Hydra?

"Anmong others. |'d prefer to talk about it later ... This is the living room" He stood aside
politely so she could enter first

She did, and stood speechl ess.

Tabl e | anps and standards had switched on automatically, giving soft illumnation. The pl ace
was about nine neters square, with tall wi ndows along the side overlooking the back garden. Hung
on the walls in nmuseumstyl e shadow boxes were a precious tapa cloth from Tonga, a nineteenth-
century Hawaiian quilt, and an intricate featherwork cl oak of nmodern vintage. Carvings, masks,
bow s, fiber-art constructions, and framed collections of shells fromall over the South Pacific
were wal | -mount ed, displayed in niches, or scattered about on tables or on the polished teakwood
floor. There were scores of paintings, including one by Paul Gauguin, three by Madge Tennent, and
a set of exquisite native bird studies by Marian Berger. In the place of honor above the
fireplace, subtly lit, was a Janes Col denberg portrait of Teresa Kaul ana Kendall costunmed as the
Queen of the Night in The Magic Flute.

Several old Chinese rosewdod cabinets had been nodified to hold a stereo, a Tri-D, and
i mpressi ve conmuni cati ons and reference equi pment There was also a tall case full of paged books.
Near the roonmls center a crystal container that resenbled a globular fishbow rested on a | au-hal a
floor mat The furnishings, of native woods, rattan, and quietly col ored hand-screened fabric,
| ooked brand new and rather honely, considering the awesone collection of artwork surroundi ng
t hem

"This roomand the lab in the basenent used to be all there was to the house," Jack said. "But
I've made some additions. Kitchen and indoor dining area through there in the south w ng."

She nodded. It went w thout saying that a naked brain had no need of the usual donestic
anenities. They inspected the new roons briefly. Both were small and cheerfully appointed. The
kitchen was equi pped with every conceivabl e | aborsavi ng device, including an autonatic food-
delivery system As they returned to the living roomshe pointed to the nysterious enpty fishbow .

"l hope that's not the bedroom"

"Not while you're in residence,"” he said, grinning. "I think we'll use it for a flower vase
i nstead. The new sl eepi ng chanber is across the hall. Let's see if it nmeets Madam Dirigent's
requi renents."

The roomwas |large, with an adjoining |anai and bathroom The walls were white-painted, adorned
with a few pieces of artwork. In one corner hung a little old crucifix carved of koawood. At its
foot was a bracket with a tiny red light The bed was of fancifully wought brass, covered with an
intricate green-and-white patchwork quilt in the classic Hawaiian style that had been Mal ama's
weddi ng present. Gauzy draperies hung at the tall jalousied windows in the French doors |eading to
the lanai. The other furniture was sparse: a lovely old nahogany chest of drawers and a franed
mrror, a couple of |adder-back chairs, and a pair of pickled-pine nightstands with gl ass-shaded

| anps.

"These things are only tenporary,” he said. "I wanted you to decorate this roomin your own
way. And the rest of the house as well, if you like."

"It's quite lovely the way it is. I'lIl just add a few things here and there. W can pl ay

t urnabout when we fix up our house on Cal edonia."
He hesitated. "Wuld you like to see the | aboratory?"
"Tormorrow, " she said gently. "It's been a very |long day."
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He opened the sliding doors to a walk-in closet "If you don't mind, |'ve got us some specia
things to wear. And then ny surprisel"™ He turned, his face conposed but his mind radiating nervous
hope. "The weather is going to be perfect | thought we m ght spend our first night in a grass

shack I've built out on Pu'u Kiloia, one of the pronbontories beside the bay. It's ... very pretty
there. The air is cool and you can hear surf beating on the rocks, and there are special flowers."

He shook out a folded piece of soft golden cloth inprinted with a scarlet pattern. "I know how
you |l ove to make clothing. | thought 1'd try it, too. This is a pa'u, a kind of Hawaiian sarong,
the traditional wonmen's garnment of the old islands. | nmade it fromthe bark of the wauke, the
paper mul berry tree."

Her eyes |it up as she took it. "It's marvel ous! As soft as silk. Thank you, Jack."

"I have a nalo for nyself, cut fromthe sane |length of kapa cloth." He gestured toward the
bat hroom door. "If you'd like to get ready, I'll see to a few things and then conme back and take
you to the shack."

She nodded.

He scanned her masked face anxiously. "It's all right, isn't it, Dianond? | nean... in

tradi tional human sex, the nale is the initiator. But if you'd rather—
She placed two fingers against his lips to silence himand her mnd suffused himw th warm

approval. "I'd like to be a traditional bride. | think your idea of spending our honeynmoon night
in a grass shack is incredibly romantic and | |ove you."
He smiled his relief. "I'Il be right back."

She went into the bathroom taking both the native garnent and her wedding lei of maile. They
had brought the garlands of sacred Hawaiian | eaves with them from New Hanpshire. She stripped off
her traveling clothes, took a quick shower, and prepared her body. There were many jewel -bri ght
flagons of tropical oils lined up on a tiled shelf, but she seened irresistibly drawn to the
delicately scented pi kake jasm ne. After the anointing, she wound the pa' u around herself in the
way that Jack's mind had indicated and studied the effect in the full-length mrror

My hair shoul d be | onger, she thought

Wel | —why not? On this night above all they could defy the conventions of "correct” operant
behavi or and pl ease thensel ves. She nmade the hair grow until it cascaded down nearly to her hips,
brown and shining and slightly waved, concealing the sides of the dianbnd mask. For good neasure,
she augnented her small breasts just a bit and enhanced her eyel ashes. Then she was ready.

When she went out into the bedroom Jack had not yet returned. She di mmed the night-lights
al rost to extinction and stood for a nonment before the crucifix, where the tiny votive |ight cast
eerie shadows on the carved face of Christ.

Hel p us, she prayed. Send a real angel to watch over Jack and ne and bl ess our marriage. It's
going to be so hard, Lord, being separated for so nmuch of the tinme. Qur minds can bridge
interstellar space, but not our bodies. We're human and we need to be nmore than soul -nmates. Both
of us...

They woul d be together only when the Conciliumwas in session, or on the rare occasi ons when
their duties otherwise permtted it. Fromthis bright beginning they would |l earn nore and nore
about each other while their devotion either grew stronger or faded: Jack the Bodil ess and D anond
Mask, two grotesquely atypical hunman persons who had i nprobably found | ove.

They woul d have no children. Even though Jack's nale organs were functional, not even his
paranount creativity was capable of fashioning the intricate DNA strands that would nmake his sperm
germinal. Nor could such DNA be derived fromhis brain cells for a quasi-clonal nuclear transfer
through artificial means. Not wi thout having their baby share the "bodiless"” fate of its nutant
fat her.

They had di scussed this and other ultimate matters during the voyage from Cal edonia to Earth.
Jack had al so inforned her then that he | acked the self-redacting "immortality" gene conpl ex that
characterized other nenbers of his fanous family. H s naked, self-sustaining brain, favored as it
was with near-godlike nmental capabilities, was neverthel ess genetically progranmed to age and
eventually die, just as a nornmal human body woul d. No one held out much hope that genetic
engi neering would provide a way to rejuvenate him any nore than it could provide himw th germ
pl asm He was unique, a being | ess evolved than the insubstantial Lylmk but nore advanced than
t he human race

If he dies, so will I, she thought. Wthout himl have no real life. Hs love is the stronger
but | need himnore..

The bedr oom door opened.

He cane in, wearing the golden kapa loincloth and his own naile garland. Draped over his left
armwere dozens of fragile |eis nade of pikake buds, while his right arm bore heavier chains of
whi t e dendr obi um orchi ds. Before she coul d question himhe hung the ivory jasm ne sol ennly about
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her neck, lifting her hair to et the scented flowers touch her skin.

"I wed thee again, my sweet Dianond," he said, "in the old way of these islands."

Tears welled up in her eyes. She took the orchid leis and adorned him "And | wed thee, dear
Jack. Forever."

At a gesture of his hand the doors leading to the lanai flew open. He drew her outside into the
open air, onto a patio surrounded by pal e-flowering shrubs. Overhead the sky was bl ack, scattered
with uncountabl e stars.

" '"You have ravished ny heart, ny sister, ny bride. You have pierced ny soul with a single

glance ... My sister, ny spouse is a garden enclosed, a fountain sealed up. The rarest of perfunes
are hers, and the well of living water."' "
She whi spered,"” 'Awake, north wi nd; cone, wind of the south. Breathe over ny garden and scatter

its fragrance, welcone ny Beloved and let himtaste its precious fruits."'

Hand in hand, they went up and out. The stars were so many that they silvered the | eaves of the
trees, reflected in the lily-pools, and caused the poinciana trees to cast faint shadows on the
frosted grass. The trees' bl ossons, which would be flane-bright in sunlight, were the col or of
polished jet tinder the stars. Awind fromthe sea rattled the | eaves of the halas and coco pal nms
down al ong the beach. Waves, surging under the invisible moon's pull of the tide, hissed as they
| apped t he sand.

He drew her higher into the air, up the bluff on the western side of the bay, above a dark |ava
reef where the surf creaned, past ravines with |liana-hung trees. She snelled a new fragrance borne
on the rising wind, saw a great tangle of heavy stens scattered with huge white bl ossonms. The
thi cket covered the entire tip of the pronontory except for an open space at its center, where the
| and was highest. A snmall thatched hut stood on the enminence within the living curtain wall.

They drifted down, their feet touching the ground near the seaward nass of tangled plants,
whi ch reached to nearly twi ce Jack's height. She saw now that the thick twining stens were studded
with sharp spines. Spectacular white flowers, nearly as wi de as dinner plates and intricate in
form seened to open w der even as she | ooked at them

Her mind posed a wordl ess question and Jack replied: Ni ght-bloom ng cereus. They last only
twel ve hours.

And t hey have thorns, she said. To guard us and to rem nd us..

He lifted her into his arms and carried her toward the little hut It stood on low stilts, with
a crude door made of framed matting and w de wi ndow openi ngs that could be closed by unrolling
| engths of woven dried grass. A fat candle in a hurricane | antern burned on a banboo tabl e that
hel d food and drink. The bed was a sinple platformcovered with a thick kapa pad. It had coverings
of the same soft natural fabric.

They undressed each other slowy, carefully setting aside the leis. He kissed her forehead, her
eyelids, and the adamant gens sealing off her |ower face. She guided his hands to her tender
breasts, reaching down to caress him feeling him grow

Their m nds opened to each other and she saw the aching pl easure glowing within him nmatching
her own nmelting neural fires. H's arousal was nore than mere physical stinulation. The desire for
her, fully nurtured by inmagination, swelled into an urgent hunger. He lifted her onto the bed,
speaki ng her nane.

"Di anond. | want you. | want your dear self nore than anything in the world." And the wanting
is real nmy darling finally real just as we hoped. |I'mhuman. |I'ma man."

He began to kiss her entire body.

"You did find it—the part of you that was m ssing! GCh, Jack. Thank God. Thank God..."

As his |ips and tongue savored the sweet anointing, her mind cried out in pure ecstasy. Then he
was in her, breaking the maidenhead with a delicious brief stab of pain, filling her, noving
slowy so they could first know the sinple ignition of their human flesh. Then woul d cone the
speci al things they had planned for each other, the |Iovenaking fantasies that nonoperant couples
could only dream about.

Tendrils of her long hair awakened the nerves in his skin. Her small formnolded to his in
perfect rhythm breasts crushed against his pectorals. Their nipples had becone erect conduits of
vital energy. She let hers expand and seek his smaller manmi |l ae |ike creatures with minds of
their own, intent on sone outrageous conjunction. Yes—the breast-to-breast nergi ng was possible.

It happened and they shouted together as the fresh source of sexual pleasure fed their passion

He ki ssed the hollow of her throat, the | obes of her ears. "The mask," she said, her voice
strangely muffled. "Darling, take it off Now "

It never occurred to himto hesitate. Wth a single powerful novenent he pulled the thing from
t he anchor-studs enbedded in the bones of her face and flung it away. Its faceted gens caught the
candl el i ght and sprayed the ceiling thatch with tiny rai nbows.
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She sm | ed.

"I knew it." Hi s whisper was triunmphant "I knewit!"

"Only for you. Kiss nme, ny dearest |ove."

Your lips, ny wife, drip wild honey. Honey and milk are beneath your tongue. | amcone into ny
garden, ny sister, my bride. | gather nyrrh and bal sam and drink sweet wi ne..

The third neural pathway forned as their nouths united. They fell away together into thundering
i ncandescence, conpl ete.

11

CONCORD, HUMAN POLITY CAPI TAL, EARTH
19 JUNE 2078

The weather reporting unit in David Sonerled MacG egor's apartnment conmand post was a high-
tech marvel. On request, it would provide an instant précis of nmeteorol ogi cal conditions anywhere
on Earth—er a forecast for the najor population centers of every inhabited planet of the Galactic
Mlieu

Ignoring it as usual, Davy drew the drapes, cracked open the bal cony door, and ascertained that
this particular Sunday norning in New Hanpshire was nuggy and al ready pushing 30 Cel sius. Right.
Forget the stroll along the Merrimack River bottonms. It was down to the pronenade for the two of
t hem

He ordered up a durofilmcopy of The New York Tines, sans Sunday bunf, and scanned it briefly.
Aye, there it was. Yesterday's weddi ng-of-the-century hadn't nade the front page, but his turndown
of Paul's offer to head the Unity Directorate had. The First Magnate was quoted as being "very
di sappointed." There was no nention of Jack as second choi ce.

Davy MacG egor chuckled. No political mleage for Paul when another Renillard acceded to high
of fice. Just the reverse, actually!

He fol ded the news, tucked it under his arm and gave a sharp whistle as he headed for the
el evat or door. \Wen not hi ng happened, he called out in a raspy voice, "Ham sh, cone! Get a nobve
on, ye lazy auld bugger!"

The neasured clicking of toenails on the tiles of the back hallway and a throaty runbling noise
announced Torridon's Zodiac Haniltonian, an aged Scottish terrier. The dog shot a chall enging
gl ance at his master.

Impatient? he inquired loftily.

"Dam right," snapped David Somerled MacG egor, Planetary Dirigent of Earth, "and wanting
breakfast, you slugabed dinky brute. So get your bones into yon lift or I'll |eave you behind." He
stepped into the small private elevator that served his flat, the only special perk he had
requested when he decided to nove his private quarters out of Dirigent House and into Cynophile
Tower .

Maybe | don't want to go out today, said Ham sh, suddenly sitting down on the wong side of the
el evat or door.

They gl owered at each ot her through dark eyes hedged by wiry black brows. The faces of nman and
beast had nearly identical stubborn expressions. The old Scottie's muzzle was steel-gray and so
were Davy's face-fram ng Dundreary side-whiskers, even though he had been twi ce rejuvenated. He
was a rangy, slightly stooped figure dressed in jeans, a maroon nesh polo shirt, and |loafers
wi t hout socks.

"Too bloody bad."” The Dirigent hit the DOM pad. "You'll just have to m ss your Sunday banger
then." The door began to slide shut.

Today is Sunday—=?

The little black dog streaked into the elevator and settled at his master's heel

Davy sniled with dour satisfaction. "Silly tyke, | thought that'd rouse ye."

Ham sh gave that coment the disdain it deserved, and in a nmonent they stepped out onto the
pronenade floor of Cynophile Tower.

The residence was only two years old and it had proved extrenely popular w th dog-1oving
| egi sl ators and bureaucrats in the capital. Every apartnent had a private exercise run, but nost
tenants and their animals preferred the social atnosphere and natural beauty of the extensive
i ndoor pronenade.

Joggers and strollers noved al ong desi gnated pat hways anong the trees, acconpani ed by four-

f oot ed compani ons. The dogs could play fetch in the open nmeadows, anble through gardens where
interesting things were buried, or ronp in fountains and pools. Sone areas featured realistic
nmechani cal prey to entertain terriers and other hunting breeds, and there were real sheep that
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al | oned thenselves to be herded. If a dogfight or other inappropriate activity broke out, operant
human nmonitors adept in creature coercion restored public decorum Mobile sanitation nodul es,
resenbling large turtles, kept everything exquisitely clean. Aprés sport, and when ot her necessary
busi ness had been taken care of, canines and their humans could rel ax and take refreshnent at one
of the five informal eating establishnents. The pronenade al so had doggi e bouti ques, groom ng

sal ons, and a well-appointed veterinary clinic.

Run? Hani sh requested, tail waggi ng madly. Look for verm n? Please?

Davy said, "Of with you, laddie. I'mstill tired out fromdancing at the weddi ng yesterday.
I"I'l order food for us and read the paper at Charlie's Place while you have your exercise."

The Scottie dashed of f and Davy MacGregor headed for his favorite eatery. Its unbrella-shaded
tabl es were ranged al ong the shore of a pleasant artificial |ake. An ornanental fence kept
recreating water dogs and the wily hybrid geese they chased—who happily chased the dogs in
return—at bay. Sone of the restaurant patrons nodded to the Dirigent, but the majority politely
i gnored the chief executive of Earth. He was about to sit down when someone called out to himon
his intimate far-speech node

Care to join nme Davy?

He saw Cordelia Warshaw (née Warszawska) smling at himfroma table hal f-screened by pots of
bl oom ng fuchsias. Her comical Polish Low and sheepdog, |gnacy, caught sight of himand said:

Fri endof Master hello come cone!

Davy anbl ed over and greeted the pair of them

"It's been a while, Cordelia. You |look smashing. And how s the PON?"

"Full of the devil as usual. But he makes me | augh, so he earns his keep."

She was a tiny worman, nearly as old as Davy hinself but nmuch nore extensively rejuvenated and
cosnetically enhanced. Her ash-blonde hair was styled in a nodi sh pageboy cut and she wore a short
sunmer wal king suit of iris lumasheen with a white silk singlet. Wite patent-I|eather cothurn
called attention to her excellent |egs. Cordelia Warshaw was no | onger the |Intendant General of
Earth. Her open avowal of the Rebel cause had cost her the office in the election of 2076, but she
was still an influential Intendant Associate for Europe, a Maghate of the Concilium and a
Visiting Fellow in Cultural Anthropology at Oxford's Jesus Coll ege. She and Davy had been platonic
friends for over fifty years.

Her medi um si zed shaggy dog grinned as the two humans exchanged casual chitchat. The Pol sk
Onczarek Nizinny had tw nkling dark eyes that peered through a thick fringe of biscuit-colored
hair. Hs mnd said to Davy:

Sit sit! Eat ***{ FRESH STRAWBERRY BLI NTZES}*** |ike Master

"Well ..." The Dirigent hesitated. A nale waitron appeared with a second place setting and a
nenu.

"Have your breakfast with ne," Cordelia invited, indicating her enpty plate. "The blintzes are
very good today. |'m going to have sone nore because a certain greedy rascal ate nost of nine."

Save you from[image of bloated fat Cordelia], said the PON.

Ty chuj ku, odpi erdol sie! she scolded. "Go find Ham sh. Go play!"

Fl ashi ng another bl ack-1ipped snmle, the sheepdog said, Friend is nice male. You have [explicit
i mage] fun. Tail awave, he trotted off.

Davy burst out |aughing at the outraged expression on Cordelia's face. He sat down and ordered
the blintzes, a pot of Spiderleg tea, and a dish of Canine Crunchies No. 3 with a grilled
frankfurter garniture for Hani sh

"I knew you'd noved into the Tower," Davy said. "I'msurprised we haven't run into each other
here before. But | suppose you were in England while the Assenbly was in recess."

"Yes—hel ping to cook up a fresh batch of ammunition for the anti-Unity push at the next
Concilium session with Valery Gawys and the rest of the Oxbridge outlaw gang." Her tone was
satirical but the nmental overlay of her words was deadly serious, with an invitation to discuss
the matter further

The tea arrived, saving Davy from having to respond i medi ately. Wen the brew was satisfactory
he added m |k and sugar, sanpled it, and sat back with a sigh. "So our neeting here this norning
wasn't just a happy coincidence."

"No," she admitted. Her eyes flicked to the newspaper he had laid on the table. "It's a direct
consequent of that."
Davy's snmile becane glacial. "My turning down Paul's invitation to head the Unity Directorate

doesn't mean |'ve gone over to your side, Cordie."

She cocked her head quizzically. "No? The Tines article reported you' d declined because of
phi | osophi cal reasons. And | know you, Davy MacGregor! You've been half a Rebel for years—and not
just because of MIlieu pussyfooting over Margaret's nurder. You' re not blinded by the glories of
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the Galactic Mlieu like Paul Rem|lard and his kurewskie Dynasty."

"No, I'mjust an Earthman, plain and sinple, and | intend to stay that way." He stirred the tea
and stared into it, scowing. "I'mafraid of Unity's possible effect on the Mnd of Humanity, and
I'd be overjoyed to see us out of the Mlieu ... but I'"'mdamed if 1'd ever resort to force in

order to resolve the issue."

The waitron cane up with their food and they were silent until he had gone away. Cordelia
delicately cut up one of the cheese-stuffed rolled pancakes and | adl ed strawberry sauce over it.

"Whet her you're with us or not," she said carefully, "we'd |like you to reconsider your refusal
of the First Magnate's offer.™

What ? Wbrmran are you bl oody daft?

H s vehenent thought-blast didn't faze her. Wile she consuned the blintz with evident relish
her mind said:

As head of the Panpolity Directorate you would be privy to every aspect of the Unity
controversy. You'd know the anti Rebel strategy of the exotics and the human | oyalists the
pl anetary troubl espots that nost concern themthe schenmes they plan to inplenment as our popul ation
approaches its coadunate nunber. In tinme you'd certainly uncover the truth about the Unification
process itself.

Cordi e you're incredible you want me to be a REBEL SPY inside the nost sensitive Concilium body
simul taneously pronoting Unity and trying to undernmine it—

No. | want you to be the only nenber of the Directorate who is still objective. Wwo still puts
the needs of the human race ahead of the needs of the MIlieu. Wether or not you choose to share
the data you uncover is entirely a matter for your own conscience.

"Hah!" said Davy MacGregor out loud. "You're so confident, aren't you, which way I'll lean."
"Your food's getting cold. Eat." O course |I'mconfident, because | know where your synpathies
lie. The reason you're not whol eheartedly with us now is because you still have honest doubts

about the validity of the Unity concept. You're also afraid that we Rebels wouldn't scruple at
destroying the Mlieu if it tried to inmpose Unity on us by fiat or if it threatened humanity wth
severe sanctions for rejecting Unification.

Yes dammit yes!

"Then reconsi der the appointnment,"” she said. "Dithering and brooding won't help the Human
Polity decide what's best for its future." But your objective scrutiny inside the Panpolity
Directorate might.

How the hell can | head the Directorate pretend to be in favor of Unity when I'mnot? Wuld you
have ne violate nmy noral principles?

Paul Remillard doesn't expect you to be a yes-nan.

No—but he was counting on nme to steanroller the opposition taking the place of his sainted
Sister Anne in the skirm shes HE thought 1'd have ny doubts resolved in favor of Unity YOU say |
shoul d retain nmy objectivity but you expect me to be a pipeline of intelligence to the Rebe
cabal —" And ny answer to you both is no. No!"

He pushed away fromthe table, rose, and signaled the waitron with his credit card. "I can't
stay after all. Gve ne a doggie bag for the tyke's crunchies."

"Certainly, Dirigent." The nman went off to fetch one.

Ham sh came trotting up in response to a farspoken conmand and sat at Davy's heel

Cordelia regarded her old friend calmy. "WII| you report this conversation to the First

Magnat e?"
Davy | eaned down, hands on the tabletop, and spoke softly. "To hell with the First Mgnate!...
No, |I've no intention of discussing your ploy with Paul. Let himdo his own spying. But here's a

wee bit of sensitive data to share with your fellow connivers: The Fury nonster's back, and so is
its stooge, Hydra. And |'mgoing to see both of them polished off no matter what Renillards get
caught in the crossfire—Rebels or loyalists. You have ny word on it."

Cordelia said not hing.

The waitron cane up with the bag, and Davy dunped Ham sh's nmeal into it. "As for Unity," he
said, "I'mkeeping nmy mnd open. |I'Il neither oppose it nor pronote it. Tell your fewkin' Oxbridge
associates they'll get no joy fromne. But neither will Paul Rem|lard."

The Dirigent of Earth, Scottish terrier at heel, strode off in the direction of the elevators.
After a few nonents a hairy, broadly sniling head rose up across the table from Cordelia Warshaw.
She gave a rueful | augh.

"So, lgnacy! Have you come to console your naster for her abject failure as a diplomatist?

The Pol ski Oaczarek Ni zinny said: Blintzes for ne?

"I mght have known."

Cordel i a Warshaw put Davy MacGregor's plate on the ground. Then, after a nonent, she