ANOTHER WORD FOR MAP ISFAITH, by Christopher Rowe

The little drivers threw baggage down from the top of the bus and out from its rusty undercarriage vaullts.
Thiswasthe last stop. The road broke just beyond here, a hundred yards short of the creek.

With her fingertip, Sandy traced the inked ridge northeast along the map, then rolled the soft leather into
acylinder and tucked it insgde her vest. Shelooked around for her pack and saw it tumbled together with
the other Cartographers luggage at the base of a catapatree. Lucas and the others were sorting aready,
trying to lend their gear some organization, but the stop was atumult of noise and disorder.

The high country wind shrilled against the rush of the stony creek; disembarkees pawed for their
belongings and tried to make sense of the ddlicate, coughing talk of the unchurched little drivers. On the
other sde of thevaley, acrossthe creek, the real ridge line—the geology, her father would have said
disdainfully—stabbed upstream. By her rough estimation it had rolled perhaps two degrees off the angle
of itswrit mapping. Lucas would determine the exact discrepancy later, when he extracted his
instruments from their feather and wax paper wrappings.

"Thirdworld bullshit,” Lucas said, walking up to her. “ The trangit services people from the university
paid these little schemers before we ever climbed onto that deathtrap, and now they're asking for the
fare” Lucas had been raised near the border, right outside the last town the bus had stopped at, in fact,
though heid dismissed the notion of vigiting any family. His patience with thelocasraninverseto his
familiarity with them.

"Doesthis count asthe third world?’ she asked him. “ Doesn't there have to be agenerd for that? Rain
forestsand sted ruins?'

L ucas gave his hdf-grin—not quite a smirk—acknowledging her reduction. Cartographers were famous
for their willful ignorance of socia expressonslike politicsand history.

"Carmen paid them, anyway,” hetold her asthey waked towards their group. “Probably out of her own
pocket, thanks be for wedlthy dilettantes.”

"Not fair,” said Sandy. “ She's as sharp as any student in the seminar, and a better hand with the plotter
than most post-docs, much less grad students.”

Lucas stopped. “| hatethat,” he said quietly. “I hate when you separate yoursalf; go out of your way to
remind me that you're ateacher and I'm a student.”

Sandy said the same thing she dways did. “1 hate when you forget it.”

* k x %

Agang dl odds, they were till meeting the timetabl e they'd drawn up back at the university, dl those
months ago. The bus pulled away in acloud of noxious diesd fumes an hour before dark, leaving its
passengersin amuddy camp dotted with fire rings but otherwise marked only by ahand lettered sign
pointing the way to aprimitivelatrine.

The handful of passengers not connected with Sandy's group had melted into the forest as soon asthey'd
found their packages (" Salt and sugar,” Lucas had said, “ They're backwoods people—hedge shamans
and survivaigs. Theres every kind of lunatic out here.") Thisleft Sandy to stand by and pretend authority
while the Forestry graduate student whose services sheld borrowed showed them all how to set up their
camps.

Carmen, naturally, had convinced the young man to demonstrate tent pitching to the others using her own
expendverig as an example. The olive-skinned girl sat in acamp chair folding an onionskin scroll back



on itself and writing in awood-bound notebook while the others struggled with canvas and willow poles.
"Keeping track of our progress?’ Sandy asked, easing herself onto the ground next to Carmen.

"I have determined,” Carmen replied, not looking up, “that we have traveled as far from ahot water
heater asis possble and still be within Christendom.”

Sandy smiled, but shook her head, thinking of the most remote places sheld ever been. “Davis?’ she
asked, watching her student's reaction to mention of that unholy town.

Carmen, aCalifornian, shuddered but kept her focus. “ Therésanava basein San Franciso, si? They've
got al the amenities, surely.”

Sandy considered again, thinking of cold campsin old mountains, and of muddy jungle townsten days
walk from the closest bus Station.

"Cape Canaverd,” shesad.

With quick, precise movements, Carmen folded atiny desktop over her chair's arm and spread her scroll
out flat. She drew apair of calipers out from her breast pocket and took measurements, pausing once to
roll the scroll afew turns. Findly, she gave asatisfied smile and said, “ Only fifty-five miles from Orlando.
We'reamost twice that from Louisville"

Sheld made the mistake Sandy had expected of her. “But Orlando, Sefiorita Reyes, is Catholic. And we
were spesking of Christendom.”

A dtricken look passed over her sudent'sface, but Sandy calmed her with exaggerated conspiratoria
looks left and right. “ Some of your fellows aren't so liberal as| am, Carmen. So remember where you
are. Remember who you are. Or who you're trying to become.”

Another reminder issued, Sandy went to see to her own tent.

* k% k %

The Forestry student gathered their wood, brought them water to recongtitute their freeze-dried camp
meals, then withdrew to his own tent far back in the trees. Sandy told him he was welcome to spend the
evening around their fire—"Y ou built it after dl,” sheld said—but held made a convincing excuse.

The young man pointed to the traveling shrine her students had erected in the center of their camp, pulling
awooden medallion from beneath his shirt. “That Christ you have over there, maam,” he said. “He's not
thisone, ishe?"

Sandy looked at the amulet he held, gilded and green. “What do you have there, Jesusin the Trees?’” she
asked, summoning dl her professional courtesy to keegp the amusement out of her voice. “No, that's not
the Christ we keep. WEll see you in the morning.”

They didn't, though, because later that night, L ucas discovered that the forest they were camped in wasn't
supposed to be there at al.

* * * %

Hed found an old agricultural map somewhere and packed it in with their little traveling library. Later, he
admitted that hed only pulled it out for study because he was il sulking from Sandy's clear sgnd he
wouldn't be sharing her tent that night.

Sandy had been leading the rest of the studentsin some prayers and thought exercises when Lucas came



up with hismoldering old quarto. “Tillage,” he said, not even bothering to explain himsdf before hed
foisted the book off on his nearest fellow. “ All the acreage this Side of theridge lineis supposed to be
under tillage”

Sandy narrowed her eyes, more than enough to quiet any of her charges, much less Lucas. “What's he
got there, Ford?’ she asked the thin undergraduate who now held the book.

"Hmmmm?’ said the boy; he was one of those who fdll ingtantly and dmost irretrievably into any text and
didn't look up. Then, at an ebow from Carmen, he said, “Oh! Thisis...” He turned the book over in his
hands, angled the spine toward one of the oil lampsand read, “ Thisis An Agricultural Atlas of Clark
County, Kentucky."

"County,” said Carmen. “ Old book, L ucas."

"Butit'swrit,” said Lucas. “There's nothing superseding the details of it and it doesn't contradict anything
€lse we brought about the error. Hell, it even confirmsthe error we cameto correct.” Involuntarily, al of
them looked up and over at the apostate ridge.

"But what's this about tillage,” Sandy said, giving him the opportunity to show off hisfind even if was
aready clear to her what it must be.

"See, these plot surveysin the appendices didn't get accounted for in the literature survey werre working
from. The book's listed as a source, but only as asupplemental confirmation. It's not just the ridge that's
wrong, it'sthe stuff growing down this Side, too. We're supposed to bein grain fields of somekind down
herein theflats, then it's pasturage on up to the summit line."

A minor find, sure, but Sandy would see that L ucas shared authorship on the corollary sheld file with the
university. Moreimportantly, it was an opportunity before the hard work of the days ahead.

"We can't do anything about the hillsides tonight, or any of the acreage beyond the creek,” shetold them.
“But asfor these glades here..."

It wasasmple exercise. Thefireswere easily set.

* * * %

In the morning, Sandy drafted aletter to the Dean of Agriculture while most of her students packed up
the camp. She had detailed afew of them to sketch the corrected valley floor around them, and she'd
include those visud notes with her ingtructionsto the Dean, dong with acopy of the writ map from
Lucas book.

"Read that back to me, Carmen,” she said, watching as L ucas and Ford argued over yet another volume,
this one dim and bound between paper boards. It was the same back country cartographer's guide shed
carried on her own first wilderness forays as agrad student. They'd need its detailed instructions on living
out of doors without the Tree Jesus boy to help them.

"By my hand,” read Carmen, “'l have caused these |ettersto be writ. Blessings on the Department of
Agriculture and on you, Dean. Blessings on Jesus Sower, the Christ you serve.’”

"Skip to the end, dear.” Sandy had little patience for the formdlities of academic correspondence, and
lessfor the pretense a holinessthe Agriculturdists made with their little fruiting Chridt.

"'So, then, it is seen in these texts that Cartography has corrected the error so far asin our power, and
now the burden is passed to you and your brethren to complete this holy task, and return the land to that
of Jesussvison.” Carmen paused. “Then you promise to remember the Dean in your prayersand al the



rest of the politesse.”

"Good. Everything observed. Make two copies and bring the official one to mefor sedling when you're
done."

Carmen turned to her work and Sandy to hers. The ashen landscape extending up the valley was il
except for some ribbons twisting in alight breeze. The ribbons were wax sedled to the parchment banner
her students had st at first light, the new map of the valley floor drawn in red and black against acream
background. Someone had found the the blackened disc of the Forestry student's medallion and leaned it
againgt the base of the banner's staff and Sandy wondered if it had been Carmen, prone to sentiment, or
perhaps L ucas, prone to vague gestures.

By midmorning, the students had readied their gear for the march up theridge line and Carmen had
dropped Sandy's package for the university in the mailbox by the bus stop. Before they hoisted their
backpacks, though, Sandy gathered them al for fellowship and prayer.

"The gymnasiums at the University have made usfit enough for thistask,” and here she made a playful
flex with her left arm, earning rolled eyesfrom Lucas and achuckle from therest. “The libraries have
given us the woodscraft we need, and the chapel s have given us the sustenance of our souls.”

Sandy swept her arm north to south, indicating the ridge. “When | was your age, oh so long ago—" and
apause here for another ripple of laughter, acknowledgment of her dud status as youngest tenured
faculty member at the university and youngest ordained minister in the curia. “When | wasyour age, |
was blessed with the opportunity to go to the Northeast, traveling the lands beyond the Susquehanna,
searching out error.”

Sandy smiled a the memory of those times—could they be ten years gone already?*| traveled with
men and women strong in the Lord, soldiers and scholars of God. There are many errorsin the
Northeast."

Maps so brittle with age that they would flake away in the cold winds of the Adirondack passes, so
faded that only the mightiest of prayerswould reved Jesusstrue intentionsfor Hisworld.

"But none here in the heartlands of the Church, right? Isn't that what our parish prieststold us growing
up?’ The students recognized that she was beginning to teach and nodded, murmured assent.

"Chridians, there is error here. Thereis error right before our eyes!” Her own students weren't adifficult
congregation to hook, but she was gratified nonetheless by the gleam she caught in most of their eyes, the
cdls, louder now, of “Yes!” and “l seeit! | seetheliel”

"l laid down my protractor, friends, | know exactly how far off north Jesus mapped thisridgelineto lay,”
she sad, sweeping her arm in agreat arc, taking in the whole horizon, “ And that ridge line Sns by two
degrees!”

"May aswell betwo hundred!” said Carmen, righteous.

Sandy raised her hand, stopped them at the cusp of celebration instead of loosing them. “Not yet,” she
sad. “It'stonight. It'stonight well sng down the glory, tonight well make thisworld the way it was

* * * %

The march up theridge line did not go as smoothly as Sandy might have wished, but the ddays and false
garts weren't totally unexpected. She'd known Lucas—a country boy after all—would take the lead, and



sheld guessed that he would dead-end them into a crumbling gully or two before he picked theright route
through the brambles. If held been some kind of natural-born hunter he would never have found his way
to the Lord, or to education.

Ford and hisfriends—all of them destined for lecture halls and libraries, not fieldwork—made the classic,
the predicted mistake sheld specificaly warned against in the rubric sheld distributed for the expedition.
“If we're distributing 600 pounds of necessities across twenty-two packs,” she asked Ford, walking
easly beside him as he Struggled aong agametrail, “ how much weight does that make each of us
responsible for?!

"A little over twenty-seven pounds, maam,” he said, wheezing out the reply.

"And did you caculate that in your head like amathematician or did you remember it from the syllabus?’
Sandy asked. She didn't presstoo hard, the harshness of the lesson was better imparted by the straps
cutting into his shoulders than by her words.

"I remembered it,” Ford said. And because he redlly did have the makings of agreat scholar and great
scholars are nothing if not owners of their own errors, he added, “ It wasin the same paragraph that said
not to bring too many books."

"Exactly,” she said, untying the leather cords at the top of his pack and pulling out a particularly heavy
looking volume. She couldn't resist looking at the title page before dropping it into her own pack.

"Unchurched Tribes of the Chiapas Highlands: A Bestiary. Think well makeit to Mexico on thistrip,
Ford?’ sheasked him, teasing alittle.

Ford's faced reddened even more from her attention than it had from the exertions of the climb. He
mumbled something about migratory patterns then leaned into the hike.

If most of the students were meeting their expectations of themselves and one another, then Carmen's
sprightly, sure-footed bounding up thetrail was a surprise to most. Sandy, though, had seen the girl in the
gym far more frequently than the other sudents, most of whom barely met the minimum number of vigts
per week required by their advising committees. Carmen was as much an athlete as herself, and the lack
of concern the girl showed about dirt and insects was refreshing.

So it was Carmen who summitted first, and it was her that was looking northeast with a stunned
expression on her face when Sandy and L ucas reached the top side by side. Following Carmen's gaze,
Lucas cursed and cdled for help in taking off his heavily laden pack before he began unrolling the oilcloth
casesof hisingtruments.

Sandy smply pursed her lips and began amental review of her assets: the relative strengths and
weaknesses of her students, the number of daysworth of suppliesthey carried, the nature of the curia
designed-instrumentsthat L ucas exhibited anaturd affinity for controlling. She began to nod. Shed
marshaed more than enough strength for the smple tectonic adjustment they'd planned, she could et her
own unquestionable faith againgt thisnew chdlengeif it reveaed any deficiencies among her sudents. She
would make a show of asking their opinions, but she already knew that this was a challenge she could
mest.

Ford findly reached the top of the ridge line, not so much climbing as ssumbling to the rocky areawhere
the others were gathering. Once he looked up and around, he said, “The survey team that found the error
in the ridge's orientation, they didn't come up here."

"They were specifically scouting for projects that the university could handle,” said Sandy. “If they'd been



up here, they would have called in the Misson Service, not us.”

Spread out below them, ringed in tilled fields and dusted with a scattering of wooden fishing boats, was
an unmapped lake.

* * * %

Sandy set Ford and the other bookish scholarsto cataloguing al of the texts they'd smuggled along so
they could beintegrated into her working bibliography. She hoped that one of them was currently
distracted by waterways the way that Ford was distracted by fauna.

L ucas st their observation instruments on tripodsin an acceptably devout semicircle and Sandy
permitted two or three of the othersto begin preliminary sight-line measurements of the lake's extent.

"It turns my stomach,” said Lucas, peering through the brass tube of afidd glass. “1 grew up seeing the
worst kind of blasphemy, but | could never imagine that anyone could do something like this"

"Y ou need to work on that,” said Sandy. L ucas was talking about the |andscape festure crosshaired in
the glass, aclearly artificid earthworks dam, complete with aretractable spillway. “ Missionaries see
worse every day."

Lucasdidn't react. HEd never abandoned his ambition, even after sheld laughed him down. Our sisters
and brothersin the Mission Service, shed said with the authority that only someone who'd | eft that
order could muster, make up in the pretense of zeal what they lack in scholarship and access to the
divine. Anyone can move a mountain with whips and shovels.

The sketchers showed her their work, which they annotated with Lucas count and codification of
architectura structures, fencelines, and crops. “Those are corn cribs,” he said. “ That's ameeting house.
That'samill."

Thiswasthe kind of thing sheld told him he should concentrate on. The best thing any of them had to
offer wasthe overlay of their own personal ranges of unexpected expertise onto the vast body of
accepted Cartography. Lucas's barbaric background, Ford's hol ographic memory, Carmen's cultured
scribing. Her own judgment.

"They're marmotas!” said Ford. They dl looked up a where held been awkwardly turning the focus
whedl on one of the glasses. “Likein my book!” He wasn't oneto flash atriumpha grin, which Sandy
gppreciated. She assented to the line of inquiry with anod and he hurried over to the makeshift shelf that
some of hisfriends had been using to stack books while they wrote their list.

The unchurched dl looked dike to Sandy, differing only in the details of their dress, modes of
trangportation, and to what extent the curia allowed interaction with them. In the case of thelittle drivers,
for example, tacit permission was given for commercia exchange because of their ancient control of the
buslines. But shéld never heard of marmotas, and said so.

"They're caled ‘rooters around here,” said Lucas. “1 don't know what Ford's on about. I've never heard
of them having alake, but they've dways comeinto the villages with their vegetables, so far as| know.”

"Not dways,” said Carmen. “ There's nothing about any unchurched lineagesin the glosses of the maps
we're working from. They're as new asthat lake."

Sandy recognized that they were in an educable moment. “ Everybody come here, let's meet. Let'shave a
class”

The students maneuvered themsdlves into the flatter ground within the horseshoe of instruments,



spreading blankets and pulling out notebooks and pens. Ford lay his bestiary out, a place marked about
athird of theway through with the bright yellow fan of afalen gingko lesf.

"Carmen's brought up agood point,” said Sandy, after they'd opened with aprayer. “Therésno
Cartographica record of these diggers, or whatever they're called, dong theridgeline.”

"l don't think it matters, necessarily, though,” said Carmen. “There's no record of the road up to the bus
stop, either, or of Lucas' village. ‘ Towns and roads are thin scrims, and outside our purview.’”

Sandy recognized the quote as being from the autobiography of aradica cleric intermittently popular on
campus. It wasfar from writ, but not heretica by any stretch of the imagination and, besides, sheld had

her own enthusiasmsfor colorful doctrina interpretations when she was younger. She was disappointed
that Carmen would let her tendency toward error show so plainly to the others but let it pass, confident

that one of the more conservative sudents would addressit.

"Road building doesn't affect landscape?’ asked Lucas, on cue. “The Mapmaker used road buildersto
cut canyons dl over the continent. Ford, maybe Carmen needs to see the cutlines on your contour maps
of the busroutes.”

Before Ford, who was looking somewhat embarrassed by the exchange, could reply, Carmen said, “I'm
not talking about the Mapmaker, Lucas, I'm talking about your family, back in the village we passed
yesterday."

"Easy, Carmen,” said Sandy. “We're getting off task here. The question at hand isn't whether there's
eror. Theerror isclear. We can fed the moisture of it on the breeze blowing up the hill right now.” Time
to shift directions on them, to turn them on the right path before they could think about it.

"The question,” she continued, “ishow much of it we plan to correct.” Not whether they'd correct, don't
leave that option for them. The debate she'd let them have was over the degree of action they'd take, not
whether they'd take any at dl.

The more sophisticated among them—Ford and Carmen sure, but even Lucas, to his credit—ingtantly
saw her tack and looked at her with eyebrows raised. Then Lucas reverted to type and actually dared to
sy something.

"We haven't prepared for anything like this. That lake is more than amile across a its broadest!"

"A mileacross, yes,” sad Sandy, dismissvey. “Carmen? What scale did you draw your sketch of the
valey in?'

Carmen handed her a sheaf of papers. “ 24K to one. Isthat al right?"

"Good, good,” said Sandy. She smiled a Ford. “ That'sa conversion even | candoinmy head. So ... if |
compare the size of the dam—" and she knitted her eyebrows, caculating. “If | compare the dam to the
ridge, | seethat the ridge we came to move is about three hundred timesthe larger.”

Everyone began talking at once and at cross purposes. A gratifying number of the sudentswere smply
impressed with her cleverness and seemed relaxed, sure that it would be a smple matter now that they'd
been shown the problem in the proper perspective. But Carmen was scratching some numbersin the dirt
with the knuckle of her right index finger and Ford was flipping through the appendix of one of his books
and Lucas...

Lucas stood and looked down over the valley. He wasn't looking at the lake and the dam, though, or
even a the village of the unchurched creatures who had built it. He was looking to hisright, down the



eagtern flank of the ridge they stood on, down thefluvia valley towards where, it suddenly occurred to
Sandy, he'd grown up, towards the creek side town they'd stopped in the day before.

Ford raised his voice above an argument held been having with two or three others. “Ian't therea
question about what that much water will do to the topography downstream? | mean, | know hydrology's
apretty knotty problem, theologically speaking, but we'd have aclear hand in the erosion, wouldn't we?
What if the floodwaters subside off ground that's come unwrit because of something that we did?"

"That is aknotty problem, Ford,” said Sandy, looking Lucas straight in the eye. “What's the best way to
solveadifficult knot?"

And it was Lucas who answered her, nodding. “ Cut through it.”

* k x %

Later, while most of the students were meditating in advance of the ceremony, Sandy saw Carmen
moving from glassto glass, making minute focusing adjustments and triangulating different views of the
lake and the village. Every so often, she made aquick visual notein her sketchbook.

"It's not productive to spend too much time on the side effects of an error, you know,” Sandy said.

Carmen moved from one instrument to the next. “I don't think it'sal that easy to determinewhat'saside
effect and what's ... okay,” she said.

Sandy had lost good students to the distraction she could see now in Carmen. She reached out and
pivoted the cylinder down, so that its receiving lens pointed straight at the ground. “ There's nothing to see
down there, Carmen.”

Carmen wouldn't meet her eye. “1 thought I'd record—"

"Nothing to see, nothing to record. If you could go down and talk to them you wouldn't understand a
word they say. If you looked in their little huts you wouldn't find anything redemptive; therés no cross
hanging inthewall of the meeting house, no Jesus of the Digging Marmots. When the water isdrained,
we won't see anything along the lake bed but mud and whatever garbage they've thrown in off their
docks. The lake doesn't have any secretsto give up. Y ou know that."

"Ford's books—"

"Ford's books are by anthropol ogists, who are halfway to being witch doctors asfar as most respectable
scholars are concerned, and who keep their accreditation by dint of the fact that their field notes are
good intelligence sources for the Mission Service. Ford reads them because he's got an overactive
imagination and he likes stories too much— ots of students in the archive concentration have those
fallings. Most of them grow out of it with alittle coaxing. Like Ford will, he'stoo smart not to. Just like
you're too smart to backdide into your parents' religion and start looking for soulsto save where there
are no soulsto befound.”

Carmen took a deep breath and held it, closed her eyes. When she opened them, her expression had
folded into acquiescence. “It isnot the least of my sinsthat | force you to spend so much time counsdling
me, Reverend,” she sad formdly.

Sandy smiled and gave the girl afriendly squeeze of the shoulder. “ Curiosity and empathy are hedlthy,
and vauable, sefiorita,” she said. “But you need to remember that there are proper channelsto focus
these thingsinto. Prayer and study are best, but drinking and carousing will doinapinch.”

Carmen gave anervous laugh, eyeswidening. Sandy could tell that the girl didn't fed entirely comfortable



with the unexpected direction of the conversation, which was, of course, part of the strategy for handling
backdiders. Y oung peoplein particular were easy to refocus on band and harmless“sins’ and away
from thoughts that could actualy be dangerous.

"Fetch the others up here, now,” Sandy said. “We should set to it.”

Carmen soon had al twenty of her fellow students gathered around Sandy. L ucas had been down the
eastern dope far enough to gather some deadwood and now he struck it ablaze with aflint and stedl from
histrave kit. Sandy crumbled ahandful of incenseinto the flames.

Ford had been named the seminar's lector by consensus, and he opened histext. “ Blessed are the
Mapmakers...” he said.

"For they hunger and thirst after righteousness,” they al finished.

Then they dl fdl to prayer and singing. Sandy turned her back to them—congregants more than students
now—and opened her heart to theland below her. She felt the effrontery of the unmapped lakelike a
caul over her face, aredtriction on the land that prevented breath and life.

Sandy showed them how to test the prevailing winds and how to bank the censersin chevrons so that the
cleansing fireswould fall onto the gppropriate points aong the dam.

Findly, she thumbed an ashen symbol onto every wrist and forehead, including her own, and lit the oils of
the censer primorus with a prayer. When the hungry flames began to beam outward from her censer, she
softly repeated the prayer for emphasis, then nodded her assent that the rest begin.

The dam did not burst in a spectacular explosion of mud and boulders and waters. Instead, it atrophied
throughout the long afternoon, wearing away under their prayers even astheir voices grew hoarse.
Eventudly, the dammed river itself joined its voice to theirs and speeded the correction.

The unchurched in the valley tried for afew hoursto pull their boats up onto the shore, but the muddy
expanse between the water and their lurching docks grew too quickly. They turned their attention to
bundling up the goods from their mean little houses then, and soon aline of them was snaking deeper into
the mountainsto the east, like aline of antsflesing a hill benesth alooking glass.

With theridgeto itswest, the valey fell into evening shadow long before the Cartographers camp. They
could till see below though, they could see that, as Sandy had promised Carmen, there were no secrets
reveded by the dying water.



