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Every culture gets the magic it deserves.
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A mask tells us nore than a face.
OSCAR WLDE, Intentions

Sancta Illusio, ora pro nobis.
FRANZ WERFEL, Star of the Unborn

PROLCGUE

KAUAI, HAWAI |, EARTH
12 AUGUST 2113

He knew it had to be sonme kind of miracl e—perhaps one programed by Saint Jack the Bodil ess
hinsel f. The misty rain of the Al akai Swanp ceased, the gray sky that had persisted all day broke
open suddenly and flaunted gl ori ous expanses of blue, a huge rai nbow hal oed Mount Wi al eal e over
to the east... and a bird began to sing.

Bat ege! That bird—eould it be the one? After four futile days?

The tall, skinny old man dropped to his knees in the nuck, slipped out of his backpack
straps, and let the pack fall into the tussocks of dripping grass. Miuittering in the Canuck patois
of northern New England, he pulled his little audi ospectrograph fromits waterproof pouch with
fingers that trenbled fromexcitement and hit the RECORD pad. The hidden songster warbled on. The
old man pressed SEEK. The device's conputer conpared the recorded birdsong with that of 42,429
avi an species (Indigenous Terrestrial, |Indigenous Exotic, |Introduced, Retroevolved, and
Bi oengi neered) stored in its data files. The MATCH light blinked on and the instrunent's tiny
di spl ay read:

O O A A (MHO BRACCATUS). ONLY ON I SL OF KAUAI, EARTH. IT. VS

The man said to hinmself: Damm right you're Very Scarce. Even rarer than the satanic nightjar
or the mniature tit-babbler! But | gotcha at last, p'tit merdeux, toi

The song cut off and a di scordant keet-keet rang out. Sonething black with flashes of chrone
yell ow erupted fromthe noss-hung shrubs on the left side of the trail, flewtoward a clunp of
stunted | ehua makanoe trees twenty neters away, and di sappeared.

The ol d man choked back a penitent groan. Quel bondieu d'inbécile—he' d frightened it with
sone i nadvertent tel epathic gaucherie! And now it was gone, and his feeble netapsychic seekersense
was incapable of locating its faint life-aura in broad daylight. Everything now depended upon the
caner a.

Taking care to project only the nbst soothing and ani abl e vibes, he hastily stowed away the
Sonagram rmachi ne, uncased a digital image recorder with a thernal targeter attached, and began
anxi ously scanning the trees. Wsps of vapor streanmed up, drawn by the tropical sun. The sweet
ani se scent of nokihana berries nmingled with that of rotting vegetation. The Al akai Swanp of Kaua
in the Hawaiian |slands was an eerie place, the wettest spot on Earth, a plateau over 1200 neters
hi gh where the annual rainfall often exceeded 15 neters. The swanp was al so honme to sone of
Earth's rarest birds, and it attracted hardy hunan students of avifauna fromall over the Galactic
Mlieu.

The ol d man, whose nanme was Rogatien Renillard, knew the island well, having first cone to it
back in 2052, when his great-grandnephew Jack, whom he called Ti-Jean, was newborn with a body
that seemed perfectly normal. Jack's nother Teresa, rest her poor soul, had needed a sunny pl ace
to recuperate after hiding out in the snowbound Megapod Reserve of British Colunbia, and the

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-%20Galactic%20Milieu%202%20-%20Diamond%20Mask.txt (1 of 206) [1/15/03 7:36:12 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Julian%620M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Gal acti c%20Milieu%202%620-%20Diamond%20M ask.txt

island afforded a perfect refuge for the three of them

Rogi had returned to Kauai nany tinmes since then, nmpost recently four days earlier, for
reasons that had seemed conpelling at the time.

Wel |, perhaps he'd inbibed just a tad too nuch WIld Turkey as he cel ebrated the conpletion of
anot her section of his nemoirs ...

Crafty in his cups, he had decided to get out of town before his Lylnik nemesis could catch
up with himand force himto continue the work. He'd done a damed good job so far, if he did say
so hinmsel f—and he nmight as well, since only God knew when any other natural human being woul d ever
get to read what he'd witten.

Even though he was drunk as a skunk, Rogi had wit enough to toss a few clothes and things
into his egg, clinb in, and programthe navigator for automatic Vee-route flight from New
Hanpshire to Kauai. Then he had passed out. Wen he awoke he found his aircraft in a holding
pattern above the island. He was hungover but lucid, with no idea why his unconsci ous nind had
chosen this particular destination. But not to worry! H's old hobby of ornithol ogy, neglected for
nore than a decade, kicked in with a brilliant notion. He could backpack into the Al akai Swanp,
where he mi ght possibly see and photograph the single renaining indigenous Hawaiian bird species
he had never set eyes upon. He |anded the rhocraft at Koke'e Lodge, rented the necessary
equi prent, and set out.

And now, had he found the friggerty critter only to lose it through gross stupidity? Had he
scared it off into the trackless wlderness of the swanp, where he didn't dare follow for fear of
getting lost? He was a pi ss-poor netapsychic operant at best, totally lacking in the ultrasensory
pathfinding skills of the nore powerful heads, and the Al akai was a renmpte and |onely place. It
woul d be humiliating to get trapped arnpit-deep in sone nuck-hole and have to call the | odge to
send in a rescuer. Still, if he was careful to go only a few steps off the trail, he mght stil
snag the prize

He skirted a pool bordered with brown, white, and orange |lichens, then peered through the
camera eyepi ece froma fresh vantage point. The |umi nous bull's-eye of the thermal detector shone
wanly green in futility. Despair began to cloud his previous nood of elation. The very last bird
on his Hawaii an Audubon Checklist, forfeit because he'd failed to control his doddering
m ndpower s—

No! Dieu du ciel, there it was! He'd noved just enough so that the infrared targeter, preset
to the paraneters of the prey, could zero in on it as it sat nostly conceal ed behind the trunk of
a dimnutive tree. The bull's-eye blinked triunphant scarlet. The old man cut out the targeter
cautiously shifted position once nore, and the bird was clearly revealed in the canmera' s view
finder: a chunky black creature 20 cents long, seeming to stare fiercely at himfromits perch on
the scraggly lehua tree. Tufts of brilliant yellow feathers adorned its upper |egs |ike gaudy
kni ckers peeping out from beneath an ot herw se sonber avian outfit. The bird flicked its pointed
tail as if annoyed at having been disturbed and the old man experienced a rush of pure joy.

It was the rarest of all nonretroevol ved Hawaiian birds, with a nane that tripped |udicrously
fromthe tongues of Standard English speakers: the elusive o o-a'al

Near |y beside hinself, the old birdwatcher used the i mager zoomcontrol, conposed his shot,
and pressed the video activator. Before he could take a second picture the 0'0-a'a repeated its
doubl e-noted alarmcall alnpst derisively, spread its wings, and flew off in the direction of
Mount Wai al eal e.

The rai nbow had faded as a new batch of dark clouds rolled in fromthe east. |In another
fifteen mnutes or so the sun woul d set behind the twi sted dwarf forest and the Hawaii an ni ght
woul d sl am down with its usual abruptness. He had barely found the bird in tine.

He touched the PRINT pad of the canera. A few seconds later, a durofilmphoto with exquisite
color detail slipped out of the instrunment into his hand. He stared at the precious picture, now
curiously dispassionate, and heaved a sigh as he unzipped his rain jacket and tucked the trophy
into the breast pocket of his shirt.

A voice spoke to himfromout of the steany air:

What's this, Uncle Rogi? In a nelancholy nood after your great triunph?

Rogatien Renmillard | ooked up in surprise, then grow ed a hal f hearted Franco- Aneri can epithet.
"Merde de merde ... so you couldn't let me celebrate ny hundred-and-sixty-eighth birthday in
peace, eh, Ghost?"

The voice was gently chiding: You have done so—and received a fine present besides.

"You didn't!" the old man excl ainmed indignantly. "You didn't chivvy that poor little bird
here on purpose, just so I'd find it—

Certainly not. Wat do you take ne for?

"Hah! | take you for an exotic bully, nmon cher fantéme, that's what. Not even a week since
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turned of f the transcriber, and here you are breathing down ny neck. Go ahead: deny that you cane
to nag me to get on with ny nenmoirs.”

| don't deny it, Uncle Rogi. And | realize that the work is hard for you. But it's necessary
that you resune witing the famly chronicle without delay. It nust be conpleted before this year
is out.

"Way the tearing hurry? Does your goddam Lyl mi k crystal ball foresee that |'m gonna kick the
bucket come New Year's Eve? |s that why you keep the pressure on? |'ve had a sneaking suspicion
about that ever since | finished the Intervention section. You and your alm ghty schemes! Wat's
the plan? You squeeze ny poor old failing brain |ike a sponge, then toss nme on the discard heap
once you get what you want ?"

Nonsense. How many tines nmust | tell you? You are imune to the nornmal processes of hunman
agi ng and degenerative di sease. You have the self-rejuvenating gene conplex, just as all the other
Rem | [ ards do.

"Except Ti-Jean!" Rogi snapped. "Anyway ... | could always be destined to die in sone
acci dent that you and your gang of galactic snoops in Orb prolepticate, and that's why the nad
rush. "

The sky was conpl etely overcast again and the tussocks of sedge and nmakal oa grass rippled in
the rising wind. Mrre rain was inmnent. Turning his back upon the region fromwhich the
di senbodi ed voi ce cane, Rogi went squishing through the mire to retrieve his abandoned backpack
He hauled it up, nud-splattered and dri pping.

"Damm sl avedriver. If you really did give a hoot about me, you' d do sonething about this
mess. "

The pack was instantly clean, dry, and as crisp and unfaded as the day Rogi had purchased it
fromthe outfitting store in Hanover, New Hanpshire, eighty-four years earlier. Hs initials newy
adorned the belt buckle, which had once been honely black plass but now appeared to have been
transmuted into solid gold.

The old man let |oose a splutter of |aughter. "Show off! But thanks, anyway."

De rien, said the Ghost. Consider it a small incentive. A birthday present. Hau' oli |a hanau

Rogi frowned. "Seriously, though. My bookshop business is getting shot all to hell with ne
taking so nuch time off for witing. And | don't nmind telling you that rehashing this ancient
history is getting nore and nore depressing. There's a whole parcel of stuff I'd just as soon
forget. And if you had a scintilla of pride, you'd want to forget it, too."

The personage known to Rogi as the Renmillard Family Ghost and to the Galactic Mlieu as
Atoning Unifex, Overlord of the Lylmk, was silent for some mnutes. Then It said:

The truth about the Remillards and their intinate associates nust be nmade available to every

mnd inthe Galaxy. |'ve tried to make this clear to you fromthe very begi nning. You' re a unique
i ndi vidual, Uncle Rogi. You know things the historians of the MIlieu never suspected. Things that
even | have no inkling of ... such as the identity of the nalignant entity called Fury.

The ol d man paused in adjusting his pack straps and | ooked over his shoulder with an
expression of blank incredulity. "You don't know who Fury was? You' re not omniscient after all?"

Rogi, Rogi! How many tines nust | tell you that | am not

Cod, not even sonme sort of metapsychic recording angel —+n spite of the silly nicknane that

was given ne! | amonly a Lyl mik who was once a man, six million long years ago. And | have very
little time left.
"Jesus!" Rogi's eyes wi dened in sudden conprehension. "You! Not nme at all. You ..."

Abruptly, the rain began to fall again; but this time it was not the gentle drizzle called ua
noe that usually cloaked the Al akai Swanp but a hammering tropical deluge. Rogi stood stark still
in the mdst of the downpour, transfixed by his invisible conpanion's words, seem ng to be unaware
that he had neglected to pull up the hood of his rain jacket. Water streamed from his sodden gray
hair into his eyes.

"You," he said again. "Ah, nmon fils, why didn't you tell ne before, when you cane to ne at
the winter carnival after the long years of silence? Wiy did you let nme rave on, resisting your
wi shes, making a fool of nysel f?"

The mind of the Lylnmk Overlord erected a transparent psychocreative unbrella over Rogi, but
tears mingled with rain continued to flow down the old man's cheeks. He reached out awkwardly to
the enpty air.

The Ghost said: Keaku Cave is nearby. Let's get out of the wet.

Rogi was consci ous of no novenent, but he found hinself suddenly within a fern-curtai ned
grotto, sitting on a chunk of weathered lava in front of a small, brisk fire of hapu' u stens.
Qutside, a torrential stormbattered the high plateau, but he was miracul ously dry again. Wat was
nore, the profound grief that had pierced himseened to have receded and he felt enbraced by a
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great peace. He knew that the paradoxical being who had haunted him since he was five years
ol d—+the person whom he both | oved and feared—had nmeddl ed once again with his mind, short-
circuiting enotions that would have interfered with Its plans.

The | ava cave the Ghost had brought himinto was the site of ancient nysteries sacred to the
| ocal Hawaiians, all but inaccessible to foot travelers. None of the hikers or birdwatchers or
bot ani cal hobbyi sts who cane to the Al akai Swanp dared to visit the place. It was
kapu—for bi dden—and said to be protected by powerful operant Hawaiians claining descent fromthe
kahuna magi ci ans of anci ent Pol ynesi a.

Rogi had entered Keaku Cave only once before, not quite fifty-nine years ago. On that day in
the fall of 2054, just after the Human Polity had finally been granted full citizenship in the
gal actic confederation, he and the teenaged Marc Renillard and young Jack the Bodil ess had fl own
to the Alakai in a rhocraft, acconpanied by the kahuna woman Mal ama Johnson. Their mission was to
renove the ashes of the boys' nother that had been sequestered in the cave a year earlier
according to Malama's sol emm instructions. Rogi and the boys had found the interior of Keaku Cave
mysteriously decorated with leis of gorgeous island flowers and fragrant berries. The box
contai ning Teresa Kendall's ashes was as clean and dry as it had been when they left it.

Sitting in the cave now, know ng that the unseen Lylm k Overlord lurked close at hand, the
old man seened once again to snell the anise scent of nokihana. He remenbered Marc, a stalwart
si xteen-year-old, and Ti-Jean, apparently only a precocious toddler, on their knees beside the
smal | polished pine box holding their nmother's remains. They had asked Rogi to carry the urn to
their waiting rhocraft, since he had been her protector during the greatest crisis of her life.

Teresa's ashes had been scattered over the green tropical ridges and canyons on a day of
respl endent rainbows. In the years that followed, Jack the Bodiless returned often to the island
of Kauai, visiting his great friend Mal ama and eventual |y naking his hone there, bringing his
bride to the place he |oved nore than any on Earth. But Marc Renmillard had never set foot on the
i sl and agai n.

"Are you glad?" Rogi asked abruptly. "Gad it's al nost over?"

The Ghost's reply was sl ow in com ng

| had feared that | was fated to live until the very consummati on of the universe.
Fortunately, it didn't cone to that, even though God knows | richly deserved it.

“Tomrmyrot! You sincerely believed that the Metapsychic Rebellion was norally justified. Hell
so did I! Back then, lots of decent people had serious doubts about Unity. Maybe not to the point
of going to war, but—=

My principal notive for |eading the Rebellion had nothing to do with the Unity controversy. |
instigated an interstellar war because the MIlieu condemmed ny Mental Man project ... because it
rejected nmy vision for accelerating the nental and physical evolution of humanity. Wth ne, Unity
was only a side issue.

Rogi | ooked up fromthe fire in surprise. "Is that a fact! You know, | never was too sure
just what that Mental Man thing was all about.”

The Ghost's tone was ironic: Neither were nost of ny Rebel associates. If they had known,
they m ght not have foll owed ne.

"And the Mental Man project was—was so wong that—

Not wrong, Rogi. Evil ... There's a considerable difference. It took ne many years to
recogni ze how nmonstrous ny schene actually was, to understand just what kind of galactic
cat astrophe ny pride and arrogance ni ght have brought about.

"It didn't happen,” Rogi said very quietly.

No, said the Ghost, but there remained a grave necessity for me to atone, to nake up for the
damage | had done to the evolving Mnd of the Universe. My sojourn in the Duat Gal axy was a
partial reparation, but inconplete. The evil had taken place here, in the MIky Way. The Duat
| abors were exciting, satisfying—oyous, even—because Elizabeth shared themw th me and hel ped ne
to fully understand ny own heart. Before we cane together, mnmy self was unintegrated; | had no true
noti on of what |ove meant.

"I don't agree," the old man said stubbornly. "Neither would Jack."

The Ghost was not to be sidetracked. It continued:

When the Duat work was done, Elizabeth was weary and ready to pass on. She begged ne to

follow her into the peace and light of the Cosmic Al ... but I could not.
Instead, | felt conpelled to return here. Alone, cut off fromevery nmind that had | oved ne
and fromthe consoling Unity I had known in Duat, | undertook what | judged was ny true penance:

to assist the maturation of our own Galactic M nd.
Thr ough years that seenmed wi thout end | guided one prom sing planet after another, cajoling
civilization frombarbarism altruismfrom savagery. OF course | could not truly coerce the
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devel opi ng races of the MIky Way. | only assisted the inevitable conplexification of the Wrld
M nd that acconpanies life's evolution

I nade many ghastly ni stakes.

Can you conceive of the doubts that assailed ne, Rogi, the fear that | nmight have succunbed

to a hubris even nore i nmense than that which originally obsessed ne? No ... | see that you can't
understand. Never mind, nmon oncle. Only believe me. It was a terrible tine. Le bon dieu is as
silent and invisible to the likes of ne as he is to any other naterial being. | could not help but

ask nyself if | was cormitting a fresh sin of pride in thinking that my assistance was needed.

Was | helping the Galactic Mnd, or nerely nmeddling with evolution again, as | had been when
| tried to engender Mental Man?

Qur gal axy has so many planets with thinking creatures! Yet so fewso pathetically few —ever
achi eved any sort of social or nental maturity under ny guidance, nmuch | ess the coadunation of the
hi gher mi ndpowers that leads to Unity. But finally, perhaps in spite of ny efforts rather than as
a result of them | found success. The Lylmk were the first minds to Unify, and | adopted their
peculiar race as ny own. Then, aeons |ater, the Krondaku al so achi eved coadunati on

After that canme a great hiatus, and | feared that ny infant Galactic MIlieu was dooned to
eventual stagnation and death. But le divin hunoriste el evated the preposterous G race to
met apsychi ¢ operancy against all odds (the Krondaku were deeply scandalized) and not |ong after
that the Mnd of the engaging little Poltroyans matured as well. The Sinbiari were accepted into
the MIlieu next, even though they were inmperfectly Unified. And suddenly there seemed al nost to be
an evol utionary explosion of intelligent beings, burgeoning on planet after planet—ot yet ready
for induction into our confederation, but neverthel ess maki ng great progress.

One of the less likely worlds in this group was Earth.

Knowi ng what | do, | overrul ed the consensus that rejected the human race as a candi date for
Intervention. The result was the Metapsychic Rebellion, a towering disaster that netanorphosed
into triunmph. And now the M nd of this galaxy stands poised at the brink of a great expansion you
cannot begin to imagine ..

"Are you going to tell ne about that?" Rogi asked.

| cannot. My own role in the drama is nearly conplete and ny proleptic vision fails as ny
|ife approaches its end. Assisting you to wite the cautionary famly history will be nmy last bit
of personal intervention. Ohers will oversee the destiny of this Galactic Mnd henceforth and
guide it to the fullness of Unity that is so very, very close.

The old man fed the fire with an arnful of tree fern stalks as Atoning Unifex fell silent.
The swirling snoke seened to slide away froma certain region near the cave entrance. Qut of the
corner of his eye (his nental sight perceived nothing) Rogi caught occasional hints of a spectral
form standi ng there.

"What next, nmon fanténe? You gonna snatch ne back to New Hanpshire through the gray |inbo
like you did the last tine, on Denali?"

Wul d you rather wite the D anond Mask story here on Kauai ?

Rogi brightened. "You know, | think I would! She and Ti-Jean did honeynoon here, after all."

There is also the matter of the Hydra attack that took place here.

Rogi 's brow tightened. "Mudit—-why'd you have to rem nd nme about thenP" He funbled with the
side conpartrment of his backpack and took out an old | eather-bound flask. Unscrew ng the cap, he
tossed down a healthy slug of bourbon. "To do a proper job on Dorothée's early life, I'Il have to
tell all about those poor, perverted bastards. Just renmenbering 'emturns ny stomach." He took
anot her snort.

The Ghost said: | can alleviate your gastric distress nore efficiently than whiskey can, if
you'll permit the liberty.

Rogi gave a bark of nervous laughter. "And will you be able to flush ny skull of Fury dreans,
too?"

The Lyl m k's thought-tone was wy: |'ve had experience with themnyself, as you may recall
I"1l build you a protective mental shield—

"Hey! Now wait just a damm mnute!"

The Ghost was insistent: It can be done while you sleep, so you'll have no experience of
i nvasi on whatsoever. | can |eave all your precious neuroses intact, but you nust permt ne to
install the dreamfilter. It would be the height of ingratitude on ny part if your witing chores
preci pitated anxiety and a fresh bout of al cohol abuse. You will suffer no nightmares, | prom se

We Lylmk are the nost skilled redactors in the universe.
"Ch, yeah? Then where the hell were you when Fury and his Hydras were doing their netapsychic
vanpire act back in those thrilling days of yesteryear?"
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Qur interference would not have been appropriate at that tine. The crinmes of those entities,
hei nous as they were, were necessary to the evolution of H gher Reality, just as the Metapsychic
Rebel | i on was.

"I," the old man declared wearily, "do not give a rat's ass for the Higher Reality. O the
Lower, for that matter." He lifted the flask again.

Rogi —

"Al'l right! Go ahead and fix ny brain so | don't go apeshit after dredging up those old
horrors. But don't you dare try to do ne any favors plugging in Unity programs or any other Lylmk
flinflamery."

The phantomin the cave's darkened entrance now seenmed to be approaching the fire, and Rog
stared in fascination at the way the snoke wafted about the invisible form As the Lylnmk mnd
spoke soothingly and the liquor did its work, the old nan suddenly caught his breath. For an
i nstant, he thought he'd glinpsed a man's face there in the shadows—ene he renenbered all too
clearly. He surged to his feet, calling out a nane, and tried to throw his arnms about the
evanescent shape; but he enbraced only a cloud of snobke. His eyes began to sting, and he pulled a
bandanna handkerchi ef fromhis hip pocket and bl ew his nose, subsiding back onto his rocky seat.

The Ghost said: Vas-y doucenent, non oncle bien-aimé! Think only of the nmenpirs. Wen you
conplete them I'Il be able to go in peace.

The ol d man nopped at his eyes. "Batége! Who'd have thought 1'd get all soppy over you? A
goddam fi gnment of ny goddam booze- pi ckl ed i magi nation! That's what Denis and Paul always said you
were. Merde alors, it nmakes nore sense for nme to believe that than the cosmc bullshit you' ve been
di shing out."”

If it nakes you nore confortable, by all neans believe it.

“I'I'l make up my own nind what to believe," the old man nuttered perversely. Then he asked:
"Where do you think | should settle in to do the witing? Down at the old Kendall place in Poipu?"

| have a better suggestion. How about El ai ne Donovan's | odge near Pohakumano? It's at a high
enough el evation to be cool, and no vacationing Remillards are likely to bother you there, as they
wel | m ght down at the coast. The house is isolated and it has been kept in excellent condition by
caretakers, even though Elaine has not visited it for nany years. You'd find it very confortable
and nuch quieter than Hanover in the sumertine.

"Elaine ..." Rogi's face stiffened. "I didn't know she had a vacation house on Kauai. But she
was Teresa's grandnot her, of course.”

| can arrange to have your transcriber and any other personal items you m ght need brought

over from New Hanpshire. Even your cat, Marcel, if you Ilike.
"I + don't think | better stay at Elaine's place."
The thought of her still brings you pain?

"No, not anynore."

Then use her house. You know she woul dn't m nd.

The old man sighed. What did it matter, after all? "Al right. Watever you say. Bring ny
stuff and old Fur-Face, too. And a stock of decent food and liquor." He stretched, easing his
aching nuscles. It had been a long day, and nowit was pitch black outside and the rain was

pouring down harder than ever. "I don't suppose | could spend the night here in the cave, could
| ?"

Do you wish to?

Rogi shrugged. "It feels real good in here. Metasafe! If I'"'mgoing to stay on the island, |
guess |I'Il have to ask Mal anma Johnson to tell nme nore about this place. Funny thing—when you and |

first brought Teresa's ashes here after the funeral Mass at St. Raphael's in the cane fields,
Mal ame seenmed to think you' d been here before.”

[ Laughter.] Kahunas know too rmuch. They are an anomal ous type of human netapsychi ¢ operant,
as any Krondak evaluator will tell you ... And now, why don't you make yourself something to eat
and then get sone sleep. | have other matters to attend to and | nust |eave you for a tinme. I'l
come and collect you in the norning.

"Suit yourself," said Rogi, and opened his backpack

Even though there was no di scernible physical nmanifestation, the old nan was aware that the
Fam |y Ghost had abruptly vani shed. Shaking his head, Rogi took out packets of gamma-stabilized
food and a tiny microwave stove and began to prepare a Kauai an-styl e supper of chicken-feet
appetizers, fried rice, Spam pineapple upside-down cake, and lilikoi punch. As he ate, the snal
nmystery of why he had been drawn to Kauai al so seened to resolve itself. The birds, of course. The
i sl and had al ways been a nmagnet for amateur ornithol ogists |ike hinself.

And |i ke Dorothea Macdonal d, the subject of this next part of his nmenoirs.

It had been her doing that brought himhere—er perhaps that of her menory abiding deep within
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hi s own unconsci ous. Dorothée. Saint Illusion. The woman who al ways wore a nask, even in her
yout h, when her face was bare.
* *x %

Much | ater, when he was snug in his sleeping bag and the fire had gone out and the continuing
rain had freshened the air, Rogatien Renillard |l et the tranquil anbiance of Keaku Cave lull himto
sl eep. The air was fragrant again now that the snoke had di ssipated; but oddly enough the scent
seened not to be that of nokihana berries but rather of a certain ol d-fashioned perfune called Ba
a Versailles.

How did | know that? Rogi asked hinself drowsily. More huna magic? Or are the Fam |y Chost
and Dorothée still playing ganes in ny head?

A nonent |ater he was fast asleep, dream ng not of the nonster named Fury and its attendant
Hydras, nor even of Dianond Mask. |nstead he dreaned about a wonman with silvery eyes and
strawberry bl onde hair who had first sniled at himon top of Munt Washington in New Hanpshire,
years before Earth knew that the Galactic MIlieu even existed. It was a sweet dream w thout
r enor se.

In the norning, Rogi had forgotten it conpletely.

1

FROM THE MEMO RS OF ROGATI EN REM LLARD

UNI TY!

God, how we Earthlings were afraid of it, in spite of all that Paul and Ti-Jean and Dor ot hée
did. Quite a fewnornals still have their doubts—and so do |I. A ninority of one: the only
uncoadunated neta head still at |arge.

I"'mstill a Rebel. The very last unconverted hunman operant, shunning Unity's consol ations,
t hunbi ng ny nose at the Coadunati ng Nodsphere, evading all that nagical, mystical superstuff that
the Mlieu confers on good little m nds who participate in Teilhardian ultracerebration. Al the
ot her human operants live in Unity. Even those odd young peopl e—sone of them nmy own ki n—who
escaped the Pliocene Exile have undergone the initiation and signed on as conditional uniates. But
not ne. No sireel I'mnot nuch, but what there is, is straight up and 190 proof Everclear

What's nore, the Mlieu can't do a thing about it. Up until the reappearance of the Fanily
Ghost and ny enbarki ng upon these memoirs, | thought the Unanimity Affirmers had just overl ooked
me. After all, I'mno high-powered neta, just an uninportant ol d bookseller meking no particul ar
use of ny neager powers ... unless I'mreally backed into a bad corner

But that isn't the reason | escaped.

At this late stage of the gane | realize that nmy apparent inmmunity was all part of the Famly
Ghost's plot. | was allowed to evade the Unity net so that the really outrageous deeds | had
Wi t nessed or perpetrated wouldn't be exposed to public scrutiny too soon, as they woul d have been
if I had been forced to Affirmand hang out all my mind s dirty laundry during the initiation

Earlier on, especially during the crucial decades i mediately follow ng the Metapsychic
Rebel lion, the tinme just wasn't ripe for the revelations contained in these nenoirs. The Renillard

fanm | y—even the ones who were dead or otherw se renmoved fromthe chessboard by then—were still too
i mportant to the grand game to be accidentally traduced by the |ikes of ne.

Now t hose consi derations are noot. Even the nobst scandal ous doings of nmy illustrious famly
can be revealed in these chronicles because the tenure of Atoning Unifex, Overlord of the Lylmk
and founder of at least two Galactic Mlieux, is finally at an end. | have been assured that
uncounted billions of entities as yet unborn will study these processed words of mne, naking God

knows what of them | have not been told what consequences will fall upon nme, their author, once
the menoirs are published and the cat's out of the bag.

C est une bizarrerie fornidable, mais c'est conme ¢a et pas autrenent!

And it's probably w ser not to think about it.

2

HANOVER, NEW HAMPSHI RE, EARTH
9 MAY 2062

Ni net een days before the nurders would take place in Scotland, at a little past two on Tuesday
nmorni ng, Fury prow ed the canpus of Dartnouth Coll ege.

Only an occasi onal groundcar noved along North College Road in front of the School of
Met apsychol ogy. There were no pedestrians. The el egant buildings of the neta conplex were set on a
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wooded sl ope, where the spring foliage of spreading sugar maples and tall nmutant elnms gleaned in
the Iight of old-fashioned iron standard | anmps set al ong paved wal kways. At this hour the
bui | di ngs thensel ves were nostly dark. There was a single pair of lighted windows in the office
bl ock and several nore in a line on the second floor of the Cerebroenergetic Research Laboratory
further uphill, which had been established | ess than two years earlier with a generous (and still
controversial) endowrent by the Remillard Fami |y Foundation

For a monent Fury paused to survey the scene. Long ago, before the Great Intervention, a
ranshackl e ol d gray sal tbox building schedul ed for inminent denolition had gi ven grudgi ng shelter
to the college's infant Departnent of Metapsychol ogy, and its workers had been regarded with
benusenent and a fair anount of uneasiness by fell ow academ cs of nore traditional scholarly
di sciplines. These days, the Dartnouth School of Metapsychol ogy was one of the prem er research
establishnents for higher mndpowers in the Human Polity of the Galactic Mlieu, and a favorite
obj ect of Fury's scrutiny.

Toni ght the nonster's mission was nore urgent than usual

Fury proceeded to insinuate itself into the faculty offices. Its virtual presence was
i nperceptible to the senses of normal people, to the netafaculties of operant humans and exotic
bei ngs, and to the sensors of nechanical security systens and janitorial robotics.

In the single lighted suite it found Denis Renillard, Dartmouth's nonagenarian Emeritus
Prof essor of Metapsychol ogy and living | egend, sound asleep at his desk with his bl ond head
cradled on his arms and his perennially youthful face touched by a gentle smile. He had dozed off
whil e scribbling annotations on a durofilmprintout of a chapter for his latest book, Crim na
Insanity in the Qperant M nd. The project had occupied nost of the great man's tinme during the
past five years, for reasons that Fury knew only too well.

The MESSAGE WAITING telltale on the desktop communi cator was blinki ng unheeded—perhaps with a
plea fromthe professor's wife, Lucille Carrier, that he come hone and go to bed. (Fornidable
personality that she was, Lucille would never have dared to disturb her husband's work with a
tel epathic sumons.) Denis's dreanms, Fury noted, were innocuous, even banal, involving the
cultivation of bizarre strains of orchids in his hone greenhouse.

The egregious twt!

On anot her night, Fury might have invaded those dreanms to give Denis a personal taste of the
horrors madness ni ght evoke in the netapsychic personality ... but not tonight. There was nore
urgent business to attend to.

After scrutinizing the newy witten book chapter and sneering at the worst of its
m sperceptions, Fury used the professor's conmputer termnal to access a highly confidential file
of gal axy-w de cerebroenergetic research projects. Having no physical voice, the nonster activated
the i nput m crophone by nmeans of psychokinesis. It had learned this trick, and certain others, by
observing Jack the Bodiless. In an encrypted del ete-protected vol unme tagged RESTRI CTED ACCESS: BY
ORDER OF HUMAN MAG STRATUM was an updated précis of the research being done at Edi nburgh by Robert
and Viola Strachan and Rowan G ant.

Fury studied this data with mounting di smay. Dam theml They were nmoving in the very
direction it had feared. The nonster cursed the circunstances that had prevented it from checking
out the update sooner. If the Scottish workers nmanaged to publish their findings, there was a good
chance that Marc's dicey E15 cerebroenergetic project would be shut down in the ensuing uproar
over operator safety.

That woul d have to be prevented.

Erasi ng the dangerous data files and replacing themw th i nnocuous material woul d be easy.
Ensuring that the three Scots did not discover the fiddle and raise a flanmng row was nore
difficult—but Fury already had a notion how the problem m ght be resol ved.

First, however, a brief check on the E15' s progress.

Elimnating all trace of its illicit access to Denis Renillard' s conputer, Fury gave the
professor a final glance of contenpt and then abolished its presence in the administration
building. It reappeared an instant |later on the second floor of the CE |ab. There, inside a
chamber crowded wi th workbenches and racks of apparatus, two scientists were totally absorbed in
their work.

The el der was a very tall, powerfully built man twenty-four years of age. H s name was Marc
Rem | ard and he was the grandson of the enminent Denis. In addition to holding the Mrie-Mudel ei ne
Fabré Chair of Cerebroenergetic Research at Dartnouth Col | ege, he was conditionally acknow edged
to have the nost powerful farsensory, netacoercive, and netacreative faculties in the Human
Polity. He had just been nom nated a Grand Master and Magnate of the Galactic Concilium H's
acceptance, as well as the affirmation of his mental status, was still pending.

Fury had yet to decide whether Marc was a true antagonist or a potential ally inits grand
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schene.

The enigma sat now at the console of a | ate-nodel Xiang anal ytical m cronanipul ator, intent
upon the hol ographi c display. The command headset of the nmachine was nearly buried in his untidy
black curly hair, and its two short, hornlike antennae projected vertically above his tenples,
gi ving hi man uncanny resenblance to a young Mephi stophel es. H's eyes were the | um nous gray of
brushed steel, set deeply in shadowed orbits, and his brows had a w ngli ke shape, being narrowest
just above the distinctive aquiline nose that characterized so nany nenbers of the Renillard
famly. Marc wore a faded green twill shirt over a white cotton turtleneck, a pair of tattered
Levi's, and nuddy Gokey chukka boots. Caught at the edge of one pocket flap by its barbl ess hook
was a tiny artificial fly that Fury recognized as a Nunber 18 Bl ack Gnat.

Marc's unofficial colleague, also dressed in grubby outdoor clothing and perched on a high
stool, was a ten-year-old boy. Fromtime to tinme he attenpted to explain to his el der brother what
he was doing wong, only to be sedulously ignored. Jon Renmllard was a child prodigy, a
prochroni stic mutant whose intellect was arguably the nost powerful of any entity in the Galactic
M| ieu—al ways excepting nenbers of the ineffable Lylnik race. Marc and the other menbers of the
Remillard famly vacill ated between regarding the boy as a potential saint or a world-class pain
in the ass. To Fury the wretched child was the Great Eneny who woul d have to be destroyed
eventual ly, no matter what the cost.

Two rod cases and a pair of battered Orvis tackle bags lay on the floor beside the
m cromani pul ator. The two brothers had evidently come to the lab directly froma session of
evening flyfishing, and had felt inpelled to burn the nidnight oil.

The object of their attention, invisible within the nmachine, where it was bei ng worked upon
by nmeans of microscopic tools controlled by telepathic transmi ssions from Marc's conmmand headset,
was a tiny synorganic intraventricular enhancer. The SIE, less than a mllineter in |l ength, was
both a conmputer and an endocrine-function stimulator. It was designed to be inserted, together
with simlar units of slightly different design, into the holl ow spaces within the human brain.
External |y energi zed SIEs were capable of triggering neurochenical production and causing ot her
prof ound changes in brain activity, greatly augnenting that organ's own processing abilities. The
ef fect was described by | ay people as "m nd-boosting," and by netapsychic professionals as
cer ebroenergeti c enhancenent.

Fasci nated, Fury hovered behind the oddly matched pair and watched the split hol odisplay
above the console. In the left-hand section was the 200x image of the SIE itself, looking Iike a
gnarled and | eafl ess bush with a nyriad of finely |ooped branch-lets. It was hung about wth
several dozen nmulticolored objects called electrochemcal initiators that bore a resenbl ance to
quai nt Christmas ornanents. A single ECl was targeted with a red circle. The further magnified
i mage of this particular device, opened |like a Fabergé egg of outlandish design, filled the right-
hand side of the display. Tiny testing probes and quasi-living niniature tools guided by Marc's
t houghts had | atched onto the innards of this mnute object. G aphical and nunerical analyses of
its output flickered continually beside the inmage as Marc attenpted to fine-tune the program of a
new y nodified galliumlanthani de operating nodul e that controlled the ECI's conpl ex
neurostinmul ati on effects.

"That revision of the gloms not going to nmesh with your changes in ny SIECOM program" said
the ten-year-old, after his brother had conpleted a certain pai nstaki ng adj ustnent.

"Look what's happening to the sinulated NVDA functions. They really suck."

"Fernme ta foutue gueule, ti-norveux," Marc said pleasantly. "Je men branle de ton opinion."

Distracted for a nonent by the fascinating new French obscenity, the boy's face lit up. "You
do what to ny opinion? Shake? ... No, it neans sonething really filthy! Tell nme, Marco! O just
open your nmind so | can translate."

Marc's |l augh was w cked. "Not a chance, pest." Another level of his mnd continued feeding
program changes into the ECI

"Please! It's the very latest fad anong Dartnouth undergraduates, cussing in one's ancestra
tongue. It's very inmportant that | be au courant in Franco slang. It enhances ny prestige and
hel ps conpensate for the fact that |I'mso nuch younger than the other freshnen."

"Ask Uncle Rogi. | learned nmy stuff fromhim'

"But he won't teach nme the really interesting old vulgarisns. He says |'ll have to wait unti
I"'ma teenager. And | can't sneak into himto root out the phrases on my own. Hs mnd is
curiously inpenetrable to redactive infiltration, in spite of the fact that he's such a weak neta
otherwi se. O course |I'd never coerce him*+

"Quiet! I've nearly got this damed thing ready."

"I't's not going to work right You deviated too far fromny original infusion paraneters.
That's what |'ve been trying to tell you."
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"Progranmming the ECls my way will give us nore efficient feed back to the third-ventricle
S| ECOVEX when all twenty-six of these little humrers are cooking. Ah ... there we are. Finished at
| ast. "

"But, Marco—

Ignoring the child' s flood of revisionary expostulation, Marc's nind said to the machi ne:
Integrate and consolidate all nodifications. Qpen test path to SIECOVEX. Energi ze. Ready for Mde
One ECI operational sinulation. And now GO you bastard!

The boy shook his head gloonily as the anal yzer began its nodel cerebroenergetic operation.
"You' Il get better feedback, all right, but you'll also mess up the brain's linmbic functions—
destabilize the nodel CE operator's nental equilibriumas his creativity is enhanced. Look where
the NVDA factor's going! You know that this config of the E15 is already margi nal for operator
safety. Your cobble is going to push it right smack over the edge."

"Gve it a chance, danmit! It's only started to run."

But after only three mnutes of sinulation had passed, the projection showed that any CE
oper at or whose analog brain held the nodified SIE woul d suffer acute schi zophreni a—and very likely
have epileptic seizures as well

Fury bespoke an inperceptible curse.

Marc groaned and said, "Welcome to Shit City."

The little boy said, "I told you so. The simulation's going into grand mal and it's crazy as
a bedbug. "

Marc halted the test, took off the command headset, and nmassaged his aching tenples. "It
| ooks like you were right after all, shrinp. I was trying for too much, too fast in this
configuration ... | should have stuck to the original concept you dreaned up on the river this

evening instead of trying to enmbroider it. Now we're well and truly fucked. Nearly five hours of
wor k wasted.'

"Just backtrack," the child urged. "Kill the divagination starting from CAH Path 83.4. W'|
still be able to crank up creativity by a factor of nore than thirty if we reprogramthe gl om and
fix the ECl infusors ny way."

Marc gl anced at his wist-chronograph and flinched. "My God, | ook at the tinme. Al nost half
past two, and you've got three sem nars tonorrow Grandnere Lucille's going to kill nme if she ever
finds out | kept you up so late. We'll have to pack it in, kiddo, and get you back to the
dormitory. You can do your own m nd-w pe of the proctors."

The boy's face crunpled in disappointnent. "I really want to see if this will work, and you
know | always get nore sleep than | really need. Let ne take the conset! | can do the fix lots
faster than you can. Pl ease!"

"Ch, no you don't. You know you're not supposed to use this equipnent. Oficially, you're
only an observer in this lab, even if Tom Spotted OM did give you free run of the place."

"Uncle Tom Il never know. And it's not as if we were really doing anything wong. It's only a
techni cal infringement of college regulations. Not even as bad as ny staying out after hours."

As Marc hesitated, Fury dammed the young scientist's puritanical rectitude, together with the
stubborn pride that did not want to concede that his little brother had been right after all. The
nmonster was as keenly interested in seeing whether this experinment succeeded as the abomi nabl e
child was. Its own | ong-range plans required that powerful new cerebroenergetic equi pnment be
avai l able to its Hydra conponent; and if these two had actually achi eved a major breakthrough with
the E15, then it would be inperative to squelch the Scottish spoilers i mediately.

M ght netacoercion work on Marc? His brain was deeply fatigued after hours of unrelenting
concentration and possibly vul nerabl e—gi ven that the violation of his principles was so ni nor.

Al t hough the Great Eneny had never been allowed to use the m cromani pul ator, he knew every nuance
of its conplex operation even better than Marc did. There was no danger that the child night
damage t he equi prent or harm hinsel f.

Fury said: <G ve Jack the machine's conset. >

Marc blinked, then uttered a weary expletive and handed over the command headset to the
little boy. He started to rise fromhis seat in front of the console.

Wth a crow of glee, Jack hopped fromhis stool. "Just stay there, Marco. You don't have to
get up. I'mgoing to de-bod so | can give the job nmy full concentration!"

Marc sat immobile, his face expressionless and his mind tightly shuttered, as Jon
Remi | | ard—Jack the Bodil ess—began blithely to disincarnate before his eyes.

Jack had been born with the body of a normal infant, but before he reached three years of age
his mutant genes acconplished a netanorphosis that was both ghastly and wonderful. Leaping
mllions of years of evolution, he becane what other nenbers of the human race woul d eventual ly
becone in the far distant future: a being Marc had dubbed Mental Man. Neither Marc nor any other
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person knew how the little boy felt about his unique condition; he had always cheerfully deflected
any inquiries into his fundamental nind-set or nental health, and he was inmune to mechanical or
met apsychi c probing. Only a handful of people outside the Remillard famly knew of Jack's awesone
condition, for while his intellect was prodigious, enotionally and socially he was still a child,
with a child s enotional vulnerability.

Jack had instinctively clothed hinself in the guise of normal humanity fromthe time that his
mut ati on stabilized. The di sguise served to spare the sensitivities of others as much as to keep
hi m from bei ng shunned as an i nhuman freak. He maintai ned a simulacrum of human shape nearly al
of the tinme, even when he slept. But sonetinmes—Apst notably with his ol der brother Marc and with
his eccentric great-granduncle Rogi-—the boy let hinself assune his true form

Jack's disincarnation was a phenonenon that Marc had witnessed many tines before, but he had
never managed to get used to it.

Fury found it suprenely disgusting—especially when conmpared to its own ingenious reification
pr ocedure.

"You keep those dam vol atile sul fur conpounds under control this tinme," Marc warned the
child. "I'"'min no nbod for a pong-up. And for God's sake, no puddles on the floor or gooey bl obs
floating around in the air. Keep your shit together so you can take out what you cane in w th when
we | eave here."

“I'"ll be neat, | promse."

Jack' s cl othing, unfastened by psychokinesis, fell away. Then his realistic shell of
pseudof| esh—the warm skin, the black wavy hair, the eyes, teeth, fingernails, and all that his
unrival ed nmetacreativity had concocted fromair, atnospheric water vapor, dust, and other odds and
ends—becane tenuous and ectoplasnmc. H's body streaned and dripped away |ike thick fog, the
i nternal quasi-organs needed for certain imtative human activities dissolved, and his face nelted
into smoky wisps, with the excited grin and the bright blue eyes lingering |ongest.

In noments, the discarded solid and liquid portion of Jack's corporeal envel ope re-forned
into a gently quivering pinkish spheroid of organic soup about the size of a large grapefruit. It
rested on the laboratory floor, right between a pair of small enpty sneakers wi th muddy socks
still in them Wat renmi ned of the boy, suspended in nmidair and | ooki ng nysteriously el egant
rather than repul sive, was a glistening, silver-gray naked brain that housed a m nd preeninently
operant in all of the netafaculties. In this formJack processed input only through his
ul trasenses, comuni cated via tel epathy, and acted by neans of psychokinesis and the netacreative
function. His life-processes were sel f-sustained redactively by direct interaction with the
at nrosphere and photons of light. Jack the Bodiless was invulnerable to nost injury, inmune to
di sease, and could, at any tine, refashion for hinself a new human formor any other materi al
housi ng that struck his fancy.

Fury could neither inflict physical danmage upon Jack nor penetrate his perfect nmental screen
with a coercive-redactive ream Nevertheless, if this experinment succeeded, the first step in the
ultimte destruction of the Great Eneny woul d have been taken

The m cromani pul at or conset that had been hovering above the floating brain settled into
pl ace. Since the device had a non-invasive brainboard interface and coul d respond to thought
input, it was as easy for Jack to use as it was for an enbodi ed person

Nervous tel epathic giggles bubbled in the aether. Jack said: First the wi pe & then
TheBi gTweak! ! !

He began the nodification and the hol ographic i magery of the inproperly nodified ECl seened
to go wild. Displays indicating the progress of the work turned into a featureless blur as tools
darted in and out of nowhere at |ightning speed, plucking at the el ectrochemical unit, tearing it
down and building it up again. M croscopic organelle supply-slaves zipped hither and yon in the
fluid of the nodel brain ventricle |like denented bacteria, carrying tiny bits and pieces for
insertion or disposal. Wien the ECl nodification was finished, a gl omcomand fleck conpletely
reprogranmmed by Jack through nol ecul ar-beam epitaxy was married to the SIE s central processor

Mar ¢ wat ched incredul ously as the operations that had taken himhours to acconplish were done
in less than twenty mnutes by his nutant brother. His admration was frankly tinged by the envy
that had | ately begun to underm ne the conpassion he felt for young Jack's grotesque physica
condition. Was Mental Man really to be pitied—er was he, the enbodi ed one, the true unfortunate?
What would it be like to be free of nearly all of the body's needs and linitations? To be able to
channel all vital energies toward cerebration? Jack did require a linmted anount of sleep, but
nost of his other physical functions were automatic. When he wore a body, he ate and drank only to
be soci able. He never experienced physical pain because he had not bothered to fashion the
receptors within his pseudoflesh. H's nmnd s function was hardly ever skewed or limted by the
bi ochemni cal deterioration that occurred in an ordinary person's body during the course of a day's
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work. He would never be driven to irrational actions by turbul ent sex hornmones—

Jack said: There that's done let's run a full Mde2 sinulation shall we?

"Yes," said Marc aloud. "Go ahead with a regular helnmet test."” Watthehell we mght as well
know whet her we've got a hot new CErig here or just another bl oodybonkerbucket.

In actual operation, a conplete set of the newy redesigned SIEs would be incorporated into a
CE hel met having an external energy source. Wen a person donned the hel met and gave the proper
tel epathic command, his skull and cerebral tissue would be penetrated by a series of hair-thin
el ectrodes ni cknamed the "crown of thorns,” the tips of which would cone to rest within the
cerebral and diencephalic ventricles, three fluid-filled hollow places in the operator's brain
The drilling procedure was only mnimally unconfortable as the scalp was pierced, since the brain
itself was insensitive to pain. At another comand, 26 SIEs with their two supervisory SlIECOM
units would energe fromthe el ectrode-tips and bloomwithin the right and left lateral ventricles.
A single nmaster SIECOVEX unit would unfold within the third ventricle, above the brainstem Wen
the CE equi pnent energi zed, the operator's mental potential would, in theory, be greatly
mul tiplied. Unfortunately, certain other brain activities mght also be augnented by inproperly
tuned inplants, leading to side effects that ranged frommldly annoying to fatal. The risk to the
CE operator increased in direct proportion to the anount of nental enhancenment generated by the
equi pment, especially in nmetacreativity designs.

When Jack the Bodil ess began his test, the imge of the newy nodified SIE tree with its
baroque ornaments seened to glow within its bath of artificial cerebrospinal fluid. Responding to
Jack's initiation conmand, the single unit triggered a conplex flood of m nd-boosting
neurosecretions to a nodel operator-brain roughly equal in nental assay to that of a
grandmast ercl ass operant. For a few seconds, the executive processor |let the new cerebroenergetic
enhancenent "cook," activating certain portions of the cerebral cortex that were ordinarily
unused. Then the SI ECOVEX phased in the equivalent of 25 additional SIE units al so having the
nmodi fication. At this point Jack comranded the fully equi pped brain simulation to evaluate itself
in the netacreativity nmode, and the nmost critical part of the test began

Marc said: Neuronetrics | ooking good nondi ngofrel ot damgood.

Jack said: Linbics okay this tine both hem spheres syncing on creative paraneters feedback
beautiful I'mgoing to ask for the overall evaluati on now Marco | et usPRAY!!

The hol odi spl ay changed abruptly to a flickering nass of graphical analysis that al nost
defied Marc's ability to keep up with it. In less than six mnutes, the analyzer simulated an hour
of CE equi prent use by a netapsychic operant of high nmental status. Wile there was increasing
m nor dysfunction in certain areas, the psychoresultant showed an upgrade in creative netafaculty
out put sonewhat greater than Jack had originally anticipated.

I T WORKS! shrieked the enraptured boy-m nd

"Yes," Marc said. "It certainly does. In theory." He watched the continuing simulation for
sonme tine with a slight, one-sided snmile. Then he reached out and shut down the machine. "The new
design is practicable and all | have to do is build it and tune it and test it on a neat-brain.”

How | ong do you think that'll take?

Marc shrugged. "Seven nont hs—+mybe less. I'll be the guinea pig, of course.”

ME TOO pl easeMar coPLEASE—
"Don't be silly. You can help with the helnmet design work in your spare tine, but that's all
Testing this newrig will be dangerous and expensive, and there are also tricky politica

considerations that'll need juggling. The college adnministrators are getting nore and nore antsy
about the project.”

But —

"Don't argue! You're only a kid, Jack. A brilliant and talented and bizarro kid—but in the

eyes of the |law and of Dartmouth Coll ege you have no busi ness nessing around w th hazardous
equi prent. Now put yourself back together again and let's get the hell out of here."

Fury paid no attention as Jack the Bodil ess reassuned his former aspect of a ten-year-old
child. Jubilant at what it had just wi tnessed, the nonster had al ready abolished its presence in
the | aboratory and was soaring eastward over the Atlantic Ccean toward the British Isles,

i ndul ging in delicious specul ation

Until now, the practical applications of cerebroenergetics had been relatively prosaic, and
not particularly useful to Fury. For over half a century, sinple CE devices had been used for
recreational ronps in various virtual-reality environnents; but the potentially addictive
anusenents were now hedged about with I egal restrictions and forbidden to children altogether,
whi | e CE equi pnent incorporating nore el aborate technology was widely utilized, even by nornals,
for specialized education and for operating sophisticated nachinery.
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CE augnentation of the metapsychic functions was still in its infancy, however. It was a
uni quel y human endeavor that the five other races of the MIlieu viewed with both awe and
m sgi ving. Exotic critics judged the new technology to be just one nore way for upstart humanity
to endanger the stability of the Galactic M nd.

Redactive CE was sonetines used by operants perform ng delicate psychosurgery or
retroevol uti onary genetic engi neering. Psychokinetic boosting had been applied to nacronol ecul ar
synt hesi s and conpl ex nanot echnol ogy such as the building of elaborate electronic, photonic, or
bionic flecks. Lately, even nore powerful "barber-chair" CE requiring life support as well as
brain inplantati on had been used to boost the nmental capacity of PK operants working on subatomc
projects. Simlar equipnment, potentially very hazardous to the operator, had been used by
farsensory adepts probing the gray |linbo of hyperspace in search of experinental evidence for the
three hypothetical "matrix fields" that were believed to formthe ultimate basis of reality.

Si gni ficant augnenting of the creative metafunction, the higher nmindpower that mi ght
theoretically have the greatest inpact upon the physical universe, was thought by many Mlieu
authorities to be of dubious potential, not only because of the inherently grave risk to the nmind
utilizing the technol ogy, but also on account of the danger of mnisapplication

The latter, of course, was what nost intrigued Fury.

Marc Remillard had no doubts whatsoever about the practicability of creativity enhancenent.
He had experinmented with different types of brain-boosting for years, and he persisted with his
research into the far frontiers of creativity nagnification when nore conservative workers in the
CE field held back. Hi s work was given acadenm c respectability under the aegis of Dartnouth
Col | ege, and the papers he published were acknow edged to be brilliant. But certain powerful
faculty menbers of the Departnment of Metapsychol ogy had objected strenuously to the E15 project on
ethical grounds, also intimating that young Professor Marc Renillard was arrogant, high-handed,
contenptuous of his nore prudent colleagues, and insufficiently sensitive to the netapsychic
Pandora's box his work m ght open.

Mar c pooh- poohed the timdity of his critics while loftily ignoring slights to his character.
Greatly enhanced creativity was not for every mnd, that went w thout saying. In his opinion, only
the nost powerful grandnasterclass operants of proven nmental stability were suitabl e candidates.
As for the ethical questions, he maintained that they could be confronted and dealt with once the
E15 equi prent was operable, at the tinme that individual CE creativity projects were proposed. It
was the msuse of the technol ogy, not the technology itself, that m ght be adjudged i moral
Appl i cation guidelines should be and woul d be devel oped for creativity augnmentation, just as they
had been devel oped for nucl ear energy and even for netafunction itself, which had posed simlar
et hi cal problens.

When Jack the Bodil ess becane secretly involved in the experinents of his elder brother, he
confessed that he was seriously concerned about the noral dilemm; but he was only a child, after
all, with linmted experience in matters of good and evil in spite of his towering intellect.
Marc's argunents in favor of the E15 research had been very persuasive.

It had taken the two strangely conpatible colleagues a little over a year to proceed from
bar e- bones theory to this nmonunental breakthrough. Beyond a doubt they would now continue to work
toget her unofficially, attaining even greater success in tines to cone.

Fury was quite proud of the brothers, even though they were flawed and unl ovabl e. Al
unawares they had furthered the nonster's grand schene.

If only Fury could have used the new CE technology itself! But that was a fundanenta
inpossibility, since the entity presently | acked a genui ne physical presence, being even | ess
substantial than the Lylm k. It was Fury's Hydra conponent, tucked away in a safe corner of Earth
for a number of years while slowy maturing, that would be the proper beneficiary of creativity
enhancenent .

Wearing this new E15 hel net, even nonoperants night find their natural creative gifts
produci ng novel inventions, worthy artwork, or spectacul ar stratagens for altruismor villainy—
provi ded that the brain of the operator was strong enough to withstand the device's potential. A
met apsychi ¢ possessing strong natural creativity, as the Hydra-units did, would be able to
acconpl i sh deeds that normal humans woul d deem godl i ke: conpl ex material synthesis; geophysica
al teration; massive ionic accunul ation, discharge, and control. Transforming nmatter into directed
energy would be child's play to such an operator, who woul d conmand t he equi val ent of a gi gawatt
ment al | aser.

The Hydra woul d eventually have to increase and multiply in order to take full advantage of
t he breakt hrough, but that was al so part of Fury's great plan. After suitable training, the CE-
equi pped creature, acting in netaconcert with Fury, need utilize no other weapons save its
augrmented nultiplex brain in order to destroy the present galactic confederation and establish a
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Second Mlieu ..

Provi ded that this new E15 technol ogy was not suppressed by neddling regulatory officials, to
di e abor ni ng.

The Scottish threat to Marc's project, the nearly conpleted adverse statistical report on
| ong-term CE operator safety that would very likely bring all hunman creativity-boosting research
to an abrupt halt, nust now be neutralized w thout del ay.

Ooliterating the data was not the answer. The Edi nburgh team would sinply reconstruct it.
There was only one way to make certain that Marc's project was not endangered: all three of the
Scottish researchers would have to die. And Hydra, Fury's creature and its only safe link to the
matt er/ energy-space/time lattices, was the only one who could do the job.

Taki ng out three nasterclass nmetapsychics without a trace was well within the Hydra's

conmpetence; but it would still be a tricky operation, especially if it was done in the environs of
the University of Edinburgh, that teening hive of |leery and powerful Celtic operants. A msstep
(the Hydra-units were still very young and overconfident, and some sort of cock-up was all too

likely) and the creature itself might be inperiled.

That would be totally unacceptable. Fury was severely limted in the physical sphere wi thout
Hydra, and its work was further conplicated by periods of enforced dormancy. As a matter of fact,
the present wi ndow of activity was about to close, and soon Fury would have to w thdraw, but there
was tine yet to see Hydra on the track of its prey.

Cl ever, precious Hydra! The units were twenty-two years of age now, and while they had not
stinted in supplying thenselves with their primary source of nmental nourishment, the killings had
been done at decent intervals with adm rable ingenuity. No suspicion had ever fallen upon the four
di sgui sed entities. The Hydra now was wel |l educated, polished to a reasonably sophisticated
luster, and very nearly ready to operate in the arena of the Galactic Mlieu

This particular executive action would be good training for sinilar exercises in the future
The three Scottish researchers would have to be lured out of their sanctuary at the university,
then elimnated without a trace. Once they were gone and their data destroyed, Marc would face no
significant opposition to his project. No other CE safety-study groups on Earth or on human
col oni al planets posed any i mm nent danger

The nonster hovered above the British Isles for sonme tinme, studying various aspects of the
situation together with the dramati s personae involved. Then at last it called.

<Hydra! Dear little one, listen! | have wonderful news for you.> Fury? ..
FuryFurydearest Fury is it YOU after allthistinme?
<Yes ny little love it is |.>

But what happened not single word fromyou not a farsqueak for nore than 3years!

<My silence was necessary. And you were busy enough with your education.>

But Godal mi ghty 3years 3friggingyears | thought you'd forgotten ME/us thought your
grandschene was rui ned thought the Great-Eneny mght have won t hought Uncl eFred/you might really
have di ed—

<Be silent. | shall never die and | shall never stop loving you and caring for you as |long as
you follow ny commands faithfully. This long exile of yours and even ny silence was necessary but
now it is about to cone to an end. My grand schene for a Second MIieu has received a great thrust
forward. >

I Tel | M us!

<l shall. And even better—soon you will have a great feast. A feast of nasterclass operant
lifeforce! Open your MND/ minds in welconme for | amhere and ready to |lead you to the consunmate
joy.>

3

I NNER HEBRI DES, SCOTLAND, EARTH
25-26 MAY 2062

During the brief rhocraft flight from Edi nburgh to the west coast of Scotland, the five-year-old
child who called herself Dee studied the durofilmsea chart that G an Masha had gi ven her. They
were going to travel to their holiday destination in a very special way—ot in an ordinary
inertial ess egg-bus but on an ol d-fashioned ferryboat nearly a hundred years ol d.

Fromthe air, the boat |ooked |ike a strange toy, its contours dimed by mist; but then the
egg | anded at the dockside pad and Dee and the others di senbarked and were able to see the ancient
vessel closely. It was huge, loonming there in the drizzle, as unlike the snall pleasure boats of
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Granton Harbour near Dee's hone as Edi nburgh Castle is unlike a regular townhouse. The ferry had a
scarl et funnel and a bl ack-and-white hull and an earsplitting whistle that echoed from shore to
shore in the rainswept narrow sea-loch. It seenmed to urge those on shore to get aboard quickly or
be | eft behind.

Mumm e t ook one of Dee's hands and Aunt Rowan took the other. Loudspeakers on the ferry
broadcast an eerie bagpi pe nel ody as they went up the gangpl ank. Tall, inposing Gan Masha in her
smart green tweed wal king suit |led the way, towing Dee's brother Ken, and Uncl e Robbie brought up
the rear carrying their bags.

"This is weird," Ken said, as they all arrived on the wet and w ndy deck. Pennants were
fl appi ng, passengers in raingear were |laughing and taking pictures, and a ship's officer was
directing people to nove along. "Maybe," the boy added, "we'll have a good tinme on this holiday
after all."

"An inquiring mnd," said Mumme tartly, "will find things to enjoy no matter what place it
finds itself in."

"It's going to be fun," Gran Masha decl ared. She gave Ken's hand an encouragi ng squeeze and
smled at Dee, who cringed as the ferryboat whistle gave another deafening hoot. Then the
gangpl ank rose, the nmooring lines were cast off, and they were on their way.

Groundcars bound for the Western Isles had been driven up a ranp into the hold and abandoned
there; but the humans and the handful of exotic tourists making the voyage rode in the upper part
of the ferryboat, where there were places to eat, and places to sit and | ook out of the w ndows at
the gray sea, and a ganme room and a souvenir store, and even tiny cabins to sleep in if you were
traveling to one of the Quter Hebrides that were depicted on Dee's chart, all connected to each
other and to the Inner Hebrides and to the nmainland of Scotland by a web of red lines that
signified the Vee-routes of the egg transports. Only a handful of the Western Isles were served by
the picturesque old ferries, whose routes were shown by bl ack dots.

One of those islands was |slay.

By the tinme Dee and Ken finished exploring the vessel with Uncle Robbie and rejoined the
three wonen, who had settled down with coffee in the spacious forward sal oon, the ferryboat had
come to the end of the protected waters of Wst Loch Tarbert and entered the rough open sea. The
deck began to tilt in an alarnm ng fashion, huge waves rolled past |ike gray nountains on the
march, and the Scottish m st changed to heavy rain that splattered the sal oon wi ndows as though a
gi ant hose had been turned on

Ken thought that was exciting. "Maybe this big old tub will sink, and we'll get to ride in
the |lifeboats!"

"The ferry will not sink," Mumme said firmy. "Don't be ridicul ous, Kenneth."

Dee was terrified that her ol der brother m ght be right. Gipping the armof a seat to keep
fromlosing her bal ance, she felt her stomach give an om nous | eap. She took a deep breath and
conmanded it to stop that. No one must suspect how frightened she was!

Ken asked how long the trip would take. "Only two hours,"” said Robert Strachan. "It's about
fifty kloms fromthe term nal at Kennacraig to Port Askaig on the eastern shore of Islay where
we'll be | anding."

"I hope the rain lets up soon,"” Rowan Grant murnured. Like her husband, she wore a rain-
resistant grintlaskin sportsuit. Hers was wine-colored and his was royal blue with white stripes
up the arnms and legs. Petite Viola Strachan was nore el egantly dressed in gray wool en sl acks, a
bl ack silk bl ouse, and a repel vel Burberry.

"The forecast pronmises fair skies by this afternoon,” said Masha.

"I still wish we'd gone to the Elizabethan | nmersive Pageant," Ken said. But his nother cut
himoff, handing hima credit card.

"That's quite enough, Kenneth. You and Dody nmay go and get something to eat if you wish. O
find someplace to sit and read the guide-plaques you brought W grownups have sone academ c
matters to discuss in private."

"Ch, boy! Food! Comne on, Dee!"

Ken went lurching off happily, but Dee felt nuch too queasy to eat. Her stonmach was not
obeyi ng her order to behave itself and she was beconing dizzy as well. Fortunately, Mumie and the
others never noticed her distress. She was very glad of that It would be inconsiderate to bother
t hem when they wanted to tal k about really inportant things. Wile her brother headed for the
ferry snack bar, she crept away to the other side of the passenger sal oon and huddl ed alone in a
| eather seat. She had with her a small plague with two book flecks installed, one a descriptive
gui de of the island and the other entitled Birds in Islay, with an el ectronic notebook for
entering species observed. She |oved birds, especially the bold merlins and kestrels and
peregrines that were comon in the countryside around Edi nburgh. Gran Masha had said that they
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nm ght catch sight of a sea eagle on Islay, and there would surely be nany other interesting birds
to |l ook at—+azorbills, puffins, and fierce skuas.

A few gulls acconpani ed the ferryboat now, dodging easily anong the enornous ocean swells,
but Dee felt too ill to ook in her book and identify them She had never seen such nonstrous
waves, |ike heaving crags streaked with foam At first she waited, stiff with dread, for one of
themto crash down on the boat and kill themall, praying to her guardian angel to take her to
heaven when she died. But none of the big waves ever broke over the rail. The ferry rolled and
wal | oned and creaked, but it kept pounding sturdily onward, miracul ously imune from being
swanped, while the jaunty birds soared al ongside and Dee felt nore and nore dazed and m serabl e.

"Il die, she thought. O even worse—'Il spit up ny breakfast and everyone will call nme a
baby! Onh, angel, help ne.

She clung to the chair-arns with white-knuckl ed hands. There was a sour taste in her throat
and t he gi ddi ness was getting worse.

I won't throw up! I won't! | won't

Ken was suddenly there, holding a glass of ginger beer. "G an Masha says this'll help calm
your stomach." He held out the drink

"My—y stonach is fine," she nmunbled nulishly. Only troubl esonme chil dren conpl ai ned.

"Cone on. Take it. You nust be broadcasting sublininal barf-vibes. Those three G sitting
over there canme twittering to Munmi e and said that her poor darling little girl was getting ready
to toss her cookies. Gran called me on ny wist-comand told ne to bring you this."

On the far side of the sal oon, near where Mummi e and the others sat, engrossed in tel epathic
conversation, the trio of friendly | ongnecked nonhumans waved their silly feathered arns at Dee
and whooped and si nper ed.

Chagrin at being betrayed darkened the girl's eyes. "It's none of their business how | feel
The hat ef ul snoopy-m nded things."
"G are supersensitive to enntions. You' re probably making themfeel |ike woofing their

custard, too. Come on, drink this.”

Ken was two years ol der than Dee. The lank hair falling over his brow was the col or of
oatmeal porridge, and his brown eyes seened too |large for his waxen, fine-featured face. He wore
corduroy trousers tucked into Nesna | obben-boots and a thick Fair Isle sweater. He had left his
tan anorak with the grownups.

Dee took tiny sips of the spicy, bubbling ginger beer, but it only seemed to nake the nausea
worse. Any minute now, she was surely going to vonit and disgrace herself. "If only the boat woul d
stop tipping fromside to side,"” she nbaned. "Then I'd be all right."

"You think this is bad?" Ken gestured at the ranpaging sea. "You'd feel a mllion tines worse
if you were on a starship popping in and out of hyperspace. You probably don't remenber, but Mim
says you squalled Iike a piglet during every linbo-leap on the trip from Caledonia to Earth."

"I was only a little baby then. And | bet you cried twi ce as nuch, you rotten old dunb

doof us!"

Ken shrugged and flashed a gap-toothed grin. "Look," he said kindly. "I read about notion
sickness. It's all in your head. Your inner ear is sending wongo signals to your brainstenis
upchuck switch because it thinks you're off-balance and not in control of your environnment. Wat
you gotta do is show the brain that you are still in control. Take a good gargle of your beer and
redact the pukes away."

"I can't," she sobbed miserably. "I already tried. You know ny mi ndpowers are no good."

Ken bent closer. "That's not true. W've both got really strong powers even if we're |atent,
and sonetinmes they can be used if we really need them Especially redacting—the healing power. Try
hard. | did once and it worked for me."

Dee stared at himthrough bl eared, skeptical eyes.

"When | was really small," he continued, "I used to wheeze and pant all the tinme. It was a
thing called asthnma. Sonetinmes | could hardly breathe. Do you renenber?"

Dee shook her head listlessly.

"I didn't think you would. | got it just after we first canme to Earth. | took nedicine and a
Mast er Redactor tried to cure ne, but it didn't help much. The doctor said sonething deep inside
my mind was causing it. The asthma was really bad. | couldn't run or play ball or anything w thout
| osing ny breath. Then one night when | was about your age | woke up all of a sudden feeling |like
I was strangling. | couldn't breathe at all. My eyes were popping out of ny head and | saw al
sorts of spinning crazy lights and | kicked and tried to yell and no sound cane."

"And then what ?"

"I started to die."

Dee felt her chest constrict. She discovered that she was hol ding her own breath, wlly-
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nilly. For a noment, her churning stomach was al nost forgotten. "How did you know?"

Ken was whi spering. "I stopped hurting and choking and | went floating up like a kite.
could still see me down below in ny bed thrashing around and turning blue, but—+ really wasn't
there. | was going away to die. It felt soooo good! ... But then | renenbered that Uncle Robbie

was taking ne to a grownup rugger gane the next day, and | decided | didn't want to die after all
| got mad and | told nyself, Cut that out! You can breathe if you really want to. No nore of this
stupid asthma shit. No nore!"

"\What happened?”

"I saw ny body heave this big sigh and stop flopping about. Then all of a sudden there was a
ki nd of no-noise explosion and | was back in bed. Sucking in air. The asthma was gone. And it
never canme back. Mumand Gran said | cured it with self-redaction.” He poked her mdsection with
one finger. "You can do the same thing, Sis. You really can. Try!"

Dee squeezed her eyes shut, shaking her head wildly. She was afraid to do as Ken asked. The
grownups were always trying to make her use her |atent higher mi ndpowers—trying to push their way
into her mnd, too, so they could force her to be operant. But even though she was a precoci ous
and obedient child who tried very hard not to be troubl esone and inconveni ent, she had al ways
resisted giving in to the adults in this very personal matter. Wat was hidden in her nind
bel onged to her, even if it was scary. The only way she could keep herself safe was to nake sure
that no one else ever got inside and nmessed about with what was there.

She thought of the innernpst part of her head as a dark and secret cellar full of strange
boxes with special |ocks on them the kind that wouldn't open until you spoke a code word to their
tiny internal conputers. Inside the boxes, which were glassy but not quite transparent, were al
the awful m ndpowers that Munmm e and the nmeta therapists had tried in vain to coerce out of her
during the painful therapy sessions. The inprisoned powers shone dimy in different col ors—bl ue,
yell ow, green, violet, rose—and noved about within their boxes |ike ghostly and dangerous sea
creatures trapped in nmurky containers, darting at her in treacherous appeal, squirm ng and
scrabbling against the walls of their traps |ike blobby, glowing starfish or denpni c hands.

The angel kept her safe fromthem This friendly guardian was invisible even to her mnd' s
eye and quite nmute; but Dee was certain that he was the custodi an of the dangerous boxes. They
were hers and there was no getting rid of them but the angel was the one who prevented the things
i nside from escapi ng and harni ng her.

Only once, long before she had found out about guardi an angels, when she was still a toddling
baby terrified by the adult minds trying to batter their way in and control her, had she dared to
open one of those nysterious containers. Soneone (it was a while before she realized who!) had
told her the secret word enabling her to free the cool, m dnight-blue shielding faculty. The power
had seened to flow out and enclose her entire mind and body |ike an inpervious, conpletely
transparent shell, protecting her fromnental attackers.

By now the facul ty—which the frustrated preceptor-therapists told her was called the self-
def ensi ve aspect of metacoercion—was so nuch a part of her that she hardly noticed it. She had
overheard Mumri e and the other adults tal king about her nmental screen once, saying how different
it was fromKen's puny one, nmarveling at how wonderfully strong it was, and how it nust be
guardi ng other netafaculties of hers that were probably even nore amazing ... if they could just
di scover how to pry them out of her.

But she knew her | atent powers were nore than amazing. They were terrible, and they nust
never be allowed to escape. No matter how the therapists and Munmie tried, hurting her for what
they said was "her own good,"” Dee resisted their attenpts to invade her and open the other boxes.
The things inside were hers, not theirs, and so was the angel who guarded them She didn't want to
be an operant |ike Mumm e. Nobody coul d nmake her do what she didn't want to do.

Especially not Minm e.

Ken said softly, "You stupid pillock—she doesn't even have to know. None of 'em have to know

Just do it for yourself. Open the self-redaction box and keep the power ... inside."
Dee al nost screamed out | oud fromshock and terror. Ken had heard her thoughts!
"Well, | could hardly help it, could I, the way you were howing at ne."

She opened her eyes. He sat on the edge of a seat facing her, and his eyes were w de and
bl ack. He knew about the boxes, knew she had deliberately shut the adults out when they tried to
force her into operancy. What else did he know?

She cried: Stop |ooking and listening! | just want you to | eave nme alone! | want everybody to
| eave me al one!

He backed away from her, as shocked as she was by the unexpected tel epathic transm ssions on
his intimate node. "Okay, okay! You |l et your screen crack while you were thinking about those
things. | couldn't help hearing. Then your mind al nbost knocked ny socks off shrieking at ne."
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"Can you read my mnd now?" she whi spered suspiciously. She was back in control

"No. No nmore than you can read mine. We're not True People, Sis. W're deadheads. The
farspeak and the other stuff only works when it feels |like it—aot when we want it to." He got up
and noved away, taking his drink. "But I'mnot |like the others, you know "

She watched himgo. He had told the truth. He was a terrible tease, but unlike the grownups,
he never pushed her to do things that hurt or frightened her. He was just Big Brother Ken—
sonetimes rude, very often snotty and superior. But never a threat.

Cautiously (for she was still buffeted by the whirlpool of notion sickness) she descended
into the nental cellar. She greeted the angel and contenpl ated the boxes.

Yes, Ken was right. If she opened only the snallest rosy-glow ng box, the one that now
t hrobbed so eagerly, the redactive power she set free would behave as the friendly blue mnd-
screen had, remaining safe within her head. No one would ever notice if she redacted only
hersel f —except maybe the grockly old G, and there were never too many of them around to worry
about. Modst Big Birds were too daft and giggly to teach or study at Edi nburgh University, unlike
the Green Leakie Freakies and the We Purpl e Poopers and the horrible Krondak nonsters, who seened
to be all over the place. But those other kinds of exotics couldn't see past her mnd's blue mask
any nore than True People could, so she would be safe nbst of the tine.

Il will be safe, won't |, angel ?

But he did not reply. He never did, even though she was quite convinced of his existence. The
angel was nute. She would have to decide all by herself.

She took a deep breath. She said to the angel

Yes. I'll do it! No nore seasickness, no nore painful |atency therapy, no nore colds, no nore
hurting when | stub nmy toe or fall down and skin ny knees because you forgot to | ook after nme! My
new power will be able to fix all kinds of things like that. And no one but you and | and Ken wl|l
ever know.

How st upid she had been not to think of this before! But when you were five years old, you
couldn't help doing a lot of stupid things, even though the grownups said you were a ment al
prodi gy.

She reached for the inaginary box with the shining red thing inside and touched it with a
trembling, imaginary finger. The secret code word revealed itself to her in an instant. It was not
a word a person said. You have to think it.

She did. And the rosy squirmng thing slipped joyously fromits prison and swelled and grew,
becom ng as beautiful as a gigantic flower with shining petals. The rose enfol ded her, turned to
liquid light, to a calmlake glowing in the sunset that washed away all her sickness. She fl oated
on it, conpletely at peace, and cl osed her eyes. Through closed lids, she was aware of the redness
bri ght eni ng, beconing dazzling white, beconing part of her. She felt no nore fear, no nore
di sconfort, no nore hel pl essness. The new power belonged to her and filled her with its healing
warnth. It was good.

She opened her eyes, lowered her feet to the carpeted deck, and got up. She stood there
easily, letting her body sway and conpensate for the notion of the ferry. Her self-redactive
met af unction | et her take conpl ete comand.

Ears, listen to ne! I'mnot off balance and I'"mnot going to fall. I'"'mjust fine. Do you hear
that, brain? You can stop telling ny stomach it has to throw up. Nothing is wong. I'mgoing to
Islay on holiday, and |I'mnot going to be sick or even afraid anynore.

Do you understand me, brain? | will tell you what to do.

You will not tell me.

Every trace of the seasickness was gone.

Dee | ooked at Ken and nodded solemmly. Smiling, he gave her the thunbs-up sign. On the far
side of the saloon, the three outlandish G were yoo-hooing and fluting inconprehensible things at
her. They probably knew But Mummi e and Gran Masha had bl ank faces, as they always di d whenever
Dee or Ken nade any sort of a scene, while Uncle Robbie and Aunt Rowan and the other human
operants anong the passengers | ooked puzzled. Dee was certain that they had no idea what had
happened. She woul d never tell and she would nmake certain that Ken didn't tell either, or she
woul d hate himas | ong as he |ived!

Dee went to the nearest door leading to the ferry's outer deck, slid it open, and quickly
went out si de.

The rain had stopped. There were six or seven bundl ed-up adults standing at the ship's rail.
Herring gulls and bl ackbacks soared overhead calling, and sunlight was beginning to pierce the
ragged cl ouds. Ahead, two |large islands | ooned above the choppy sea. The one on the right was
stark, rocky, and dramatic, with two glistening conical nountains hunping up fromthe interior
The one on the left was gently rolling and its slopes were a brilliant green. Qddly, there were
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peaceful vibes coming fromthe place with the weird nountains, while the prettier island seenmed to
have a faint aura of nenace
Whi ch one, Dee wondered, activating her plaque-book, was Islay?

Hydra's laying of the groundwork for the fateful trip had been flaw ess.

When Prof essor Masha MacG egor-Gawys returned home to Edi nburgh after six nonths of bodily
rejuvenation, her nmental screen was understandably a bit woolly at first, easily penetrated by the
subtl e coercive-redactive reamthat the Hydra knew how to use so well. The idea for taking a brief
hol i day that canme stealing into her mnd through the tiny aperture was both gratifying and
pl easant, and Masha accepted it as her own without denur.

Hydra wit hdrew fromthe professor's unconscious and patiently orchestrated the next step in
its plan.

A few days | ater, Masha held a snmall tea party in her town-house in the WI Il owbrae district
of Edi nburgh and invited those who were cl osest to her—her daughter-in-law Viola Strachan, Viola's
gifted children Dorothea and Kenneth Macdonal d, Viola's brother Robert Strachan, and Robbie's wife
Rowan G ant.

Al so attending, but unnoticed by the professor and her guests, was the Hydra.

Masha served little crustless sandw ches, honenmade spongecake and sweet whi pped cream and
scones with butter and raspberry jam She and the others sat round a cheery fire eating and
drinking while rain rattled on the new | eaves of the plane trees outside the sitting room w ndow

and on the roof of the Bentley groundcar parked across the square, where the Hydra |urked and
wat ched with its farsight.

It took sone time for the two children to get over their surprise at the remarkabl e change in
their grandnother's appearance. Wen they had | ast seen her half a year ago she was very ol d—fifty-
two! —but now she seened to be younger than Munmie. She no | onger |ooked tired and winkled, and
her tall frame was straight and sl ender instead of slunmping and slightly too |arge for her
clothes. Her hair, in the famliar coronet of braids, now shone |ike polished copper. Only her dry
voi ce and her vivid enerald eyes, glowing with netapsychic power, seened the sane.

Dutifully, Dee and Ken told Gran Masha what they had been doing in school during the nonths
she had floated switch-off in the regen-tank. Ken had won a prize for a story he had witten, and
he produced this and read it aloud to judicious appreciation. Then, pronpted by Viola, Dee
adm tted that she had begun taking | essons on the scrollo keyboard. Wien Viola insisted, she
unrol l ed the instrunent, pecked out "Loch Lonond," and then fled to the bathroom overcone by
shyness as the adults cl apped.

Masha sighed. "I hoped Dorot hea woul d have grown out of that tiresonme habit by now " She
frowned a little as she poured nore tea for her daughter-in-law. "How is her |atency therapy
com ng al ong?"

"Not very well. Dr. Crawford found no progress after the latest round of tests. W'l
continue the preceptive exercises, of course, but Crawford thinks it unlikely that Dody will ever
attain operancy. Her superior intellect certainly understands what the therapists are trying to
do, but apparently she |lacks the strength of will that would enable her to break the bonds of
| atency and finally becone one of us."

"Now, Vi," her brother said. "It's not conmpletely hopel ess.” Robert Strachan was a natty man
of small stature, only slightly taller than Viola. H's dark eyes glittered and his hair was conbed
back, making himl ook sleek as an otter. He exuded the self-confidence of a highly adept
met acreative operant. He was an Associ ate Professor of Psychophysics at the University of
Edi nburgh, director of the CE Operator Safety Research Project that also involved his wfe and
sister.

Viola rounded upon himw th surprising bitterness. "You' re right, as usual, Robbie.
Cccasionally, children with Dody's form of |atency have broken through after suffering sone great
mental or physical trauma. So we can always hope the child will be in a car smash or sone such
t hi ng—and becone a True Person in spite of herself."

"Vi!" said Masha sharply, and her eyes flicked to young Kenneth, who was |istening
opennout hed. Both wonen fell silent, but it was plain that the acrinmoni ous exchange conti nued
tel epathically.

The boy toyed with his sandw ch, now conpletely expressionless. Rowan Gant tried to distract
himwith a | ecture on the wonderful things rejuvenation technol ogy had done for his grandnother
"Someday your Mum and Uncle Robbie and | will also have oursel ves nade young agai n through genetic
engi neering," she concluded brightly. "So will you! And if any of us should have an accident and
be badly hurt, the regen-tank woul d make us well again."

"But it's no good for us," Ken nmuttered. "Not for little kids. | |learned about it in school
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A person can't go into the tank until he's at |east twelve or thirteen, because up until then kids
don't have all the special body chemicals that make the regen thing work ... And even if Dee and
wait until then, the tank can't make our normal brains neta."

"Wel | —10," Rowan admitted. "Thus far, regeneration technol ogy has been unable to benefit
those with latent netafunctions. The hunman brain is so conplex that we don't yet understand all of
the genes involved in its operation. But you nusn't fret about it, dear. Things will surely change

in the future. Soneday, we'll have the nmeans to make every human being an operant. Wy, even if it
takes anot her hundred years, you can be rejuvenated over and over again until—ntil it happens.”
Ken said calmy: "But neanwhile, we'll be deadheads."

"OfF course not!" Rowan Grant's plain, kindly face was horrified. "Werever did you hear that
awful ternfP You nmust never call yourself that, Ken—er |et anybody else do it, either. W al

belong to the World Mnd and we're all inportant to the Galactic MIieu—eperants and nonoperants

ali ke. And you know that we |ove you and your sister very much, whether you're full netas or not."
Ken's gaze fell. Making no reply, he abandoned his sandw ch, took a piece of spongecake, and

began to pile on honeyed creamuntil it dripped fromthe side of the plate onto the carpet. Viola

noti ced what was happening and uttered a sharp exclamati on of annoyance, but a warni ng thought
from Masha brought her up short. She pressed her |ips together and rose fromher chair.

"I'"d better see what's happened to Dody. And you, Kenneth—take a serviette and w pe up that
di sgusting nmess at once." She left the room

"Hurry back," Masha called. "I have an inportant announcenent to nmake. My great surprise!"”

When Viola finally returned with her daughter, Masha addressed themall with determ ned good
hurmor. "Now, ny darlings, |I'mvery happy to have ny strong new body, but I"'mnot quite ready to go
back to work. First, | need to spend sone tine with all of you to catch up on what's been going on
in the world while | was growi ng young again. So |'d like you to join me on a whirlw nd holiday.
Let's fly away tonorrow and spend the whol e weekend together at sone interesting place getting to
know one another all over again. Please say that you'll come!"

The other adults, after a brief startled pause, nade encouragi ng noi ses.

"But where will we go?" Dee asked, bew | dered.

"Anywhere you like," Masha said. "Dorothea, you' re the youngest. You nay choose the place.
Just a nmonent while | get sonething out of the credenza."

The four conmponents of the Hydra sitting tense in the Bentley let out their collective breath
inrelief. The schene of coercive manipul ation they had hatched in response to Fury's orders
hovered on the brink of bearing fruit. The professor was follow ng the unconsci ous conpul sion they
had i npl anted. Now there was only the child to deal with.

Masha produced a |l arge durofilmmap of the British Isles, which she spread on the rug in
front of the fire. She handed a silver CAD stylus to her granddaughter. "Stand up, Dorothea. Now
cl ose your eyes and |I'Il spin you round. Then you rnust kneel down and point to the map while stil
keepi ng your eyes shut, picking our destination.”

"But what if Dee picks sonmeplace awful ?" Ken wail ed. "Li ke Dundee or Wl ver hanpt on?"

"Then those of us who have creative ingenuity will use it to nake the holiday rewarding,"”
Viola retorted. Poor Ken flinched.

Dee took the stylus and cl osed her eyes, trying not to | et her nervousness show. Very often
she "saw' things when her optic nerves no | onger received photon stimuli—not ultrasensory images,
as a True Person mght perceive, but pictures drawn by her own imagi nati on. As she was turned
round and round she had quick little visions of English castles and Irish horse farnms and Pari si an
toy stores. She caught glinpses of the Elizabethan |Inmersive Pageant at New Kenilworth that Ken
had enj oyed so nmuch, and Di sney Cosnpbs, and Bucki ngham Pal ace, and El finholm and the great zoo at
G entrool with its strange aninmals fromthe colonial planets. She saw place after place that she
and Mumm e and Ken had visited on holiday. Places she would |ove to see agai h—

She st opped spinni ng.

"Now point with the stylus," ordered G an Msha.

Hydra acted in full netaconcert.

Into the mind of the little girl flashed a different kind of nental picture, like a Tri-D
suddenly turned on in a dark room She drew in a startled breath and al nost excl ai ned out | oud
because the scene was so real, so unlike any inner vision she had ever experienced before.

It was a place. A beautiful place with fields of bright wild-flowers, green hillsides above a
seashore, and a palace on an islet in the mdst of a sparkling | och. She knew at once that she had
never been there in her life, and she al so knew that the place was real

"Choose, Dorothea!" Gran Masha urged gaily.

Choose that place! sonething el se conmanded.

Slowmy, Dee knelt with her eyes still tightly shut, reached out with the stylus, then let it
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gently descend, still seeing the sanme picture in her mnd

"Well, I'lIl be gorned!" said Uncl e Robbie

"Ch!" Mummie's voice was full of dismy.

Aunt Rowan said, "It nust be synchronicity—er sonething."

Dee opened her eyes. Both Mummi e and Gran Masha | ooked flustered and none too pl eased. The
silver stylus rested squarely on a sizable island off the Scottish coast, alnobst directly west of
their home in Edinburgh.

Masha sighed. "Well, it's my own fault for letting the child decide.”
Viola's face tightened. "Dody can pick another place."
"No." Masha was firm "We'll go there. The children should see the lands that their clan once

rul ed, and the places where their great-great-grandfather and grandfather were born."

"lzz-1ay?" Ken was peering closely at the map in puzzlenent. "Dee picked out an island naned
lzz-1ay where ... who ruled?"

"You pronounce it EE-luh," Gan said briskly. "lIslay was the place where the Lords of the
Western Isles had their seat of governnent in the fourteenth century. Fromthere they held sway
over all the Hebrides for two hundred years. Your ancestors—C an Donald."

"Ch." Ken spoke very softly and | ooked at his little sister out of the corner of his eye.
"Dad' s people."

Their father |lan Macdonal d was a shadowy figure who was sel dom spoken of by Gran or Minmi e.
From his hone on the faraway "Scottish" ethnic planet, he ordered presents that were sent to Dee
and Ken from a big Edi nburgh store on their birthdays and at Christmas. The gifts had brief notes
attached, handwitten by sone anonynous personal shopper according to lan's transmtted
instructions and signed "Love, Dad."

Ken, who had been three when his parents were divorced on Cal edonia, had only the nost
di stant menory of his father, while Dee had none at all. There were no holopix or Tri-D recordings
of himin Viola's house; but Ken had di scovered a single durofilmphoto with |I.M—2055 witten on
the back, buried in a drawer full of miscellanea in his nother's desk. He had stolen the picture
and hidden it, and fromtine to tine he would take it out and look at it, and sonetines showit to
Dee. The picture was badly scuffed and faded, and showed a dashing young man in a shiny
environnental suit with the mask and hel net doffed, standing beside sone kind of odd aircraft. The
scenery was unearthly and the children had decided that the picture nust have been taken on the
Scottish planet.

"Islay is a lovely place for our holiday,"” Aunt Rowan was saying with an encouraging smle
"WIld and strange, with a beautiful reconstruction of the nedieval palace of the Lords of the
Isles that serves as a nuseum Your great-great-grandfather Jam e MacG egor, who was a pi oneer
met apsychic, was born there, and so was your grandad, Kyle. The island is a bird sanctuary as
well. | think it's an excellent place for us to visit."

Dee was dubious. "But if Minmi e doesn't want to go there—=

"OfF course we'll go," Viola snapped. "Wy on earth not?"

Masha arose and began to gather together the tea things. "You children help nme clear up. Then
we' |l order sone flecks about Islay that you can take hone to read tonight."

When the professor and her grandchildren had left the room Viola Strachan said to her
brother: "That was a very eerie perfornmance by Dody. Enough to nake one wonder whether Crawford's

diagnosis is entirely correct. | wonder if the child could be crypto-operant.”
Robert Strachan left his chair and began to poke up the fire. "Wat nakes you think that?"
"Robbie ... | was thinking of Kyle Macdonald' s birthplace when Dody rmade her choice."

"She couldn't have read your mnd, Vi. You're a nasterclass adult, as Rowan and | are. Even
if the child were crypto-operant she'd be unable to penetrate your social nind-screen—uch |ess
the inner defensive barrier."

" But —

"I was thinking of Islay, too," Rowan interrupted, her eyes wide with astonishment. "Only |
thought of it as the place Jam e MacG egor came from Now what do you nake of that?"

Robbi e frowned. "God damm it all, | believe | might have had a flicker about the place
mysel f! But for no reason that | recall." He pondered the puzzle for a nmnute, then his brow
cleared. "Masha! OF course—+t has to be Masha who did it. She's fresh fromthe regen-tank and her
brain hasn't quite settled yet. She must have had sone stray thoughts of Islay. A G and Master
Creator-Redactor |ike her could inadvertently zap all our minds with an imaginative icon that just
popped into her head. She could even penetrate a |latent youngster if the erratic was heavily
energi zed. "

Rowan nodded. "And anything that Masha's unconscious nmind associated with that bl oody foo
husband of hers would carry a considerabl e enotional charge. Her superego would have tried to
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reject any thoughts of Kyle Macdonald as fast as they forned, and—pow "

"I suppose you're right," Viola said. "It's the only |ogical explanation. But ... | stil
wi sh we weren't going to Islay."”

But you are, the Hydra observed, and the gane is afoot!

The Bentl ey groundcar that had been parked outside Professor MacG egor-Gawys's townhouse
then drove away briskly through the rain, heading for the George Hotel. Fury had insisted that the
Hydra travel first class on its initial foray away fromits place of exile, and the quadrupl ex
m nd had been delighted to conply.

The ferryboat was now very close to the narrow channel between the two large islands. Sone
peopl e were taking pictures or making videos, some sat in floppy canvas deck chairs that crew
menbers had brought outside once the rain stopped, and sone scanned the spectacul ar scenery with
powered ocul ars. Dee stood at the rail, consulting her descriptive plaque fromtime to tinme. She
was just barely tall enough to peer over the rail's top if she stood on tiptoe, |ooking nore like
a solem miniature adult than a child of five in her red hooded anorak and new sl acks woven in the
sonber tartan of Macdonald of the I|sles.

Her continui ng sense of vague di squi et about Islay could not be cured by self-redaction as
the earlier seasickness had been. But she kept the uneasiness walled away inside her and there
were no creepy G about to betray her private feelings, only humans out there with her on the
wi ndy, swiftly drying deck

The ferry was traveling al nost due north now, noving into the narrow strait that separated
Islay fromthe neighboring island of Jura. The sea was nowhere near so rough as before and
strengt heni ng sunlight had turned it fromdull gray-green to deep blue. The steep face of Islay
rose on the left. diffs and skerries had creany surf boiling around them and the hangi ng gl ens
and rounded green heights were energing from| ow hangi ng cl ouds.

Usi ng the pl aque- gui debook, Dee studied Islay' s nodest nountains and found out the nanes of
t he hi ghest ones, saying themsoftly out |oud:

“Bei nn Uraraidh, Beinn Bheigeir, das Bheinn, Beinn na Caillich, Sgorr nam Faoil eann ..
Boundary Mountain, Vicar's Muntain, Gay Muntain, Munt of the Od Wman, and Steep Hill of the
Seagul I s. "

"You pronounce the Gaelic very well,’
away from her.

Unli ke nost of the other holidaymakers, he and the dark-haired woman besi de him who had cone
out on deck fromthe saloon a few mnutes earlier, were dressed in city clothes. He wore no hat
and his blond hair was wildly tousled by the wind, making a strange contrast to his crisply
starched shirt, red silk cravat, charcoal -gray Beau Brunmel suit with black velvet collar and
cuffs, and shining jockey boots. He sniled at Dee with the cool friendliness of a condescending
cat, showing teeth that were extrenely white. Hi s nose was fine-bridged and prom nent, and his
eyes were the col or of shadowed ice. He was a nmetapsychic operant, and Dee shivered as she felt
his coercive-redactive probe sweep over her inpervious mnd-screen, light in its touch as a
drifting spiderweb and nore powerful than those of any other adults she knew. But he nade no real
effort to delve into her.

"Do you know," the man added, with a lordly wave of his hand, "that the O d Wman who gives
that nmountain its nane is actually the Great Goddess, who was worshi pped by the ancient peopl e of
the island?"

said a man who stood at the rail a couple of neters

"No. | didn't know that." Dee was polite. "Thank you for telling ne. Sone of my ancestors
lived there, and that's why we've come on holiday."
"That's interesting. | have a honme on Islay nyself." The man | ooked away toward the misty

hills. "You'll find there are all kinds of fascinating things to be seen. The reconstruction of

Fi nl aggan Pal ace, excavations of prehistoric forts, the Kildalton Cross that dates back to the
ninth century, flowering bogs and high cliffs and sea-caves alive with birds. You nust be sure to
visit the great cave at Bhol sa! W even have a kind of denon called the Kilnave Fi end hangi ng
about who's supposed to nake peopl e di sappear—but that's just a fol ktale, of course.”

"I'd like to hear it," Dee said, with a grave little smile. "I love stories like that. Please
don't think I'd be frightened. I"'monly five years old, but I'ma child prodigy and very mature
for ny age."

The attractive stranger burst into | aughter, and his woman comnpani on | ooked up from her own
pl aque- book, seening to notice Dee for the first tinme. She was quite beautiful, and her face
seened as snooth and pal e as eggshell, with rose-tinted |ips and sapphire eyes framed by thick
dark | ashes and narrow arched brows. Her black hair was unusual, having auburn glints that were
al most crinmson. It was pulled tightly into a knot at the nape of her neck and crowned by a snall
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scarl et turban that reveal ed a pointed wi dow s peak at her brow She wore thigh-high black boots
with red heels, and a fitted coat and short skirt that were the sane brilliant scarlet color as
her hat. The coat had gol den buttons and a gol den Celtic brooch pinned to the shoulder. Its

sl eeves were pushed up to acconmpdate | ong bl ack | eather gl oves.

"What's your nane, little Mss Mature-for-Your-Age?" The woman was sniling, but her voice had
a keen edge.

"Dorothea Mary Strachan Macdonal d. And you?"

The man gave another bark of laughter, and this tine Dee sensed that his anmusenent was not
directed at her. A nental thrust stronger than any Dee had ever experienced before |anced into her
m ndscreen, which held firm The wonman's eyes wi dened nonentarily and then she inclined her head,
as a queen might when acknow edgi ng anot her royal personage. Her voice becane soft and conpelling,
with a lilt that nade her seemto be half singing when she spoke. "I am Magdal a MacKendal . and
this is nmy husband, John Quentin."

"How do you do," said Dee. "Now nay | please hear the story of the Kilnave Fi end?"

"Cone sit down with nme," said Magdal a MacKendal, "and I'Il tell it to you." Dee obediently
pl opped down into a canvas chair, while the nman and woman sat on either side of her

Long ago [ Magdal a MacKendal said] during the late 1500s, when the Lords of the Isles had
fallen on hard tines and had | ost their sovereignty to the Kings of Scotland, there lived on Islay
a wicked dwarf called the Dubh Sith, which nmeans "the Black Fairy." He had a twisted little body
and bent legs, and only his arns were strong. Black hair grew down to his eyebrows and an ugly
bl ack beard nearly covered the rest of his face, except for his pointed nose.

The Dubh Sith lived deep in the forlorn bogs and savage heat hs of Kilnave Parish in the
northwestern part of Islay, and people were very nuch afraid of himbecause of his frightfu
appear ance. But he was al so the best bownan on the island, and it was said that his arrows never
m ssed their target. He eked out a living shooting swans and geese and other wildfow, and
bartered them for clothing and other things he could not nake for hinself.

Now i n those days the Macdonal ds of Islay and the MacLeans of the island of Mull were
quarreling bitterly over some |land on Islay that the MacLeans clainmed was theirs. Big Lachlan
MacLean deci ded one day in 1598 that the tine was ripe for an invasion of his neighbors and a
taking by force of what was his. A local witch heard about his plans and told himhe was sure to
Wi n out—provided he didn't go on a Thursday and didn't drink froma fanpbus well near Loch G uinart
on | sl ay.

Bi g Lachl an was not inpressed by witches. He sailed to Islay on Thursday because storny w nds
prevented his going on Wednesday, and he | anded at Ardnave in the shallow bay of Loch G uinart on
the north shore. The day was hot and sultry, and as he and his army marched inland al ong the
Kil nave track to attack the Macdonal ds, Big Lachlan stopped to take a drink at the forbidden well.
Not long afterward, a strange sight nmet his eyes. Sitting atop a rock at the pathside was a

horri bl e-1o0oking creature all in black, with a head of snarled hair and a face alnost invisible
behind a filthy beard. It was the dwarf Dubh Sith.

"Good day to you, Big Lachlan," said the little man. "I've conme to offer ny services, for I'm
the finest bowman in Islay."

The giant chieftain of the MacLeans roared with [aughter. "I1'd not have such an ugly runt as

you for |ove nor noney," said he. "Now begone before |I set my deerhounds on you."

The Dubh Sith nelted away i nto the heather and bracken. Then he went by one of the secret
under ground ways that he knew to the place at the head of Loch Guinart where Sir Janmes Macdonal d
was waiting with his outnunbered force of defenders. The dwarf presented hinself to Sir Janie and
made t he same offer.

"Well, we don't have nuch of a chance, and you'll never get your pay if we lose," Sir Janme
said, "but I'll hire you gladly."
"Let me worry about that," said the Dubh Sith. "And now farewell, for you won't see ne again

until the battle's won."

The arny of MacLeans now fell how ing upon the Macdonalds in the marshl ands of G uinart
Strand, and the fighting was fierce and bl oody for there were three times as nany invaders as
there were defenders. Before | ong the Macdonal ds began to notice that nmore and nore of their
enenies lay fallen with black arrows through their throats or sticking fromtheir eyes. But never
a sight of the dwarf archer did they see.

The MaclLeans took note of their arrow shot conrades, too, and word began to pass anong them
that the Dubh Sith was lurking invisible, killing man after man and | aughing |ike the Devi
hi msel f. Lachlan MacLean tried vainly to rally his force, but they were now stricken with fear and
rem nded hi m how he had di sregarded the witch's warnings. Many of them declared that they wanted
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to retreat.

Bi g Lachlan threw his head back and cursed the witch with ringing shouts, and cursed the Dubh
Sith, and cursed his nen for a pack of |ow cowards. But just then a black arrow came flying and
pierced his throat above the steel gorget, and he crashed to the ground stone-dead near a haw horn
all covered with m|k-white bl ossons.

Suddenly, a small shape |eapt out of the thorn tree, shrieking with glee, and began capering
around the fallen chief. It was the Dubh Sith who had killed Big Lachlan MacLean, as well as
scores of his men, by shooting themfrom his hiding place anong the white flowering branches.

When they saw the eneny chief fall, the Macdonal ds took heart and shouted their battle cry
and fought with fresh vigor. By the end of the day the marsh was heaped with three hundred MaclLean
bodi es, and the invaders knew that they were beaten

They took up their wounded and began to flee back along the Kilnave track, toward the place
where they had left their boats. Then a great storm broke and rain poured down in torrents. A
crowmd of MaclLeans took shelter in the ancient church of St. Nave on the seashore, but the Dubh
Sith, who had followed the fugitive arny through his secret underground tunnels, found out where
they were hiding. He soaked rags in seal oil, tied these to his arrows, set the oil alight, then
shot dozens of flanming mssiles onto the wood-and-thatch church roof.

In spite of the rain the roof blazed up, and the Dubh Sith danced about nadly while the
trapped MacLeans burned to death in the sacred buil di ng.

Now some of the victorious Macdonal ds came on the scene, and they were horrified and
di sgusted at what the w cked dwarf had done.

"Pay ne!" the Dubh Sith cried. "Pay me ny weight in gold! For | slew Big Lachlan MacLean and
sixty-three of his best fighters with nmy black arrows, and | have nade a nerry bonfire of this
lot!"

"You are no ally of dan Donald," the | eader of the Islaynmen said. "You have desecrated a
holy church through wanton nurder and you are fit only for the conpany of the Foul Fiend, Satan
hi nsel f. You shall receive your paynent for tonight's work in hell."

The two strongest Macdonal d nen seized the Dubh Sith by his arns and | egs and began to swi ng
hi m back and forth, for they intended to fling himinto the inferno. "If | burn, then so shal
ye," cried the dwarf. "So shall ye all!"

The Macdonal ds gave a mighty heave and sent himflying through a wi ndow into the bl azing
church, and he uttered one last terrible cry before he disappeared into the roaring flanes.

But that was not the end of the Dubh Sith.

Fromtinme to tinme during the past four hundred and fifty years, people walking or riding in
the I onely northern places of Islay have caught glinpses of a small, scuttling black figure. They
cane to call it the Kilnave Fiend, for very often after it was seen a person woul d di sappear, and
| ater a body would be found, burnt to a cinder.

There are those who put the blane for those awful deaths on lightning, while others believe
that the Dubh Sith hinmself is responsible. They say that his ghost still prows the bogs and noors
of the island, and he pops in and out of the secret tunnels and caves that only he knows, | aughing
and taking his terrible revenge.

"Dee? Are you asl eep? Wake up! The ferry's al nost ready to dock."

She opened her eyes and saw Ken. Only Ken, standing over the deck chair she lay in, |ooking
down at her with a condescending big-brotherly smrk

Slowy, she pulled herself to her feet and stretched. Had she really fallen asleep? It seened
that the nel odi ous coercive voice of the woman naned Magdal a MacKendal still echoed in her ears.
She renmenbered the vivid scenes her imaginati on—er sonethi ng—had conjured up to acconpany the
story: the marshy battleground, the fighters in their breastplates and hel nets, Lachlan MaclLean
bar eheaded and gi gantic, urging his nmen on, the flowery thorn tree with the hi deous dwarf | eaping
out of it, the stornmy night and the flam ng church ..

She still felt unaccountably uneasy, even though the tale of the Kilnave Fiend was really
rat her tame when conpared to Frankenstein or Aliens or Mon of the Undead or some of the other
classic horror shows she had seen on the Tri-D.

The ferryboat was pulling into its berth at Port Askaig, a steep little town wth quaint
whi t ewashed stone buil dings and a great nunber of flower beds. Dee | ooked about the deck, but none
of the wonen who now crowded the rail wore an el egant scarlet outfit, and none of the nen were
tall and bl ond and dressed in a gray Beau Brummel suit.

"Come on," Ken said. "They're waiting for us." He gestured to the deck beside the canvas
chair. "And don't forget your book-plaques."

Dee | ooked down in surprise. The small plaque was hers, of course, but the other was probably

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-%...Galactic%20Milieu%202%20-%20Diamond%20Mask.txt (24 of 206) [1/15/03 7:36:13 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Julian%620M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Gal acti c%20Milieu%202%620-%20Diamond%20M ask.txt

the one the dark-haired wonman had been reading. Its title was Fol ktales and Fairy Lore of Islay
and the I nner Hebrides. \When Dee touched the corner activator she discovered that the book was
handsonely illustrated in full color

In the table of contents she found "The Kilnave Fiend at the Battle of Guinart." Wen she
called up the story and swiftly scanned it, she saw that the pictures exactly matched those she
had "dreaned."

The ferryboat hoot ed.

"Cone on!" said Ken

Dee tucked both plaques into the kangaroo pouch of her anorak as she foll owed Ken back inside
t he passenger sal oon. Perhaps she woul d see Magdal a MacKendal again sonetine during the holiday
weekend, and she woul d be able to return the book

4
FROM THE MEMO RS OF ROGATI EN REM LLARD

She was called by so nmany different names . . . And that, too, was part of her nask

Dor ot hea Mary Strachan Macdonal d was christened in the year 2057 at the tiny chapel of St
Margaret the Queen in G anpian Town on the continent of Beinn Bhiorach on the planet Cal edoni a,
the first "Scottish" ethnic colony. Her nother, the operant psychophysicist Viola Strachan, called
her baby girl by the nicknane of Dody. So did the nonster known as Fury, inits later attenpts to
intimdate and destroy her

Her father, lan Macdonald, called her Dorrie, a name that she did not |ike very nuch because
(she told ne years later) it seened as though it properly belonged to a pretty little doll-faced
girl with golden ringlets and nelting eyes who was the apple of her doting Daddy's eye.

But her hair was an unexceptional brown, and her face was plain but pleasingly heart-shaped.
Wil e her eyes were an interesting hazel color, they were also close-set, piercing, and
di sconcerting—and they did not weep easily, nor did they readily reveal the secrets of the mnd
behind them Her troubled father lan did undoubtedly |Iove her in his fashion, but the little girl
finally realized that he would nuch rather have had a brawny second son who woul d have assuaged
hi s di sappoi nt ment over Kenneth. Even worse, she had hidden within her tremendous nental faculties
that lan feared ... alnost as nuch as she feared them herself.

Her bel oved ol der brother Ken called her Dee, and this was also the first name she called
hersel f, because it could have belonged to either a nmale or a fenmal e—or even to something that was

not a person at all. Janet Finlay, |lan Macdonald's crusty factotum called her Doro. The nonborn
fosterlings and the hired hands at the famly airfarmteased her by calling her Dodo in her early
years, when her mindpowers were still nostly latent. Mich later they would respectfully style her

Dirigent, after she assumed the metapsychic | eadership of Cal edonia.

Her grandnot her, the colorful Rebel stalwart Masha MacG egor- Gawys, never called her
anyt hi ng except Dor ot hea.

To the awesone Lyl m k, who were her tutors and ultinately her canonizers, she was Il usio,
t he evasi ve one, because the physical perception of her gave no hint of her true nature.

Jack the Bodiless, hinmself a profound human anomaly, gave her the name Di anond—at first
ironically, then later in the clear blaze of newfound |ove.

I, who am an antedil uvian Franco- Aneri can, obstinately clinging to remmants of the tongue of
ny Québecoi s forebears, always called her Dorothée, which a speaker of Standard English woul d
pronounce dor-oh-TAY. She said she |iked that name best of all. But perhaps she was only trying to
be kind to an old man who | oved her even before she showed nme what |ay behind her nask.

It was none other than the Famly Ghost who directed ne to introduce the grandparents of
Dorothée, and it was through themthat | eventually cane to know Di anond Mask hersel f.

Kyl e Macdonal d was a charm ng, hard-drinking author of popular science fiction novels and Tri -
D scripts. He was no littérateur, only a conmpetent journeynan witer with a fine conic flair who
made a | ot of noney at his trade and frittered nost of it away at the night spots and casi nos of
Earth and the cosnmop worl ds.

W first net in 2027, when Kyle was only twenty-one and enjoying the controversy provoked by
his first outrageous novel, Pronetheus Regnawed. W chanced to be | ubricating oursel ves side by
side in the hotel bar at a Wrld Fantasy Convention in Sydney, Australia, when a trio of well-
sl oshed |l ocal fans let their literary criticismget offensively verbal (Micdonald's novel featured
a bl ockheaded Aussie character) and then physical. My innate Franco chivalry resented the odds
agai nst the enbattled young author, who was brawny but unskilled in the martial arts, and | |ent
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hi m noral support and a friendly fist or two to scatter the ungodly.

W cel ebrated our victory with triple drans of Lagavulin 16, discovered that we had
conpatible bibliophilic tastes, and | wound up prom sing to help himdi spose of sone val uabl e
Roger Zel azny collector's editions he had inherited. Kyle lived in Scotland, so we only nanaged to
get together at the occasional fantasy or science fiction con to lift a jar, but we gossiped
rather often over the teleview | helped himwith literary research, and fromtinme to time he
purchased rare old paper-printed fantasy itenms by mail from ny antiquarian bookshop in New
Hanpshi re.

Kyl e Macdonal d was not a netapsychic operant |ike nme. He was, as were sonme 26 percent of
humanity at that time, a nornmal possessing significant MP | atencies, neaning that he carried the
genes for higher mndpowers and had potentially strong netafaculties tucked away deep within his
crani um-but for various reasons the powers were unusable. Sonetinmes |atents were spontaneously
rai sed to operancy by severe psychic trauma, but the nore usual neans involved specialized therapy
by meta preceptors, using techniques pioneered by Catherine Remillard and her |ate husband Brett
McAl lister. But Kyle Macdonald's enornmous font of latent creativity proved to be quite
i naccessi bl e—except insofar as it fueled his imagination and enabled himto earn a living as a
witer of fantastic fiction.

My friendship with Macdonal d mi ght have remained casual if a certain Ghost had not
i ntervened, comranding nme to attend the 2029 Wrld Fantasy Convention in London. | was ordered to
make certain that Kyle met a young worman nanmed Mary Ekaterina MacG egor- Gawys, whom | nyself
woul d have to squire to the con and introduce to him

O all the hunans possessi ng netapsychic powers in the md twenty-first century, three
fam lies stood out: ny own Franco-American clan, headed by Denis Renmillard and his wife Lucille
Cartier, the MacGregors of Scotland, and the Gaw ys- Sakhvadzes of Polish-CGeorgi an descent, who at
that time lived nostly in England. Mary MacG egor-Gawys, who was usually called Masha, was then a
student at Oxford, where her parents Katharine MacGegor and |lya Gawys headed an inportant

met apsychol ogy research group at Jesus College. | had no acquai ntance with Masha, but nore
di stingui shed Renmillards than | —notably ny nephew Deni s—knew t he MacG egor and Gawys clans well.
Once | had deternined that the young woman enjoyed reading fantasy, | was able to trade

shanel essly upon Denis's name and concoct a schene that successfully lured her to the convention
and to her destiny with Kyle Macdonal d.

In spite of the fact that their mnds were disparate, the two young people fell instantly in
|l ove. Brilliant, operant Masha, who had lived only for her studies up until then, was enchanted by
Kyl e's dynanic personality, his roguish good |ooks, and his screwball sense of hunor. He in turn
t hought she was the | oveliest creature he had ever seen, with a cascade of shining red hair, eyes
like Iiving eneralds, and a passionate tenperanent that she had successfully kept under contro
until Kyle Macdonald inspired her to cast restraint to the w nds.

To the horror of her acadenmic fam |y, Masha dropped out of Oxford to spend the winter with
the dashing Scottish scribe in his cruck-frame cottage on a w ndswept, ronmance-|aden Hebri dean
i sland. The follow ng spring the pair announced that they would marry. Masha was carrying Kyle's
child, a boy of great netapsychic potential whomthey planned to nane |Ian. The Gawys and the
MacGregor families gritted their teeth, shielded their thoughts well, and professed to be
del i ghted. The new y-weds planned to nove into nore civilized digs in Edinburgh once the baby was
born. Meanwhile, Kyle finished witing his second madcap transnedi a best-seller, N jinsky Takes a
Quant um Leap.

lan was born three nonths prematurely, but he was a sturdy child and he throve under
i ntensive neonatal care, seenming little the worse for his abbreviated tenure in the wonb ...

except that his substantial metafaculties, |ike those of his father, proved to be intractably
| at ent .
VWhen it becanme evident that her firstborn son would not achi eve operancy, Masha fell into a

pr of ound depression and seened to |lose interest in the baby. A nanny was hired and the young
not her enrolled at the University of Edi nburgh. There she resumed her studi es under the benevol ent
eye of her maternal uncle, Davy MacGregor, who would |l ater be appointed Planetary Dirigent of
Eart h.

During the next five years Masha and Kyle had three nore children, Lachlan, Annie Laurie, and
Di ana, all powerful operants. Kyle's comc novels continued to top the best-seller lists and four
of them were converted into bl ockbuster Tri-D shows. The npbst notable, Cream Cheese for Birkhoff's
Bagel , was nominated for an Acadeny Award in 2036, and only |ost because of the enduring prejudice
of the Holl ywood cinéaste establishnment against any production smacking of sci-fi.

Masha earned doctorates in nedicine and nmetapsychol ogy, eventually deciding to devote her
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talents to latency research. At the sane tinme, her relationship with her husband grew stormnier and
storm er as a widening gulf opened between operant w fe and nonoperant husband. Their quarrels
were Homeric, especially when Masha took Kyle to task for neglecting his witing in favor of the
nor e anusi ng perqui sites of authorship—parties, travel, and the occasional overly attentive female
fan. He was al so an enthusiastic tosspot (one of the reasons we two got on so fanously). The
pressures of Kyle's celebrity, Masha's increasing inpatience with his frivol ous behavior, and her
preoccupation with her own inmportant work eventually caused the narriage to break down. They
separated in 2044, but over the years there would be reconciliations, and they were never formally
di vor ced.

Happy-go-1lucky insensitive egotist that he was, Kyle had never considered the possibility
that Masha woul d actual |y abandon himand take the children. His witing career faltered, and for
six years after she chucked hi mout of their Edi nburgh home he produced nothing, passing the tine
in drinking, ganbling, sexual dalliance, and touring colonial planets of the Human Polity,
supposedly in search of inspiration.

In 2051, when he was nearly broke, he attenpted to pull hinself together and wote another
novel , Mustangs of the Sonbrero Gal axy. After this proved to be an excruciating flop, he em grated
with his tail between his legs to the Scottish ethnic world of Cal edonia, where he became Witer
in Residence at the colony's snall University of New 3 asgow. He taught creative witing classes
to earn bed and board in the faculty apartnents and spent nost of his free time in seedy pubs,
ranti ng agai nst perceived injustices in a Galactic Mlieu run by elitist operants such as his
perfidious wife, and cadging free drinks fromscience fiction fans who renenbered his days of
glory. Wen the Rebel faction expanded to include nornmals as well as netapsychic operants, he
becanme one of its nost eloquent literary proponents, achieving polity-w de notoriety as well as an
i mproved bank bal ance by witing dark satires traducing the Mlieu

Through the years of his separation from Masha, Kyle Macdonald faithfully sent |oving and
hilarious letters to his four children back on Earth, describing his largely fictitious adventures
on far-flung worlds and latterly on the interesting Scottish planet. lan, Lachlan, Annie Laurie,
and Diana grew up believing that their father was a colorful adventurer living a fascinating life,
while their nother seened to place them second to her duties as a researcher at the University of
Edi nburgh and an I ntendant Associate for Europe.

The t hree younger, operant Macdonal d children eventually took degrees in netapsychol ogy from
Edi nburgh' s medi cal school. But lan, even then a Rebel, matriculated instead at the North of
Scotl and Agricultural College in Aberdeen. Upon receiving his degree in xenohusbandry he em grated
to the planet Cal edonia just as his father had done and filed a honestead application for an
airfarmon the rugged northern continent of Beinn Bhiorach, which had just been opened to
settl enment.

About that time Kyle and Masha attenpted a reconciliation. She had been chosen to be a
magnat e, and both of them attended the inaugural session at Concilium Ob when the Human Polity
first took its seats. But the old conflicts between themresurfaced nore virulently than ever,
exacerbated by Kyle's envy of Masha's success. At the end of the inaugural session she washed her
hands of himand returned to Earth while Kyle slunk back to Cal edonia and went on an inperial toot

| an Macdonal d, hoping to lift his father out of his despondency, invited Kyle to join himin
wor king the airfarm Al though Kyle hastily declined (he was not a nan fond of hard physical |abor
except in the pursuit of pleasure), he was touched by his el dest son's gesture. He and |an saw
each other frequently during the two years it took to get the new enterprise established, and I|an
becane synpathetic to the Rebel cause his father had espoused.

Then, in 2054, lan Macdonald visited Earth for the awarding of his brother Lachlan's first
degree. At the cerenony in Edinburgh Ian net the wonan who woul d becone his wife and the nother of
Di anond Mask

Poor Masha, observing the divine thunderbolt strike her eldest son and the fledgling Doctor
of Psychophysics, Viola Strachan, must have suffered a sickening attack of déja vu. Once again a
brilliant, scholarly, operant young worman with a distingui shed career ahead of her had fallen
hopel essly in love with a handsone, |atent, conpletely unsuitable man. That the man was Masha's
own flesh and blood was quite irrelevant. She did everything she could to break up the romance,
even revealing to Viola intimate details of her own unhappy marriage to Kyle. But her efforts were
unavai |l i ng.

Viola Strachan was not a conventionally beautiful woman, but she was vivaci ous and possessed
of an intense personal nmagnetism an adjunct of her coercive netafaculty. Young lan's romantic
col oni al background, his air of taciturn nystery, and his conpelling sexuality overcane al
Masha's appeals to logic. The couple was nmarried at St. Patrick's Church, Cowgate, and i mediately
returned to Cal edonia, where the reality of Iife on a colonial planet hundreds of |ightyears from
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Earth only gradual |y becane evident to the starstruck bride.

Cal edoni a has an austere magnificence and is richly endowed with natural resources, but no
one has ever called it an inmmgrant's paradise. Few of the so-called ethnic worlds are, being nore
mar gi nal in human preferenda and harder to col onize than the nore appealing cosnopolitan planets
that are open to settlers of any Earth nation. To encourage people to live on the nore difficult
worlds, the Mlieu allows human ethnic groups that it judges to have sufficient "dynam sni' to
found col oni es al nbst excl usively populated with their own stock. In contrast to the notley hunman
culture of the cosnop worlds, the people of the ethnic planets nake a special effort to reflect
the heritage of their Earthling ancestors. For instance, an ethnic col onial government nay
encourage the day-to-day use of an old native | anguage or dialect now severely restricted on
Earth, provided that the citizens are equally fluent in the Standard English of the Human Polity.
Et hni ¢ costume (authentic and colorfully bogus), native arts and crafts, traditional occupations
and the like are also de rigueur, insofar as they are not contrary to civilized usage,
econom cally detrinental, sexually repressive, inconpatible with the mandated M lieu standards of
education and social justice, or xenophobic.

Thus, it is neet and just for Cal edonians to speak the Gaidhlig or nangle the Guid Scots
Tongue, wear tartans (whether entitled to themor not), idolize golf, go flyfishing with Spey rods
for naturalized Cal edoni an sal mon, cel ebrate Hi ghland Ganes, distill and guzzle Scotch whisky, eat
cul I en skink, cock-a-I|eekie, bashed neeps, cranachan, and nutton, make pets of collies, Scottish
terriers, long-horned Hi ghland cattle, and Shetl and poni es, play bagpi pes, and designate
"Westering Home" as the planetary anthem But they are forbidden excesses of ethnic fervor such as
clan bl ood feuds, the humiliation or nassacre of Sassenach (English) visitors, passing |aws
requiring all inhabitants to eat haggis, or forcing children to do manual |abor rather than go to
school .

Si nce Cal edonia was one of the earliest ethnic worlds settled after the Great Intervention in
2013, its population was already fairly |arge—approaching a nillion peopl e—when Viola Strachan
arrived in 2054. Many of the first generation of settlers had cone fromthe Hebrides and the
Scottish Highl ands, but there were also citizens of Scottish blood who had enigrated fromthe
Low ands, fromother parts of Britain, from Canada, the United States, Australia, New Zeal and, and
el sewhere. As might be expected in a group having strong Celtic genes, there was a sizable
community of stalwart metapsychic operants, as well as nany |ower-grade netas with nore nodest
m ndpowers. |In accordance with the social engineering policy of the Mlieu, over half of the
normal popul ace were high latents |ike lan Macdonal d, who carried genes for strong netafunction
and m ght be expected to engender operant descendants in good tine.

The bias favoring nmeta colonists on the ethnic worlds, which seened reasonabl e and proper to
nonhuman M lieu policymakers desiring to encourage coadunation of the Human M nd and its eventual
enbrace of Unity, was destined to be one of the significant factors in the Metapsychic Rebellion
of 2083. When Viola Strachan first set foot on the Scottish planet twenty-nine years earlier, its
nonoper ant el ement (including her husband and father-in-law) was already flirting with sedition
while the netas were nostly enthusiastic supporters of the exotic-donminated Gal actic
conf eder ati on.

Cal edonia's star, a solar-type Q V, is 533 lightyears away fromEarth. Its inhabited fourth
planet is a trifle larger than Earth but not nearly as massive, covered with a vast hydrosphere
(laconically known as The Sea) in which smallish continents and nmany vol canic island arcs are
sprinkled. A large Earth-type nmoon travels in an orbit rather close to the planet, causing very
hi gh tides. The nountai nous north and south tenperate-zone | andmasses have gl aci ers that
constantly give birth to icebergs. An extensive mantle of clouds, together with snoke and airborne
ash fromthe abundant active vol canoes, nakes the climate generally chillier than Earth's, while
the ocean is conparatively warmer and shallower, with teemng aquatic life.

The native flora and fauna of Cal edonia have not evol ved much beyond the equival ent of our
Mesozoic Era. Its genone is terrestrial-equivalent, and m ni mal ecoengi neering by the exotic races
rendered the place conpatible to introduced Earth crops, fish, and domestic |ivestock. The npst
advanced native aninmal species are the nyriad gorgeous birdlike creatures and a class of ferocious
i nvertebrate predators bearing an enbarrassi ng resenbl ance to the Krondaku. (Menbers of that
ancient, ultraintelligent race rarely visit Caledonia for this reason, in spite of its unique
geol ogy, superlative fossils, and outstanding | ocal booze.)

Most of the colonists live in twelve continental states: O cadia, Nessie, Cairngorm
Ardnamur chan, Atholl, Strathbogie, Katrine, Argyll, St. Andrews, Caithness, Beinn Bhiorach, and
Cyde-site of New d asgow, the capital, and Wester Killiecrankie Starport.
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The econony of the planet is |argely dependent upon exports, and when Viola lived there it
was still not totally self-sufficient. A much-sought-after renewable resource are the exquisitely
beauti ful Cal edoni an pearls, fashioned by native artisans into high-priced jewelry nuch coveted by
the Poltroyan race as well as by humanki nd. Fully autonmated nines produce industrial dianonds,

i nexpensive gemquality di anonds of many colors, fiber graphite, buckyball carbon, |anthanides,
and gol d. Sonme continents have extensive sheep ranches, where bioengineered animals yield fine
wool famed throughout the Human Polity. In the cities there are fabric nills and garnent-making
est abl i shnents, although a | ot of handweaving and knitting is also done as a cottage industry in
the nore renote regi ons. A om conponents, nanotech equi pnent, gournet honey, and the better brands
of Cal edoni an single-malt whisky were at that tine exported to the nearest human cosnop worl d,
Ckanagon, then a populous Mlieu Sector Base and the honme of the Twelfth Fleet. In those days

Cal edoni a al so enj oyed extensive tourist trade from Ckanagon, which was only nineteen |lightyears
away, and from the "Japanese" ethnic world Satsuma, twenty-seven |ights distant.

By far the nost interesting aspect of the | ocal economy, and one unique to this single human
colony, is the cultivation of native balloonflora that yield peculiarly valuable biochenicals. In
the md-twenty-first century, airfarmng was the fastest-grow ng conmercial enterprise on
Cal edoni a, but one that was risky as well. lan Macdonal d was al ready experiencing difficulties due
to undercapitalization when he brought his new bride Viola to @en Tuath Farm a prinitive
honest ead nestl ed ami dst precipitous crags at the head of a great fjord on the northern end of
Bei nn Bhi or ach.

The continent is roughly dunbbell-shaped, neasuring some 1200 kilometers fromnorth to south
and 400 at its widest fromeast to west. It lies a good 9000 klons from Strathbogi e, the nearest
| andmass to the southeast. In 2054 it boasted only a single nunicipality that could be dignified
with the title of "city"—the state capital of Mickle Skerry on the southern coast. This place had
a | arge biochenical plant, a brand-new shopping nmall, a nmedical center, governmental and |aw
enforcenent offices, and a fast-proliferating gaggle of grog-shops, clip joints, bordellos, and
recreational drugstores that catered to the hardworking mners, ranch hands, agriworkers,
airfarmers, fisherfolk, and other dwellers in the sticks who egged into town on weekends to whoop
it upinacivilized setting. There were no institutions of higher |earning or netapsychic
research in Mickle Skerry or anywhere else in Beinn Bhiorach. The other twenty-one pernanent
settlenents of the frontier continent were very snall, ranging from market towns and fishing
ham ets to lonely trading posts in the interior nmountain ranges. The only settlement wi thin 300
kl oms of @ en Tuath Farm was G anpi an Town, popul ation 2200, a center for barley-growi ng and the
site of two inportant distilleries and a brewery.

lan worked his holding with the hel p of seasonal contract workers, sone of whom owned their
harvesting aircraft. Viola, an energetic young worman, willingly took over the bookkeeping and
pur chasi ng, supervised the airfarm s donmestic robotics and ground personnel, and spent |ong hours
transforming the bl eak collection of prefabricated buildings into an oasis of dramatic beauty. At
the sane tinme, she gestated the couple's first baby, Kenneth, who was born—+egrettably frail of
body and netapsychically | atent—+n 2055.

Li ke her nother-in-law Masha before her, Viola Strachan conpensated for her disappointnent in
t he nonoperant child by turning once again to neglected acadenic pursuits. The branch of
psychophysi cs that had been her specialty involved a good deal of nathenmatical anal ysis that
requi red no other equiprent than her own talented brain and a conputer with satellite-Iinkage that
put her in touch with the University of New G asgow. Through that institution, Viola could
comunicate with fellow researchers on worlds throughout the galaxy. Early on, she began to
specialize in statistical cerebroenergetics, with a special enphasis upon the potentially
injurious effects of m nd-boosting equi prment upon CE operators.

lan was nore than willing to have his wife resune her scientific career, even if it neant
that he would have to hire a donestic manager to take over her erstwhile duties. He worshipped

Viola, finding it alnost incredible that such an exceptionally tal ented woman woul d have
agreed to marry him bury herself in a colonial wlderness, and have his children. He was so
deeply in love that he woul d have done al nbst anything to please her. For two years they seened to
be happy, in spite of the fact that little Kenneth was a sickly child who failed to thrive. The
meta therapists in New d asgow decl ared that there was no chance that he woul d ever achieve
operancy, even though his intellect was exceptional

Then Dorothea was born in 2057—al so | atent but quite healthy—apparently having a prodigi ous
mentality, with truly extraordi nary suboperant netafaculties that m ght conceivably be released if
the appropriate stimuli were applied. Unfortunately, Caledonia did not then have the facilities to
handl e the baby girl's case properly. For accurate evaluation and treatnent she woul d have to be
taken to Earth.

file:/lIF|/rah/Julian%20May/May,%20Julian%20-%...Galactic%20Milieu%202%20-%20Diamond%20Mask.txt (29 of 206) [1/15/03 7:36:13 PM]



filex///F|/rah/Julian%620M ay/M ay,%20Julian%20-%20Gal acti c%20Milieu%202%620-%20Diamond%20M ask.txt

Viola was bitterly disappointed that this second child, like the first, was not an operant.
She began to reassess her marriage and saw her handsone husband in a new, nmuch less flattering
light. It seened clear to Viola that the neta shortconings of their children were a result of his
genetic input, and she felt increasingly stultified by the intellectual isolation of farmlife as
wel | . She becane withdrawn and cool to lan and began to exert her consi derabl e coercive power upon
him urging himto sell the airfarmand return to Edi nburgh with her and the children, so that
their daughter at |east might have a chance to reach her enornous nental potenti al

lan at first agreed. The farm was goi ng through an especially rocky period and he was
di scouraged and overworked. He would be able to get sonme kind of job Earthside, and Viola had
al ready been offered a good research position at her alma mater. But then lan's father Kyle
Macdonal d caught wi nd of what was about to happen, egged over to Beinn Bhiorach fromdyde, and in
an i npassi oned nan-to-man di al ogue managed to change his son's nind

Viola was thunderstruck when lan then flatly refused to sell den Tuath. Al of Msha's
war ni ngs about the inpossibility of an operant woman having a successful marriage with a norna
man now came hone to Viola. She finally | ooked at her husband with conplete objectivity ... and
deci ded that she no | onger |oved him

Less than a year after Dorothea's birth, Viola Strachan told lan Macdonal d that she was going
to divorce him She returned to Earth on an express starship, taking Kenneth and Dorothea wth
her. At first she nmoved in with her synpathetic nother-in-law Masha, who was then a full Professor
of dinical Metapsychology at the University of Edinburgh as well as a Magnate of the Concilium
Later Viola rented a townhouse of her own and the children were cared for during the day at a
nursery school

For the next four years Viola worked in the university's Departnent of Psychophysics together
with her ol der brother Robert Strachan and his wife, Rowan Grant, until all three of themwere
slain on a day that changed the history of the Galactic Mlieu

5

I SLAY, | NNER HEBRI DES, SCOTLAND,
EARTH, 26-28 MAY 2062

There were many other tourists at Dun Bhorairai g besides Professor MacG egor-Gawys and her party,
but all of themwere adults except Dee and Ken, and so the student archaeol ogi st who was their

gui de pitched her lecture at a rather rarefied | evel. The dun was an ancient stronghold on a knol
hi gh above the Sound of Islay. It had been extensively excavated and it featured a small nuseum
with dioramas and exhibits in addition to the partially restored ruins. The two children Iiked the
museum but they soon becanme bored by explanations of the diggings and wandered off by thensel ves.
Ken was eager to snoop through the rubble in hopes of finding some treasure that the scientists
had overl ooked. But Dee was feeling odd again, and all she wanted was to stand quietly at the edge
of the parapet, staring down the |long rough slope |leading to the seashore.

Even in bright sunlight, with the expanse of water shining and birds warbling in the heather
she could not escape the feeling that sonething very bad was going to happen. By instinct, she
connected the prenmonition with the strange aetheric atnosphere of Islay itself, which had made it
seem so much nore sinister than nei ghboring Jura when she had viewed both islands fromthe ferry.
She had never felt this way before, and it was very unpl easant.

Cl osing her eyes, she set about to delete the di sagreeable sensation with her new self-
redactive faculty. She greeted the invisible, silent angel, took up the proper box, opened it,
freed the soothing redness, and let herself float effortlessly upon it.

There, she said to herself. Now nothing can hurt nme. It's all right. Yes—

"Dee! Look at this! Dyou think it mght be ancient?"

The spell broke and her eyes flew open. It was Ken, holding what | ooked like a rusty bit of
crinkled wire under her nose.

She gave a cry of consternation. "I was trying to use ny new power and you spoiled it!"

Ken grimaced. "You fixing to upchuck agai n?"

"No! | just ... feel funny." She | ooked at him sidelong. "Don't you get weird vibes fromthis
pl ace?"

"No." He was clearly uninterested. "I'mgoing to show this doodah | found to the

archaeol ogist. It could be inportant.”

Snol dering with indignation, Dee watched himgo back toward the crowd of tourists. Boys! A
grungy ol d piece of wire was inportant—but she wasn't. It would serve Ken right if the terrible
t hi ng happened to him
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But as soon as the thought passed through her head, she repented of it. Not Kenny, she
prayed. Please, angel, don't |et anything happen to ny big brother

Her mal ai se was forgotten. She trotted off after him calling: "Wait for ne!"” She caught Ken
up just as the archaeol ogi st was exam ning his find and pronouncing it to be a hairpin of |ate-
twentieth-century vintage. The adults gathered round were | aughing and Ken's pal e features had
gone bright pink with enbarrassnent.

"Don't fash yuirsel', laddie," said a stout middl e-aged man wearing a marnal ade-col ored
sports jacket and trews in the gaudy Buchanan tartan. He was standing with Gran Masha and the
ot her menbers of the famly. "Losh, at least yuir een were sharp enow to identify the wee whatsit
as a human artefack. That's verra comendable.”

Gran Masha said, "How kind of you to say so, Evaluator. May | present ny grandson Kenneth
Macdonal d and his sister Dorothea ... Children, this is Evaluator Throma' el oo Lek, who is a
Visiting Fellow in Forensic Metapsychol ogy at Edi nburgh University. He is also here on a holiday
visit."

Dee said "How do you do" and shook the Evaluator's very clamry hand. But Ken stared at him
dunbf ounded.

"Kennet h!" Mumm e chided him "Your manners."

Wth great reluctance, the boy held out his hand. After the greeting had been exchanged, the
Eval uat or wi nked and sai d: "Noo, that wasna sae gruesonme, was it?" Then he exchanged a few nore
jovial words with Gran Masha and took his | eave, saying he was on his way to visit the usquebaugh
wor ks.

"What a surprise, finding himhere,
groundcar, a spaci ous blue Audi

Robbi e | aughed. "Not really, when you consider that Islay is probably the npst renowned
producer of single nalts on Earth. It would be odd if old Lek and his ilk didn't rmake the
pi |l gri mage."

Ken was still |ooking shocked. Dee stared after the departing Evaluator. There was sonething
creepy about him But what? He | ooked very old, but lots of people didn't want to be rejuvenated
Was it his fakey use of Scots dial ect when he was obviously not Scottish at all?

"What do you say we follow Throma' el 00' s exanpl e?" Robbi e suggested. "There's plenty of tine
to visit the Bownore establishnment before we're due at Finlaggan for this evening' s festivities.

It would be a pity if we didn't come hone fromlslay with a few well -aged souvenirs." Wen his
stern-faced sister |ooked as though she were about to object, he [aughed. "Ch, cone on, Vi.
Lighten up. It isn't as though the bairns were going to absorb the product by oz-bl oody-nosis."

"Unl ess the gene is donminant," Viola said bitterly. "Ch ... very well. If Masha can stand it,
so can |."

They clinbed into the car, the professor spoke the destination, and they drove off. Wat with
the strange old man and the inconprehensi bl e byplay anong the adults, Dee felt totally nystified
But Ken was sitting in the front seat between Mummi e and Gran and there was no way she could
question himabout what was going on w thout the grownups hearing, and she was too proud to admt
her ignorance to them So she sat back and | ooked out of the wi ndow while the car traveled at a
sedat e pace al ong the narrow roads, headi ng sout hwest and eventually reachi ng Lochi ndaal, the
great armof the sea that nearly divided Islay in twd. The threatening feeling Dee had experienced
at the dun had vani shed.

Bowrore, the unofficial capital of the island, was a tidy village with slate-roofed white
houses and an unusual round church at the head of its broad main street. On the southern outskirts
of town was sone kind of sizable factory with shiny onion-shaped "pagodas" towering above its
bui | dings. A peculiar odor filled the air, and when Dee asked what it was, Masha replied crisply.
"Burning peat, fermenting barley water ... and fine single-nmalt Scotch. W are going to tour one
of the places where |Islay whisky is made, because liquor fromthis small island is faned
t hroughout the entire Gal axy."

At first Dee enjoyed the Bownore Distillery tour very nuch. The pagodas turned out to be
ventilators on top of peat-fired kilns for roasting nalted barley. In another building they
wat ched the sweet-snelling dried malt ground up and turned into porridge. Sugary |iquid drained
off the porridge was nmixed with yeast, and fermentation eventually turned the sugar water to a
ki nd of barley beer having a | ow percentage of al cohol. This was carefully heated to concentrate
the spirits through distillation.

Dee was especially intrigued by the stillroomwith its huge copper vessels shaped |ike gnone
hats. Nunbers of other trippers were staring at the stills as well. The things were very old, and
the tour guide began an el aborate explanation of how they operated ... but suddenly Dee could no
| onger hear him

Rowan sai d. They all began heading back to their rented
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It was back.

The threat of inpending danger had abruptly returned. Even worse, Dee felt something prying
at her mnd, sonething cold and horrid and fearfully powerful, quite different fromany human
coercive-redactive prober she had ever encountered. She froze where she stood, unable to call out
to Mummi e or the other grownups who stood several neters away listening to the guide. There was
only her brother close by, and four or five innocent-I|ooking strangers.

Then she saw them

They were | urking anongst a group of human beings who had just entered the stillroom the
three G fromthe ferryboat! In a flash she understood everything. Her fear turned to hot anger
and indignation. She gave a mighty nental push, banishing the woul d-be intruder from her head,

t hen poked her brother and whi spered, "Kenny, |ook! Those awful Big Birds are here."
"So what?" he nuttered. He had been unusually quiet ever since they had | eft Dun Bhorairaig.
"They're trying to probe ny mind and they're making me feel all spooky. | think they were

sneaki ng about on the dun, too! If they keep following me, the holiday will be spoiled."

"Why should the G follow you? You' re bonkoid! Wat's the matter—are you afraid they'll tell
Mummi e about your new power ?"

Dee shook her head. "It's not that at all. |'ve felt that sonething bad was goi ng to happen

ever since we got to Islay. And just now sonebody really, really strong was trying to dig into ny
mnd! It's not one of the True People. It felt different. So it must be an exotic—

Ken grasped her arm and squeezed an urgent warning. "Shh! Pipe down. Didn't you know? There's
anot her nonhuman here on the tour with us! Over there. That geeky professor or whatever he is that
Gran Masha nmade us shake hands with. It nmust be himdrilling at your m nd-screen.”

Dee foll owed her brother's eyes and saw the nan dressed in the orange nebulin sports jacket
and funny pants. He was staring up at the row of gigantic copper pot stills. The expression on his
face was one of religious awe.

Dee was bewi |l dered. "But he's just a grownup!”

"He's not," Ken said, with stark conviction. "He's a ruddy great thunping Krondaku G and
Master! Metacreatively disguised. They do that sonetinmes when they go prowling on other folks
pl anets and don't want to be recognized."

Dee stared. Was it possible that that ordinary-Iooking person was actually a great warty
tentacl ed nonster with six eyes and a funnel nouth full of sharp fangs? She, |ike nost very young
Earthlings, was terrified by the suprenely intelligent exotic beings, whose coercive and mni nd-
probi ng powers were | egendary. "But why woul d a Krondaku care about ne?" she whi npered.

Ken shrugged A sly smle touched his pale lips. "Maybe he wants you for a snack."”

But Dee was having none of that. "The Krondaku don't eat people, silly!"

"Then nmaybe he wants you for a stupidity speci nen."

She very nearly punched him But that would have neant |osing control. She took a deep breath
i nstead and spoke with conpl ete cal mess, even though her eyes blazed with anger. "Now you listen
Kenny! |1'm not fooling. Sonmething really is nessing with my mnd."

Ken's attitude changed from nocking to sober in an instant. "You could tell Mumor G an
Masha, " he began. But his tone was dubious. He knew that the Eval uator nmust be a very inportant
person, not to be lightly accused of the unauthorized nmental probing of a child. Everyone knew
that was a serious crime under the laws of the Galactic Mlieu

"No." She shook her head stubbornly. "I'mnot even sure that he's the one. Maybe it's the
ag."

"I't could be your inagination."

"It"s real! It felt like the mnd-reamthe | atency therapists use, only ever so nuch
stronger. And exotic."

"I'f you say so. But | don't know what we can do about it—short of telling the oldies."

Dee's face had gone stony. "I'Il be all right. Woever's doing it, I'mnot going to let him
in. But—=

"What ?"

"Can | hold your hand?"

He sighed. "Gaw Wat a conpl ete dragola. You know what? You're turning into a faffing
beanbag. "

But he held on to her tightly until they were safely back in the car, and by then the queer
sensations had once agai n di sappeared.

Early in the evening they visited the expertly restored seat of the Lords of the Isles, built
on an island in Loch Finlaggan. It was both a nuseum and the scene of a "nedieval feast" presided
over by costunmed actors, with fourteenth-century entertai nment acconpanying the nmeal. Ken was very
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taken with the Macdonal d castle and its pageantry; but Dee found the anbi ance di sturbing and once
again felt unaccountably ill at ease, although this tine there was no outsider attacking her m nd-
screen.

Al'l throughout the feast she felt as though soneone were watching her. She whi spered her
suspicion to Ken and they studied the crowd of dinner guests carefully, but there was no sign of
the three G or the canoufl aged Krondaku. It was a relief to Dee when the bards sang their |ast
song and she and her family wal ked back to the car park across the torch-1it |ake causeway. The
feeling of danger nmelted away conpletely as they drove to Bridgend, where they spent the night in
a handsome inn.

On Saturday norning they hiked up to see the "G ant's Grave,"” an inportant prehistoric site
on Beinn Tart a' Mill. Then they visited the Museum of Islay Life in Port Charlotte, where there
were exhibits of sinple family dwellings ranging fromNeolithic huts to honesteadi ngs of the late
ni neteenth century. After that Masha, Viola, and Rowan drove off together to see the great Celtic
cross and the carved grave slabs at Kildalton Chapel while Robbie and the children attended a
lively little agricultural fair near Bowrore. Many of the other tourists (including the three G)
were also at the gathering, buying up island handicrafts and honenmade goodi es and wat chi ng
denonstrations of traditional folkways.

The fair turned out to be an occasion of pure fun for Dee. There was no trace of her forner
feeling of foreboding as she and her brother and her good-natured uncle mngled with the happy
cromd. Collie dogs showed off their shepherding skills; shaggy little Wst Highland cattle, lyre-
horned Ayrshires, and other panpered pet |ivestock were paraded before critical judges by their
proud owners; and there was an ol d-fashi oned shearing contest with hand clippers that denonstrated
the way wool was taken in the days before a sinple pill that tenporarily interrupted the hair-
growi ng cycl e caused sheep to drop their fleeces as neatly as unzipped fluffy coats.

After spending that night at the Dower House Hotel in Kildalton, they went on Sunday norning
to look at the little whitewashed cottage on the nearby Lochi ndaal seashore where their
gr andf at her Kyl e Macdonal d had been born in 2006. The place had | ong since passed out of the
fam |y and becone soneone's sunmer home. There was no possibility of going inside. Neverthel ess
Dee and Ken insisted upon getting out of the car and wal king round the | ocked and deserted
bui | di ng.

"Well, do be quick about it." Viola's irritation was plain. "G an Masha and your aunt and
uncle and | would nmuch rather have our picnic than sit here in the car waiting for you two."

"W won't be long," Dee said. "But we really want to see Grandad' s house."

It had never really cone home to the two children before that their grandnother had had a
husband and a fanily. Dee and Ken nostly thought of Gran Masha as a professor at the University
and a very inportant person—who coincidentally happened to be a rather jolly elderly relative.
That she could al so have been a wife to soneone naned Kyl e Macdonald and a nother to lan, their
nysterious father, was sonething they had never really thought about before.

"Grandad's on Cal edonia with Dad," Ken said. "He wites books. | heard Uncl e Robbie say so."
They were out of sight of the car, wal king through the house's back garden that faced the sea.

Pi nks and sandwort grew anidst the coarse grass, and the dog roses were in bloom Beyond the
strand, the w de sea-loch was al nost as cal mas green glass. The sky had becone hazy.

"Both Dad and Grandad are latent," Ken added in a |ow voice. "Like us. That's why Mum and
G an Masha never tal k about them"

"I wonder if Grandad wore a kilt when he was little and lived here?" Dee tried to peer into
one of the back wi ndows, but the interior of the house was too dark for her to see anything.

Ken gave a scornful laugh. "Not likely. He was born just before the Great Intervention. Kids
back then wore clothes pretty nuch like ours ..." He broke off, suddenly uncertain. "But | read
that people on Cal edonia wear kilts a lot, so maybe he does now. And Dad, too."

"I wonder if Grandad's nice? | really wish we could visit himand Dad. Do you think we ever
will?"

"Mumw || never take us. That's a dead cert."”

"No," Dee agreed gravely. "She thinks Earth is the best place to live."

"I"'mnot so sure about that. Wien | grow up, I'mgoing to go to Cal edonia and see for
nysel f."

"Take me with you!" Dee begged.

Bef ore Ken could reply, his wist-communi cator peeped softly. Wth a sigh, he pressed the
RECEI VE pad. Mum s voice, incisive and not to be ignored, ordered the two of them back into the
car at once.

Suddenly Dee's eyes were fierce. Both her fists were clenched. "Kenny—pl ease! Pl ease promn se
you'll take ne to Cal edonia."
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"Stupid git," he said, but his voice was kind. "Onh ... all right. | promise. Now let's go
back to the car before Mum cones after us and starts frizzing our ears."

The last activity Masha had planned for them before they caught the | ate evening shuttle bus
back to the mainland was a picnic followed by a leisurely walk along the wild northwestern shore
of the island, where they would be able to explore the cliffs and sea-caves and perhaps catch
sight of sone rare birds. The car carried themnorth to the Guinart Flats that fornmed Islay's
narrow "wai st." Long ago the flats had been drained dry for crop planting, but now they had
reverted to their original wetland state and were set aside as a bird sanctuary.

"Islay once had over fifteen thousand people living on it," Gran Masha said, "and nuch of the
native wildlife was killed. But when the Great Intervention opened the way to the stars, many of
the inhabitants went away and hel ped to col oni ze new pl anets, just as human beings in other parts
of the Earth did. Those who still live here on Islay are very careful to take good care of the
land and the plants and aninmals, so that the island will renmain beautiful forever."

"Did sone of the people who went away go to the planet Cal edoni a?" Dee asked.

"Yes," Gran Masha said shortly. Then she changed t he subject, and began tal ki ng about the
Battle of Guinart.

By now, everyone—even Ken—had already read the story of the Kilnave Fiend fromthe book that
Dee had picked up on the ferry. (But when Robbie Strachan checked with Islay Tel ecom there was no
listing for subscribers named John Quentin or Magdal a MacKendal, so Dee was all owed to keep the
pl aque.) Viola had been very dubious about the tale of the Fiend. She had taken the tine to
consult with the Keeper of the Islay Miseum and found out that there was no evi dence what soever
that the dwarf known as the Dubh Sith, a genuine historical character, had been responsible for
the fiery massacre of the MaclLeans. As for the notion that the Kilnave Fiend still stalked the
moors dealing fiery death to the unwary, the Keeper had | aughed and called it sensational rubbish
Viola had said that she suspected as much, and she used the occasion to |ecture the children on
the virtue of healthy skepticism

They spent a brief time |ooking over the scene of the 1598 battle, a glistening spread of
salt marsh alive with waterfow . Dee entered the birds that she could recognize into her Day List
of species observed. Then the car headed up the road on the west side of Loch Guinart toward
Kil nave. After about five kiloneters they cane to a discreet notice board on their right that
directed themdown a short dirt track to a roofless stone church overl ooking the sandy shal | ows.
Everyone got out of the car, and Aunt Rowan took her canera and nade a Tri-D video as they
explored the scene of the ancient atrocity.

The church of St. Nave was built of massive gray slabs stained with yellow |lichen. A stone
cross with dimcarvings stood outside. Dee hated the place, in spite of the colorful wild-flowers
that surrounded it. Her earlier feeling of uneasiness had returned nore strongly than ever during
the drive north. She refused to go inside the decayi ng stone-arched door of the ruin, which
rem nded her of a nouth with snaggleteeth, and she was the first to clinb back into the car when
G an Masha said it was tine to nove on

Beyond Kil nave the road | ed past sone abandoned farnstead-ings and then turned inland, away
from Loch Guinart, and skirted Loch Ardnave, a snall body of freshwater that was alive with
nesting ducks and grebes. They stopped briefly so that Dee could enter the birds in her notebook.
Eventual |y they reached the road's end at the sea, where there were several stone picnic shelters
in niches anong the sand dunes of Traigh Nostaig. Two ot her groundcars were in the parking area
and a few people were visible down by the shore. The sky had partly clouded over again and great
waves were crashing onto the beach: But it was pleasant inside their shelter, where Aunt Rowan and
Uncl e Robbi e unpacked the lunch and set it out on the salt-bleached wood of the rustic table. A
flock of gulls i mediately appeared, evidently having designs on the food, and sone of the bol der
bi rds began buzzi ng the picnic grounds.

Ken set out to chase them but Gran Masha urged himto sit down and then used her strong
coercion to shoo the pests away. Dee got out her bird plaque, ran through the gull pictures until
she identified the correct species, then soberly entered themin her Day List with a tap of her
fingernail: HERRI NG GULL. GLAUCOUS GULL. COMMON GULL. LESSER BLACK- BACKED GULL. LITTLE GULL.

"Very good." Viola nodded in approval. "And do you see that |arge, dark bird soaring above
t he sea?”

"Yes, Mumm e."

"I't's a ponarine skua. Rather uncomon. Find it in your book."

oedi ently, Dee pressed the plaque's upper right-hand corner until the image of the narine
pr edat or appear ed—

And then it happened agai n.
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Dee's face froze into a blank nmask. The m nd-prober was back! This tine the digging was very
gentl e and cautious and she al nost had not noticed it. Once she did, she had no trouble resisting
the woul d-be intruder. But Mummie nustn't know

"Well, aren't you going to enter the bird?" Viola asked rather testily.
"But—but | have to identify it nyself to put it on the list. And | can't see it well enough
to be sure it's not a gray allan or sone other kind of skua. You forgot, Mummie ... | don't have

farsight.” Hold fast! The mind-prober can't get in. Angel! Help nme keep ny barrier strong!

Uncl e Robbie pulled a little pair of binoculars out of his jacket pocket. "Use these, |ass.
My own farsight's nothing special, and | always carry them when birding."

Dee peered blindly through the glasses and then silently tapped the plaque. POVARI NE SKUA
appeared on the checklist.

"I'mglad that's finally official." Viola snmled tightly. "Shall we eat?"

The hotel had packed sandwi ches of |slay cheese and thin-sliced roast beef spread with
crunchy mustard. There were also celery and carrot sticks, crisp green New Zeal and appl es, and
gi ngerbread. The children drank cold nmilk, and a Zojirushi bottle brewed sweet hot tea for the
adults at the touch of a button. After they had finished eating they got their daypacks fromthe
car, and then Gran Masha programed the vehicle and sent it away on autopilot. They would find it
waiting for themat the end of the hike.

"Do you think we'll be able to visit the old MacG egor place when we get to Sanai gnore?" Aunt
Rowan asked

Masha shook her head. "I inquired at the hotel this norning. The farmis privately owned and
not open to the public. But we can see it fromthe cliffs and perhaps get a closer | ook when we
return to the car." She buckled her small pack. "Well, let's be off."

No one noticed that Dee had eaten al nost nothing. She put on her own daypack |ike a person in
a trance, paying no attention to the shorebirds running about on the strand. The ni nd-prober was
still slyly at work.

Later, Dee would renmenber very little of the first hour or so of the hike, during which the
assault on her nmind continued. Then, to her great relief, it stopped. She was still safe behind
her strong blue arnmor and now she felt much I ess frightened. Whoever the prober was, he could not
get in. Dee was very proud of herself and when she was able, she told Ken all about her nenta
vi ctory.

"I"'monly five years old," she boasted, "but |I'm strong.

"Then carry ny pack," Ken denanded.

She only stuck her tongue out at himand ran of f ahead of everyone al ong the rough, high
shore, saying the triunphant words over and over again to herself:

I"'mstrong |'mstrong |'m strong!

The path dipped to cross a little burn in a rocky hollow, and it was there that Dee saw
sonet hi ng novi ng anong the tunbl ed boul ders and stopped short. She thought at first it was an
ani mal and eagerly pulled Uncle Robbie's binoculars fromher anorak pouch to get a good | ook at
it.

It was not an ani nmal .

Scranbling faster than a nonkey, it whisked into a crevice between two huge rocks al nost as
soon as she got it into focus. But she had seen it clearly for the nmerest instant: a person nearly
as snall as her brother Ken, having bandy |legs and arns that were disproportionately | ong. He was
dressed in black clothes and he had frowsy bl ack hair and a bl ack beard.

The Dubh Sith.

No! It's only a story! He can't be real. Ch, ange

The adults and Ken found her standing petrified, with the binoculars still held to her eyes.
"Have you di scovered sonething interesting, Dody?" Minm e inquired.
Slowy, she |lowered the glasses. "I thought—but it's gone now, whatever it was." She handed

the binocul ars back to Uncl e Robbie, keeping her renewed fear carefully conceal ed behi nd her
mental mask. Fromthen on she wal ked close to the adults, and now and then she stopped and quickly
turned around to scan the | andscape behind them But there was never anyone there.

They canme to a nedi umsized sea-cave full of nesting rock doves and di scovered t he nost
interesting bird they had yet seen. It was a |arge gyrfal con perched on a nearby rock, watching
the doves fly in and out of the cave. Dee was enchanted as she viewed it through the binocul ars.
She had watched Tri-Ds about these rare birds and she had seen a live gyrfal con of the dark-
colored Icelandic race once before, at a considerable distance. But this was a G eenl and
gyrfalcon, nearly white.

Abruptly the splendid bird of prey took wi ng, soaring high above the sea, and a nonent |ater
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it was back al nost overhead. It stooped, diving with incredi ble speed, and seized one of the
hapl ess doves in a shocking explosion of feathers. Then it flew off seaward with the Iinp body,
headi ng toward sone skerries that thrust darkly fromthe foam ng breakers.

Dee slowy let out the breath she had been hol ding. The beautiful bird had killed in order to
eat. She knew fal cons did that, but never before had she seen it happen right before her eyes. It
saddened her that sone creatures should be born to kill, should need the Iives of others in order
to survive thenselves. She entered both the rock dove and the gyrfalcon on her list, gave the
field gl asses back to Uncl e Robbie, and then wal ked al ong at his side, brooding.

People also killed aninmals for food. Wiy, the roast beef in their sandwi ches had once been
part of living cattle! Sonme of Dee's mates at kindergarten ate only vegetabl es out of respect for
animal |ife; but when Dee had spoken about this interesting idea to Munm e, she had only frowned
and called it sentinmental tomyrot and told Dee to finish her pork chop. O course, the donestic
meat animals didn't suffer at all when they died, the way the poor dove killed by the fal con nust
have.

O had it? 