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PROLOGUE

The probe did cautioudy toward thefifth planet. All its sensors were extended to their fullest, sending
out wave after wave of careful eectronic questioning. Aside from the usual background whisperings of
interplanetary space, only adead silence returned. Neverthe ess, the probe remained tensdly dert, ready
to run a the dightest sign of hodtility.

It paused asif in surprise when it detected the five starships that hung in geosync orbit above the
cloud-speckled surface of the world it was approaching. A series of inquiriesin various modes and
frequenciesfailed to dicit any response. All five appeared to be dead lumps of orbiting meta. Four were
even partidly dismantled, showing gaping holesin their hulls. Only one, adead black monster, seemed
completely intact. Visua identification showed it to be a Class B Command Ship of adesign at least eight
hundred years old! The probe checked its memory cubesfor the exact call numbers and tried to contact
the ship's computer directly. Again, its efforts were met with atotd, deathlike silence.

More confidently now, the probe moved toward the planet. The Class B, which could have squashed
it as easlly as a human could squash an ant, remained totally inactive, perhaps even defunct. The four
Class F Arks (identification had findly been achieved despite their condition) that orbited with it were
empty—and didn't carry weaponry in any case. There were no indications of dangerous or hostile
activities anywhere within the system. Even the surface of the planet was quiet.

The probe took up a position behind the largest of the four moons. The light reflecting from the vast
icefieldsthat covered the satellite showed the intruder clearly for thefirst time. It was no more than forty
feet from end to end. Its center was dominated by alarge, dead black globe, somefifteen feet in
diameter. At either end, four more globes, equaly black, about five feet in diameter, clustered together.
In between the three groups stretched athin, weblike tracery of cables and girdersthat held the pieces
together.

Twice the probe followed the moon around the planet, dways keeping position onitsfar sde. The
third time around, the smaller globes detached themsdlves, one by one, moving dightly inward, to form a
loose ring just insde the orbit of the moon and keeping pace with it. Two more orbits and they began to
move closer and closer, tightening their ring, until they took up positionswell within the path of the
smallest, closest, and fastest of the four satellites.

Reaching their find orbits, they hung there slently for awhile. Then they began to chatter, sending
streams of information to the large globe that <till hid behind the moon. Every few revolutions, the heart of
the probe aimed its antenna outward and squirted a high-speed data-crammed message toward the Sars.

Deepininterstellar space, another antennareceived the messages. And dowly ahuge, dark shape
began to movein their direction.



PART ONE

In every serious philosophical question uncertainty extends to the very roots of the problem.
We must always be prepared to learn something totally new.
—L udwig Wittgengtein

"She's quiet as a suspension vault, Worship."

The tenson on the bridge relaxed just dightly, but every hand stayed poised over itsswitch. "An
sensors are operationa ?' The question came from the small, purple-robed man standing in the center of
the bridge area.

"Aye, aye. All functioning within Sx decimas of optima.”

"No sgn of eectromagnetic discharge?"

"Minor, Worship. Nothing that can't be accounted for by natural sources.”

"What about visble wave lengths on the night sde?"

"Margina. Something that appearsto be an active volcanic chain. Nothing indicating large population
clugers”

"How about the longer wave lengths? No radio a al?' queried atall, well-formed man in adeep blue
military uniform. He wore several medas on his chest and there was gold braid around the brim of his
cap.

"No, sir. Not a peep. Just random discharge from alarge storm centered over the northern continent
and minor whistles from afew others scattered here and there.”

"Evauation," demanded the man in the robe.

A young woman in abrown robe responded with acrisp, "Y es, Worship" and began to punch at
lighted squares on the console in front of her. After amoment she looked up. "Evauation, Worship. Point
four chance of human habitation. Class Three optima, Class One minimd.”

"Class Threg," he murmured. "Preindudtrid. Trangtiond, if | remember correctly.”

The woman nodded. "Y es, Worship. Approximately equivalent to Earth, Western European Sector,
around the turn of the nineteenth century A.D. That's, let's see," she punched quickly at the squares again,
"ummmm, about fourteen hundred years ago. Industry wasjust beginning. Small scae, family owned.
Most water powered. Some steam. Petrochemicas ill unused and ..."

"Weapons technology?" sngpped the military man.

"Ummmm ... well, Sr, primitive. Gunpowder-propelled missles. Muskets, cannons, nothing much
more than that. | don't even think they were repesating wegpons. But that's not my specidty.”

"No matter,” he dismissed her with awave, turning to face the man they al referred to as"Worship."

"Bishop Thwait,” he began with adight inclination of hishead, "if Y our Worship agrees, | think we
can stand down from full red dert. It seemsthat if thiscolony survivesat all, it's degenerated to the point
whereit offersno threet."

The bishop raised one white eyebrow and asked, "The flagship?”’

Immediately a second brown-robed figure at a console across the bridge responded. " Quiescent,
Worship. Seems dysfunctiond. All vital power readings zero. Evaluation: dead, Worship."

"Hmmmmmm. Well, then, yes, Admird, | agree. | think yellow dert is sufficient. Do you concur?”

The admird nodded. "Sufficient. Yes." Heturned to an orderly standing nearby. " Stand down from
full red dert, migter. Establish ydlow dert.”

"Aye, aye, Sr." The man waked over to aconsole, pressed down alever and spokeinto agrid.
"Now hear this. Now hear this. All hands stand down from full red dert. Stand down from full red dert.
Crew Block Two establish yellow dert. Crew Block Two establish yellow dert. That isdl.” Heturned to
the admira and sauted. " Sir, report crew standing down from full red dert. Report Crew Block Two
edablishing ydlow dert. Sr."

"Good. Worship, | think we should confer on this Situation and our planned course of action,



soonest. My cabin.”

"Agreed, Admird. The time seems propitious.” He turned and spoke to the robed figures who made
up about half of those manning the consoles scattered about the bridge area. "My children, you will stay
dert and on duty until relieved. Huron, | want the sensorsin farther, just within the atmosphere for severd
turns. Calmanor, break out the photo-probes and send them in for low-level scan. If thisisa Class
Three, that is about the only way wewill get any data short of landing. And remember, dl of you, collect
and correlate as much data as possible, as soon as possible. No guesses, no errors. Data.”

Although their eyes never left the dids and meters on their consoles, amurmur of obedience rose
from the robed ones. For amoment the little man stood and watched, amusing expression on his
sharp-featured face. Then helifted both handsinto the air, joining forefinger with forefinger, thumb with
thumb to form asinglelarge circle. “In the name of Redlity, in the name of the Circle, in the name of the
Power, in the name of Humanity," he pronounced with ritual solemnity. Even asthey continued to watch
their instruments, everyone on the bridge, robed and unrobed dike, raised their right hand, forming a
small circlewith forefinger and thumb and intoned, "So beit and so it shdl be." A dight pause, adight
satisfied nod, and the bishop turned and followed the admira from the room.

The cabin directly adjoined the bridge so they didn't have far to walk. "Care for anything, Andrew?"'
the admiral asked asthe bishop settled into one of the chairsin the front sitting room.

"No, Thomas, no thanks. A hit too early for me. But go ahead. | guessthe mgor strain of this
contact procedure rests on your shoulders. After dl, you arethe onein charge of fighting or running.”

"Huh," snorted the military man. "Not much of either here. No way to build a career contacting Class
Threes. If it'seven that! Damn. She did say only point four, right? Damn planet might beempty. | 'd
hoped for alittle action.”

"Likea Quarnon?' Andrew asked softly.

"Yes, damnit! Like Quarnon!™ the other man snapped back in sudden anger. "I know you priests
didn't approve of that action, but | still believe we had no choice. We had to smash those bastards before
they smashed us."

"But the whole planet, Thomas, the whole planet? Was that not abit extreme? It might have been
useful unburnt, you know."

"l logt two shipsin that battle," the admira answered grimly. "Good men, al of them. Damn near
bought vacuum myself." He paused, hisface harsh with remembered hatred and anger. "Bastards got
what they had coming to 'em. They asked for it."

Andrew Thwait, Bishop of the Power, looked carefully at the man who stood glaring down at him
over thetop of aglassfilled with thefinest whiskey Earth could offer. Thomas' Y amada, Admira of the
First Expeditionary Fleet, was aman of action and ambition. How el se could one explain the presence of
such a high-ranking officer aboard a scout ship? Thomas wanted to be in on the excitement, the contact,
the possible battle and subjugation of every new colony world they found. Unlike most other men of his
rank, he refused to stay behind a desk back with the rest of the fleet. Simple blood lust and a zest for
adventure demanded that he be out front, taking the risks and getting the thrills himself. Everyone called
him the Fighting Admird, and heloved it.

He'swell-suited for therole, Andrew thought. Tall, broad-shouldered, narrow-hipped, muscular,
handsome, he was everyone's vision of the brave soldier. His black hair was precisdly cut and seemed
amogt likeadark, shining hdmet. Two cam, midnight eyes challenged the world with an unwavering
gare. An aguiline nose, firm mouth, and strong chin completed his face and gave him the commanding
look of arecruiting-poster model or vid-program hero.

Y et he had faults, and serious ones, asfar as Andrew was concerned. First and foremost was his
strongly militaristic mind-set. For Thomas, every conflict, no matter how minor, took on the character of
total war. The only method he had for dealing with a problem was to destroy the cause of it.

Not that Bishop Thwait saw anything wrong with destroying one's enemies. Far fromiit. Killing was
often the smplest and the most efficient method. But Thomas liked killing in large quantities. He talked of
mega-deaths, even planet-deaths. And killing was dways the admird'sfirg, if not only, approach to the
solution of conflicts. The bastards always asked for it.



Actualy, the bishop redlized, thissmplistic view of the world was probably the result of the admira'’s
other fault: Put succinctly, Thomas waan' terribly bright. Oh, he wasintelligent enough in alimited way.
But obvioudy he hadn't been smart enough to enter the Templefor training in the Power.

Perhapsit wasthislack of red intelligence that accounted for Thomas's tendency to reduce every
question into one of "Surrender or | shoot." Perhaps he smply had a bloodthirsty nature. In either case,
the man utterly lacked subtlety. Histhoughtswent in straight lines ... and usudly ended in collisons. He
was incgpable of seeing that there were other ways of overcoming barriers than just smashing them
down.

Andrew sighed. And | have to be saddled with him as. my co-commander on this expedition, he
thought. I'd much rather have had Davidson, especidly for this particular Stuation. She was most
reasonable, for amilitary type, and capable of clever, subtle maneuvering. The Power awed her, or at
least she pretended it did, so she was quite tractable and open to suggestion. Altogether the sort of
person needed for this potentialy touchy contact. But no, Thomas had smelled glory and demanded it for
himsdlf. Ah, well, Andrew sighed mentally, there are ways. Thomaswill do. Not as pliable atool as
some, but he will do al the same. The Power always triumphs.

Devious bastard; the admira thought, returning Bishop Thwait's cool scrutiny over thetop of his
whiskey glass. They'redl devious, these priests of the Power. If | had the power they control ... Damn!
Whao'd need to be devious? Just demand what you want. If anybody objects ... zaaagp! All that science
at their command. Shit. The Power iswell named! Wonder what he's thinking right now?

Searching for some clue, he scrutinized the figure Sitting so camly before him. Theice blue eyeswere
ascold and closed as ever. The sharp, straight nose pointed to the grim line of amourn that indicated
decisveness and efficiency rather than emotiondity. The pae skin was smooth, unwrinkled, lacking either
smile or worry lines. Closdly cropped pure white hair completed an appearance that yielded nothing,
remaining cool and aoof. Long, dender handslay quietly in the lap of the purple robe. Beneath that robe,
the rest of the figure must be equaly spare and smple, Thomas thought. And tiny. The man was so tiny!
Bady fivefeet tal.

Physical szedidn't redly matter in apriest of the Power, though, and Thomas knew it. Brainswere
al that counted. Sheer intdlligence. And tiny little Bishop Thwait had more than his share. The man had
worked hisway up through the hierarchy by exercising acombination of pure brilliance and breathtaking
ruthless-ness. His schemes were so devious, so involute and multilayered, that no one over knew exactly
what he would do next, or why. All one could depend on was that the bishop would accomplish
whatever it was he set out to do and that anyone who stood in hisway was doomed.

And that's why the Committee sent me on this mission, he thought. Something's up when a bishop of
the Power, especidly Thwait, goes out on a scout ship to make contact. Something specia, something
worth keeping a close watch over. Perhaps even something that could be useful to the Committee, could
servein the struggle againgt the Power.

He frowned. But now I'm beginning to wonder. That planet's nothing. Oh, mayberich enoughin
resources. But hardly important enough to rate the attentions of abishop. It doesn't even look likethe
colony madeit, might not even have any human life at al. Strange, he mused. Very strange. Because I'm
sure Andrew was expecting something. Ordinarily he's as cool as deep vacuum. But he was excited
about this contact. He even |ooked nervous on the bridge just now, picking and fiddling with the deeve of
hisrobe.

Damn it, there's got to be something here! | smelted it. | knew it. What the hdll isit?

The bishop cleared histhroat. "Ummmm, Thomas. | think we should proceed with caution. | know
there are no Sgns of activity, hogtile or friendly, on the planet, and that the flagship seemsto be
incapacitated. But et me urge care even now. Until we are sure that what seemsto betrueisindeed so."

Sitting opposite the bishop, Admird Y amadatook along, thoughtful sip from hisglass. "How long?*

"Oh, wdll, severd turnsto establish al the basic parameters. Then, say, forty-eight standardsfor an
anadyss, perhaps another forty-eight for full evaluation. By that time we should be ready to set up a
definite plan for contact with whatever Pilgrims have survived on the surface.”

"If any've survived. Hell, Andrew, we don't have to wait that long. Even if any of 'em did makeit,



they've got nothing to match us. Easiest thing isto find some big population center, blast it, and lay down
thelaw to 'em. No need for dl thisandysis and evduation nonsense.”

Andrew rested his elbows on the arms of the chair, steepled hislong fingers, their tipsjust touching
his nose, and gazed abstractedly at the floor. " Perhaps, perhaps not, Thomas, but, you see, there may be
afew things about this particular pilgrimage you do not know."

His eyeslifted and met the admird'sfor afew moments of cool appraisa. "I take it you have read the
briefing on this planet? Good. Then you know the leader of the pilgrimage fleet was a man named Arthur
Nakamura, afull fleet admird.

"What you aren't aware of, because it wasn't in the report, is that Nakamurawas a High Master of
the Universd Way of Zen."

Thomas|ooked surprised. "A military man and somekind of priest?’

The bishop smiled. "Not asimpossible asit sounds. Before the Readjustment many strange religions
abounded on Earth. Zen was one of them. And there was nothing in their tenets to keep aman from
combining warfarewith high rdigious office.

"Huh. Sounds sensbleto me.”

"Hmmmmmmm, yes. Well, the Zenists were one of the most stubborn groups opposing the
Readjustment, Thomas. There are none left on Earth. We had to readjust them all. Terribleloss, redly.
Many were quite brilliant.”

The admira shuddered inwardly. And they call us bloodthirsty, he thought. They "readjust” their
enemies, destroy their minds, turn them into dobbering, pissing, shitting hulksthat starve to death because
they haven't enough senseleft to feed themselves. That's civilized, clean, scientific; in keeping with the
Power. Because some damn machine of theirs doesthe dirty work for them. Hell. At least | give my
enemies aclean, quick, honorable degth.

"Ah, wdl," the bishop mused, "the lessons of the past, and all that. It isapity we did not keep afew
of them around. They knew so much wewould like to know.

"Anyway, | drift from my purpose. Nakamurawas aHigh Master. | know you have no ideawhat
that means, but imagine it asthe gpproximate equivaent of aCardind of the Power. But with abilities of
his own that went beyond the Power in some way we do not understand. That was the kind of man that
led thispilgrimage.”

Thomas shrugged. "So? Y our own man said it. It's quiet as asuspension vault down there. If this
fighting priest of yourswas such adamn genius, what happened? Looksto melike he blew it."

"Yes. And that is exactly what worriesme." He shifted position and leaned quickly forward, fixing the
other with his sharp gare. "Thomas, the man's success probability quotient on that pilgrimage has been
estimated at ninety-9x percent. Ninety-six percent! | have never seen such ahigh figure!

"And yet, from afirst look at things, it doesindeed seem hefailed. Utterly. ™

"Which can mean one of severa things. First, things are exactly asthey appear. Hefalled. Totdly, or
a least s0 badly that the colony has degenerated dmost to the point of being uncivilized. "

"But the mgjor question one must then ask is'Why? After al, he had a ninety-six percent chance of
success, heled afully equipped pilgrimage with aflagship and four Arks. Y ou know the firepower of that
ship hanging out there, Thomas, and the amount of technology crammed aboard those Arks. What could
have happened to them? Was there some unsuspected enemy lurking in the system, or even down on the
planet? Some enemy capable of overcoming aninety-six percent rating and afully armed flagship?1 do
not likeit, Thomas. There are just too many unanswered questions. Anything that could defeat aClassB
would have to be big and powerful. Why have we not detected it? Or anything else, for that matter?Is
there dtill an enemy skulking about? What could it be? And whereisit? Still here, somewhere, waiting,
waiting for us?'

He paused for amoment to let the words sink deep into the admiral's mind. Then, in asudden swish
of robes, the bishop stood and began to pace about the room. "But some things just do not fit that kind
of anandyss. Thereare no signsof any struggle, let doneamagjor battle. That flagship may be defunct,
but it isintact. It has never been blasted and the hull has never been breached. And even though those
Arks arein bad shape, it's because they were purposefully dismantled so the materias could be used



on-planet. So," he continued, "we are left with the obvious dternative. Some eight hundred years ago the
pilgrimage led by Admira and High Master Nakamuralanded here and succeeded.”

Thomas straightened up, carefully placing hisnow empty glassonthearm of hischair. "Shit," hesad
softly. "If that happened ...then in eight hundred yearsthey'd have ..."He paused for amoment. "They
were gate-of-the-art on leaving, right?' The bishop nodded. "Huh, even dlowing for abit of backdiding,
they should be at least a Class Six by now. Like Quarnon.”

"Yes, Thomas. Like Quarnon.”

"So that's why you wanted this one to yoursdlf, eh, Andrew?’

The bishop nodded silently.

"| redizeit's classfied materia, Power businessand dl that, but | think I've got ajustifiable need to
know in this case: Did the hierarchy ever achieve contact with this colony?'

"A message was sent, Thomas. And receipt was acknowledged by the flagship. No reply was ever
received. And new inquiries weren't even acknowledged.”

The admira studied the floor for afew seconds, then raised his eyes and met the other man's quiet
gaze."Y ou think thismight dl be atrap?’

Andrew shrugged. "Who knows? By dl the odds we should have found aflourishing colony down
there. Theinitia readouts from our own probe sensors give the planet arating in the high nineties. They
had al the right equipment. And exceptiond leadership. Plus eight hundred yearsin which to develop.

"Yet dl wefindisslence. No indication of anything above aClass Threg, if even that. It just does not
make sense. And | neither like nor trust things that do not make sense.”

Thomas Y amada leaned back, closed his eyes, and gently stroked his temples with hisfingers.
"Should we return to full red, Andrew? They could be suckering usinto relaxing, just waiting until we're
off guard." He opened his eyes and began torise.

The bishop held up arestraining hand. "No, no. Y dlow is sufficient for now. We know something is
wrong, but we still do not know what. So far we've discovered nothing immediately threatening, so | see
no sensein exhausting the men by keeping them on full red. No, | think we have to play acareful waiting
game. Move dowly and precisely. Leave nothing undone, no option uncovered. We should send probes
to every planet, every largerock, in this system. If they are hiding, they could be anywhere. And we
should keep collecting data on the planet itsalf. Perhaps even send ateam down. That isthe key,
Thomas. careful data gathering. Once we have the right information, the answer will appear.”

He paused for amoment, his expression turning thoughtful. "Hmmmmmm, yes. The answer will
appear. Thomeas, | have agrowing feding we are fighting a battle of witswith avery subtle and brilliant
opponent, one, moreover, who has been dead for eight hundred years.”

"Nakamura?'

"Nakamura. Thismay bethefind, ultimate confrontation between the forces of the Power and last
remnants of our enemy. Fascinating.”

There was aknock at the door. The admira barked out a'Y es. The door opened and a
brown-robed acolyte stood there, embarrassed to have interrupted, but obvioudy brimming with news.

"What isit, my child?" the bishop asked, taking a step toward the young man.

"Worship. Pardon for interrupting. But we've just gotten the surface-scan photosin.”

"And?" questioned the bishop.

"The planet's definitely inhabited, Worship. There are humans down there. Lots of them. And they're
not primitivel”

The sun'sfirgt rayslegpt over the horizon and soared westward, brushing Myai Wang's till face as
they passed. More and then more light poured toward her until her whole body was wrapped in the
warm, glowing cloak of morning.

Thisisthe day, whispered aslent voicein her mind.



| am ready, shereplied. | await the others.

There arefive candidates, the voice continued. They have entered the Judgement Hall and are being
prepared. Come when the others arrive.

Soon, she answered. | sense the approach of Mind Brothers.

She gazed down the hill on whose crest she sat and spied four darkly robed figures moving softly
through the morning dimnessthat still clung to the narrow, tree-filled valley below. We awayswear black
for Judgement, she thought. How much nicer bright yellow would be.

The Mind Brothers she tended pulled gently against her restraints, attracted by the approach of
others of their kind. Go, Brothers, she slently alowed and then laughed out loud as they tumbled invisibly
down the hill to meet the newcomersin aswirling dance of welcome. To think our ancestors actudly
feared and hated them, she wondered, amused by their playful exuberance.

There had been good reason for their fear and hatred, of course. When men had first found the
planet, it had seemed s0 perfect they caled it Kensho after one of the stages of Enlightenment. They
landed at First Touch and began to set up Base Camp. Quickly they shuttled down the Pilgrims and their
equipment, delighted with the apparent tranquility and promise of the new world.

Their joy had been short-lived.

Suddenly, from nowhere, the invisble enemy had struck: the M ushin—unseen, undetected creatures
that drove men mad so they could feed on the emotive energy that burst from an insane mind. They
would take amild emotion, like annoyance, feed it back through the mind in afeedback |oop that
spiraled it higher and higher, until it became an uncontrollable rage that blew the mind apart. Then they
would swarm about in afrenzied feeding orgy, and leave nothing behind but amindless, drooling hulk.

In aflash, the peacefully working Pilgrimsturned into a howling, fighting, murdering mob. Every man,
woman, and child fell on every other, clawing, striking, stabbing, killing. Over ninety percent of the
Rilgrimsdied in what became known to future generations as the Great Madness. The shattered remnant
would have perished too, if it hadn't been for Admiral Nakamura, the leader of the pilgrimage. Nakamura
noticed that most of the survivors had onetrait in common—they were devotees and practitioners of one
or another form of mind control. From that information, and his own profound knowledge of the
Universal Way of Zen, Nakamura had guessed the nature of the Mushin and devised away to combat
them. Mankind had been unable to |eave the planet, and the mind leeches had made it impossible to Say,
but there had been aWay—and the admira had found it.

The fate of humanity on Kensho had had its ups and downs since that time, but thanks to people like
Jerome, Chaka, Edwyr, Y olan, and many others, the Mushin had first been neutralized, then conquered,
and findly tamed. Now, rather than the invisibleterror that drove men mad, they were the Mind
Brothers, partnersin anew relationship that was still being explored.

Myali came out of her reverie asthe four emerged from the trees and walked up the hill toward her.
She didn't know any of them, would have been surprised if she had. People seldom performed
Judgement more than twicein their life and then never with the same partners. It was too much to ask of
anyone. Especidly if there was sorrow ...

They arrived and stood around her, waiting. She was the senior judge thistime, and it was up to her
to begin. With afluid movement, she rose and bowed to each one, giving them her name and receiving
theirsin return. The two men were Hiroshi and Karl; the women, Ullaand Marion.

"Gather the Mind Brothers," she said once the introductions were finished. "The candidates are
waiting." One of the women, Ulla, hesitated and Myadi turned to her with agentle smile. "I know," she
reassured, "thefirst timeis difficult. But Judgement isa service required by the Way. And joy isawaysa
more likely outcome than sorrow. So walk with us, Sister, and hope." The other woman nodded, sighed,
and joined them as they moved off westward, down into abroad valey where alow, rambling building
lay inthedistance.

A brisk fifteen-minute walk brought them to the door of the building. A knock was unnecessary for
they were expected, and the door swung open as they reached it. The front room was empty of
everything but afew smple pieces of furniture. In the next room five women and five men sat in
twosomes, trying to look calm. Asthe judges entered, though, al eyesturned and followed them. Myali



could still fed them on her back asthey passed into the inner room.

An old, gray-haired man stood tal and slent in the center of the room. At hisfeet lay five babies,
wrapped cozily in blankets. He pointed each of them to one of the children. Mydli picked up the bundle
onthefar left and pulled back the cloth. A tiny, solemn face, mostly big blue eyes, looked up &t her.
Hope, she greeted it without spesking. Hope, little one.

When dl the babies had been taken from the floor, the old man bowed to each of themin turn. Then
he amiled and said softly, "The gardenislovely thistime of the morning.”

Myali bowed back. "Doesthe ko till bloom?"

The old man laughed. "The chill isin my bones. | will go stinthesunin front of the Hall.” With that,
he bowed again and left by the door through which they had just entered.

Hiroshi looked down at his bundle and the room fell quiet after the old man's departure. "Come," he
said to the baby, "we will go view the ko." The others al nodded and Myali led the way to the other
door, the one that opened into the garden that lay at the rear of the Judgement Hall.

Oncein the garden, they wandered off in different directions until each seemed to be dlone. Myadli
found amoss-covered stone next to asmal pond. A water lizard squeaked annoyance as it scurried out
of her way and landed in the water with aplop. After a second, its head popped up and it watched her
with dark, suspicious eyes.

Sitting, she bent over the child again, pulling back the blanket so she could see more of it. Chubby,
hedlthy, dtogether abeautiful child. Peace and hope, shethought at it. | wish you joy.

She sighed deeply. But this, my little one, is Judgement. And | cannot guarantee joy. Wefacethe
moment of truth thisday. And truth and joy have no necessary relationship.

It wastime, she knew. She held the Mind Brothersin readiness. Now, she thought. Don't wait any
longer. If thereisjoy, thereisjoy. If sorrow, sorrow. It isthe Way.

Shelet the Mind Brothersloose. In sick dismay shefdt them swoop down on the child, felt thelittle
body convulsein agony asthey struck, heard the strangled cry of anguish ripped from the tiny mouth.
Twicethe child twitched, arching its back, beating the air with heplessfists. Then with asilent scream of
mentd horror, it died.

Weak and shaken, Myai dumped over the now till form, tears pouring down her face. Sorrow, her
mind wailed, oh sorrowsorrowsorrow. Great sadness flowed through her.

After afew moments she straightened up, wiping at her eyes with the deeve of her robe. Yes, she
thought, bright yellow would be better. Even for sorrow. She looked down at the dead baby. | 'm sorry,
little one. But you would have died anyway. Judgement isfind. But it isthe Way. And it isright.

Joy! Hiroshi shouted into her mind. Joy!

Joy! warbled Ulla. Oh, happiness and joy!

Joy! Joy! cametheringing cries of the other two, their minds overbrimming with gladness.

Sorrow, she wept again. Dark and deep as blackest night, sorrow.

For afew brief moments she felt the grief and mourning of the others surround her, enclosing her ina
wailing anguish that stripped dl pain from their minds and souls. They would alwaysfed the sadness of
theloss of thelittlelife. But oncetheinitia impact had been experienced and purged, no one of them
would cling toit, not even Myadli. It had to be. It was done.

The sweep of life and the victory of the four could not long be repressed by the sorrow of one. Ina
sudden flood their gladness returned and lifted her up and up in joyous celebration. One by onethey
appeared, gathering to her in the garden, cradling their precious bundles, crooning to the gurgling, smiling
babies.

Once together, they walked dowly back to the inner room, then through the door to the next room
where the five pairs of parentswaited. "Joy!” called Marion and stepped up to aradiantly smiling couple,
handing back the lively bundle. "Joy!" sang the other three and returned the babiesto their parents.

Myadli approached the last couple, two who stood close and solemn, a cold, weary sadness growing
intheir eyes. She held out the smdl, limp bundle to them. "Honor," she said softly. "Honor but sorrow.
I'm sorry."

The mother took the dead child and cradled it gently against her chest. Tearsfilled her eyesand ran



down her cheeks. A dight sob broke from the man and his eyes aso streamed his grief. Myali spread her
arms around both of them and held them together and wept with them, the sobs racking her body, but
freeing her mind. Eventually they al ceased. The man and woman looked calmly at Myadi, gave her one
fina hug, then stepped back and bowed. She returned their bows and watched as they turned and |eft the
room.

The other couples | &ft, too, then the four she had shared Judgement with bowed their farewells. She
stood donein the room until the old man returned and walked up to her. For severa momentsthey
smply stood and gazed into each other's eyes. Findly, he spoke. "Judgement is. Joy is. Sorrow is. Ko
is" Myadli nodded. "The Real Aspectis.”

"Where does the child go when it isno more?' he asked.

"They will bury him."

"Where does the child go when it isno more?"

"The bright eyeswill grow on hisgrave.”

"Where does the child go when it isno more?”

"Itiscoal in here. | would liketo St inthe sun.”

"Ah," the old man sighed. "Would you share bregkfast with me? It issmple.”

"l am hungry. And hunger issmple.”

"Good. Let usstinthesunand eat.” A bowl of boiled cered grain and a cup of scalding hot tea
helped to warm her insdes while the sun did itswork from the outsde. Gradually her mind camed and
became serene. She hadn't redlized how deeply the child's death had affected her, how far down into the
center of her being itslast cry had echoed. Judgement is, she admitted. But...

Asif heread her thought, the old man said, "For many months now dl has been joy. That isthefirgt
sorrow we have had for sometime.”

"How much longer, Father? Will we dways need it?'

"To stay what we are, to follow the Way set down by Nakamura and Jerome and Edwyr, Judgement
must be. But every year thereisless sorrow. The genes change quickly here on Kensho and we do our
best to encourage the change." He looked at her questioningly and she nodded dightly, encouraging him
to continue. The old man who tended the Judgement Hall had been a K egper when younger and only in
later life had entered the Way as a Seeker. The depth and breadth of his knowledge was well known.

He shifted dightly, settling into amore comfortable position. Oncein place, he began to spesk again,
his voice shifting to the deep, compelling tone the K egpers used when passing along the Knowledge.
"Under environmenta stress, any population with sufficient phylogenetic pliability can moverdatively
swiftly from one mode of existence to another. Especidly if the genotypes appropriate to the new mode
can be assembled from the materid aready existing in the current gene pool. And if by chance the
popul ation possesses some kind of pre-adaptation—say, abehaviora pattern which is aready functiona
in another context and appliesin anew way to the new mode so it can act asthe basisfor amodified
behaviord pattern—the changeover is even surer and swifter.

"Sdlection, however, isn't on agene-by-genebasis. It'sindividuasthat survive, and any single person
contains on the order of thousands of genes. Furthermore, the kind of behaviora modificationsthat are
likely to increase an individud's chance for surviva are seldom the result of asingle gene. More often
than not, they derive from acombination of and interaction between severa genes. Whichiswhy the
smpleweeding out of 'undesirable dldes (evenif they could be identified) isn't enough. It's perfectly
possibleto have dl the right genes, but in the wrong combinations, and end up with the opposite of the
results you want.

"So it'sthe devel opment and spread of acomplex, polygenetic structure that allows the population to
shift its behaviora pattern to the new mode and survive in the new environment.

"Usudly, the kind of stresswe're talking about is gradual and selection takes place over along time
span, dlowing many genotypesto survive dongside the favored ones. But occasondly stressis sudden,
sharp, and fina. A population can crash then, only those individuals surviving who by chance havethe
proper polygenetic complex to meet the requirements of the changed conditions. But even under such
severe circumstances, it's possible for-many alleles of the necessary genesto continue in the pool since



minor variations may survive dmost aswell asthe optima arrangement. In addition, especidly if the
adaptation isin the form of an altered socid behavior, the benefits of the new pattern may extend evento
those who do not have the complex, increasing the likelihood of their surviva despite that lack. In more
intelligent species, there's even the possibility that the pattern may be mimicked or learned through
experience. Although behavior achieved that way can't be passed on genetically, theindividud survives
and his genes continue in the pool, perhaps even as a complex which makes his offspring good at
mimicking or learning."

The old man cocked his head to one sde and gave Myali aquick, gpologetic smile. "1 know dl this
seems like arather roundabout and complicated way of answering your question. But it wasn't asmple
question and thereisno smple answer.” He sighed.

"That's the trouble with the holistic sciences. They lack the virtues of smplicity and eegance. But, no
matter, | wander from your answer.

"When we came to Kensho and landed at First Touch, we suffered just such asharp environmenta
dress. Yes, | imagine the death of ninety percent of the Pilgrims can be considered a'sharp’ stress! The
unforeseen and unexpected presence of the Mushin, with their ability to feed on our emotions and drive
usinto the Madness, made a shift in our mode of existence necessary if we were to survive on this planet.

"Luckily, as Nakamuraredlized when he anayzed the data, the kind of stresstheinvisble mind
leeches created was one for which awell-established pre-adaptation existed in anumber of the Rilgrims.
Put smply, those who made it through the first ondaught were predominantly those trained in some
technique of mental and emotiona control.

"But two problemsimmediately became apparent. First wasthe fact that barely ten percent of the
origind twenty thousand Pilgrimswere | eft dive. The human population on Kensho had suffered a
disastrous depletion. Asaresult, the number of effectives|eft to rebuild the race was precarioudy small.
And the gene pool subsequently available for adaptation to the new Stuation was limited.

"Second, the pre-adaptation that had made the surviva of even afraction of the Rilgrims possible
was not ageneticaly encoded one. It was alearned behavioral pattern, requiring years of study and
effort. There was no way to passit on to the next generation at conception.

"Nakamura understood that hisfirgt task wasto provide the race with a breathing space, a chanceto
multiply our number to the point where we were no longer in danger of becoming extinct before we could
adapt to the new environment. He saw there was no way we could maintain even adightly sophisticated
technologica society, given our scant numbers, so he devised asmple agriculturaly based system of
semi-sdlf-sufficient farmsteads with scattered trading-manufacturing centerslocated in the Brother-and
Sisterhoods.

"But the most important, and brilliant, part of his plan was the cregtion of the Way of Passvity. At
one stroke, he minimized the danger of the Mushin, secured the time we needed, and shaped the future
direction our evolution would take. The Passivity provided amethod of emotiond control that alowed
amost everyone to escape the full impact of the mind leeches. It gave us enough immunity to the
Madness to assure we wouldn't be wiped out before we had a chance to increase our numbers.

"By gathering those best able to withstand the stress of the Mushin into the 'hoods, he provided the
crestures with asure and stable food source which they could control through the Grandfathers. The
Madness gtill came, of course, even to thosein the'hoods. But it camein smaler doseswhich didn't
threaten the existence of the whole race. Individua humans died, but humanity lived.

"The'hoods served two other critical functionsaswell. First, since the vast mgority of the Mushin
tended to gather about the 'hoods as their food source, the rest of the countryside wasrelatively free of
the creatures, making it safer for the breeding and raising of children. Minimum contact with the mind
leeches during the younger years assured that more had a chance to survive until they could learn the
defenses of the Passivity. It aso meant that more survived to breeding age and that the gene pool
suffered aslittle reduction as possible.

"The other function of the 'hoods was equally important. They served astesting groundsto establish
the degree of Mushin immunity the Brothers and Sisters had achieved. Naturaly, those with any level of
geneticaly determined immunity fared better than those depending strictly on learned behavior. And



athough most of those in the 'hoods never bred, enough deserted to form families so that the superior
polygenetic complexes were added back into the pool.

"Geneticdly, the whole scheme was optima under the circumstances. By dividing the population into
relatively isolated clusters centered about the * hoods, Nakamura created a Situation where substantial
genetic drift could occur, thereby enhancing chances that the proper polygenetic complex would develop.
Of course, the higher radiation level of Kensho's sun increased the rate of spontaneous mutation aswell,
and the system improved the possibilities that any positive mutations would have a chance to develop
without being submerged in amassive gene pool, while a the same time canceling out detrimental
mutations before they could spread.”

The old man paused and looked musingly off into the distance for severa moments. "I've often
thought,” hefinally continued, "that Nakamura's koan was a hint to usthat his entire plan had agenetic
basis" He chuckled at Myali'slook of surprise. "Oh, | know that's hardly an orthodox view, my dear.
But it'snot asfoolish asit sounds &t first hearing. The man was abonafide genius. A high magter, an
admiral, and an accomplished scientist. A regular polymath. Let's see, hiskoan goes:.

To befree, aman must follow the Way that leads to the place where he dwelt before he was born.

"What and where are we before we' re born? We' re agenetic potentid, half our future written in the
chromosomes of the ova, half carried in asperm. When they meet, we become what we areto be, a
genetic whole, aredlized possibility. Our freedom on Kensho lies there, in the genes, where the changes
are being made that will fashion our being to fit our world. | liketo think Nakamuraknew dl that and left
hiskoan to remind us of that truth.

"Ah, but | drift from my purpose again. Excuse an old man. Y es. The Judgement. | imagine by now
its purposeis clear. When Edwyr unleashed the Mushin to stimulate the continued evolution of our race,
he switched from Nakamura's origind surviva strategy—based on rapid expansion of the population into
the available habitat—to anew one, based on increased sdlection pressure focused on developing innate
immunity to the Mushin. Since Jerome'stime, the Great Way had degenerated into alearned behaviora
pattern. Many people didn't even bother to follow it any longer because they felt secure from the threet of
the mind leecheswho were tightly confined in the 'hoodsin the Home Vdley. The polygenetic complex
that conferred immunity to the Mushin wasin danger of becoming lost in the greatly expanded gene pooal,

"The freeing of the Mushin caused many deeths. But it so led to arapid improvement in therace's
adaptation to the environment. The Council of Twelve, led by Edwyr, soon realized, though, that there
was gtill amgjor loophole in the system. The existence of the Way alowed individual s without the proper
polygenetic complex to survive the Mushin and live long enough to breed and perpetuate their genesin
the poal.

"Since the Way wasthe bassfor our whole civilization, it wasn't possibleto totaly disband it without
causing utter chaos. Besides, wed dready suffered enough from the renewed attacks of the mind
leeches. With great reluctance, the Judgement was ingtituted. Babies, at an age before any learned
behaviord patterns could develop, were exposed to the Mushin. Those with the complex survived.
Those without, died. When the survivors reached breeding age, their genes were the ones available.

"Our progress from that time on has been very rapid. Oh, the losses at the beginning were steep and
tragic. But thefailure rate dropped dramatically after the first generation. Now sorrow is much rarer than
joy. And we face an dmost unimaginable future. We are changing, my dear. And only the Gods know
how much further we havelogo.”

Theold man fdl slent, hiseyes quiet and hooded as his mind and attention turned inward. The two of
them sat there, unspeaking, in companionable salf-contemplation as the sun rose higher and higher,
warming the day.

Eventualy, Myadi stirred and broke the stillness. "Thank you," she said softly as she saw his
awareness focus outward once more. " Sometimes acceptance iseasier if | know why." He nodded and
gmiled salf-conscioudy at her praise.

She hesitated for amoment, then made a decision and spoke.

"Father, why did you leave the Keepers and come here to tend the Judgement Hall? Y ou were
brilliant in your field, one of the most respected on Kensho. Why?*



The old man sighed. "My daughter, I'm not completely sure. Ah, but then,” he said, asif struck by a
sudden redlization, "you have a specid reason for asking, don't you? Excuse my forgetfulness. Yes, yes
indeed. A specia reason. For you have left your work and become aWanderer. Am | correct?’

She bowed her head in Slent admission.

"And you' re probably not too sure why you've chosen as you have either.”

A dight nod indicated her affirmation.

"Then | suppose | have an obligation to share my ignorance with you. Indeed, yes, | do. Wdll. | was
apopulation geneticist. A holistic science, filled with it's, and's, or's, and but's, quanticized to adegree—
and to that degree born mimicking and mistaking Nature.

"I did my best to seek out the rules that redlity runs by, to bind and hold the world so | might nudge it
to useful ends.

"But one day | awoketo find myself like aman who has been standing in the cold outsde awarm
house, measuring and contemplating the door rather than knocking and asking to belet in. | sought to put
apurpose on nature when its very essenceismerely that it is. | searched out the names of things and took
them for the things themsalves and ended speaking into emptiness.

"Only afool would try to live without names, but only abigger fool would try to live by them done.
Suddenly I knew it was not enough to know something from outside. It wasn't enough to know how to
manipulate athing. So | sought the indde of redlity, the experience of being.

"Now | seek the ground of my existence. | try to find the place my perceptions come from, to pierce
the veil of what seemsto be and find what is. | search for knowing rather man knowledge.

"Someday | may succeed. And then | can return to the names and naming. But | will know them for
what they are and will see, redly see, thethingsthey stand for.

"Moreman that | can't tell you. And I've only one smdl piece of adviceto offer: The only way to find
wisdom isto plumb the depths of your own ignorance.” With that he rose, bowed to Myai, and
disappeared back insde the Judgement Hall.

After afew moments, she stood and looked about. Which direction shal | take today? she
wondered. She shrugged. Since my answer isaslikely to liein any one asthe other, it makes no real
difference. She began to walk toward the north.

For awhile shefollowed the floor of the valley in which the Judgement Hall lay. Then, feding a
sudden need for wider horizons, she began to climb the valley wall to her |eft. The way was steep, but
shefindly madeit, only to see more hills, steeper yet, sretching off to the edge of the sky.

She was about to begin moving again when afaint voice sounded in her mind. Myadli?

Josh? she answered in surprise.

Y es, the voice became stronger. We've been searching for you. You'verun far.

Not run, walked. I'm not escaping anything. I'm looking for it.

Whatever, camethereply. But thisisn't apersona call. It'staking five of usto hold the network open
over thisdistance. Myadi, the Way-Farer has called the Council to mesting at First Touch.

Thegirl'smouth fell openin surprise. Mesting?

Ay, immediately. All twelve,

But, she began to protest, I'm Wandering. ...

Myali, thisisyour fiveyear on the Council, Wanderer or not.

Y es, but why amesting?

Girl, they've arived.

Stunned, she wasincapable of even answering. Finaly she pulled herself together enough to ask,
Truth?

Shefelt the mentd shrug. As much as anything. They're behind the Sow Moon. They've got aring of
sensors around the planet and have even sent in low-flying photo-probes. Y ou've got to come now,
Myali. We have alot of planning to do.

God! shecried. It'll take me aweek to get there, eveniif | run most of the way!

We're going to snatch you.

Dismay filled her mind. Snatch me? That far?



Josh chuckled. Thereésafirg timefor everything. | think we can manageit. We're going to try it with
thefull Council in the network. Minusyou, of course.

And if youfail, | end up Between.

Wewont fail. Ready?

Now? Right now?

Now, he answered. And she disappeared.

The young woman's sobbing had findly turned to mere sniffling and sghs. And not amoment too
soon, thought Bishop Thwait as he patted her shoulder reassuringly. Damn, how | hate it when they snivel
thisway. What's doneis done. And sheld have wailed alot louder if she hadn't informed on him and had
gotten herself mindwiped aong with him! Weakness, weakness. How he despised it.

Pity, though. Dunn was one of my more promising acolytes. He sighed. Ah, well. Heresy is heresy,
and improper use of the Names of Power is one of theworst Sins possible! Besides, anyone foolish
enough to commit acrime like that and then tell his mate about it obvioudy wasn't al that promising after
al. Noloss, redly.

Not true, he corrected himself. What Dunn did requires agood dedl of intelligence and imagination.
Or just plain luck. Hisfault wasn't stupidity. It was weakness. An inability to bear the burden of his secret
by himsdlf. If the man had kept slent, smply continued in his crime, amassing more and more data, more
and more Power, who knows what he might have accomplished? But weaknessin any formis
dangerous. And despite hisintelligence and daring, it was the man's weakness that destroyed him.
Remember that, Andrew, he told himsdlf.

Y oko, the young woman, was looking up at him, a pleading look in her tear-damp eyes. "Worship,”
she bardly whispered, "what will happen to him?"

"Child, I will talk to him to discover the nature and depth of hissin. Perhapshewill receive only a
mild rebuke. | cannot say until | have spoken with him." Mindwipe at the very least. Total readjustment
most likely. "But do not fret, my child. Thereisno blot of sin on your soul. Y ou have done as the Power
requires. For the good of yoursdlf, for the race, and indeed even for his own good. Y our errand was one
of mercy and compassion for hissoul.” Y ou betrayed your mate of seven years. Y ou've doomed him,
destroyed him. "Now go in peace, child. Stop by the infirmary and ask the Brother thereto give you
something to settle your nerves. And thank you for your service to the Power.”

The young woman rose to go, then hesitated and suddenly knelt in front of the bishop with her head
bowed. Her voice was heavy with misery as she mumbled, "Please, Worship. Y our blessing before | go.”
With amenta sigh of exasperation, Andrew lifted both hands to make the Sign of the Circle over the
knedling woman's head. "May the Power guide and protect you," he intoned solemnly. "May the Word of
the Power be ever on your lipsand in your heart and your mind. Be with the Power and it shall be with
you. In the name of the holy Kuvaz, so beit and soit shdl be." Without looking up, Y oko rose and
dlently left the room.

For amoment, Bishop Thwait stood gazing at the floor where the young woman had knelt. Then he
spun on his hed and moved swiftly to his comm-unit. He punched in Security's code, waited for asecond
or S0 asthe computer put him through.

A face he knew well came on the screen. "Worship,” the man said, no flicker of surprise or emotion
showing on his harsh features. The inclination of the head in greeting was barely proper, but respectful
enough to alow no vaid grounds for complaint. Andrew smiled inwardly. Chandra had been his chief of
security for some thirteen years now. They understood each other thoroughly.

"Acolyte Yoko Rabb ison her way to theinfirmary. | want her sedated and probed. When you've
completed that, well decideif any restructuring is necessary.”

"Y es, Worship. What are we looking for?*

"Hmmmmmm. Seeds of heresy. She just informed on her mate.”



"So. It will be done. And the mate?’

"Dunn Jameson, Acolyte Third, Drive Engineer.”

"I know the man. Stubborn. Secretive. Few friends. Seldom participates voluntarily in activities.
Spendsinordinate amounts of time in hookup. Weve been watching him."”

"Bring him to me in the Room, Chandra. Whole, unharmed, but sedated. Use dpha seventeen.”

"Y ou're preparing for readjustment”?”

"Possible, possble”

"It will be done, Worship." Chandra bowed, more deeply thistime, alook of grim satisfaction
flashing briefly across hisfeatures.

As Andrew blanked the screen, he chuckled. The man isamongter, he thought. But he so enjoys his
work. The only problem isthat sometimes his enthusiasm carries him away abit. Hmmmm. Best have the
girl checked later for conception. No sensein alowing any unauthorized pregnancies. Chandradoes love
hiswork. Especialy that kind of work.

Helooked longingly over at the piles of sensor readouts and probe photos that littered the floor
around hisfavorite chair. Datawas il pouring in, and athough he knew the computer wastotally
capable of correlating and andyzing it without hishelp, he il felt compelled to go over everything
persondly. After al, he reasoned, there was always an outside chance that some low-order probability,
something the computer would ordinarily rate as of minor importance, might actualy bethe key to the
whole situation. And furthermore, the culture below, despiteits Earthly origins, had been isolated from
those origins and had been deve oping for many hundreds of yearsin response to an aien environment.
So the possibility existed, however dight, that some of its agpects might aso be dien and hence outsde
the parameters the computer was programmed to handle.

So far, he had to admit, aside from a strangely mixed technology, everything seemed pretty
graightforward. But something continued to bother him about the whole setup. He had anagging feding
he was missing some crucia piece of information. Call it ahunch, or over-meticulousness, or whatever,
he knew held never rest easy until heéld resolved it. Besides, playing hunches and paying close atention to
detailswas how he'd built his career. He wasn't about to change his style now.

Shrugging off his frudtration with thisinconvenient delay in his studies, he walked dowly over to his
bookshelf. What must be must be, he thought. Best get it over and done with so | can get back to more
important matters. He stood in front of the bookshelf for afew moments, gazing fondly at the twenty or
s0 volumes sitting there in neat rows. My one luxury, he admitted. Lovely, lovely, but inefficient. Yet |
enjoy their mass and fedl. So much better than cubes and areader. So different from hookup. He
reached out and pulled one massive tome from its place. So much more impressive to conduct a
questioning with the Book actudly in your hands, he thought. Just the kind of thing that will unsettie Dunn.
He hefted the weight of me book, savoring its solidity.

Turning, he moved to the door, palmed it open and stepped into the corridor. He paced dong at a
sately rate, nodding to the hurrying novices and acolytes who stopped dead in their tracks and bowed
deeply as he passed. It was areatively short walk to the Room, so he took histime.

The entrance to the Room was dightly wider than the average door, snce many arrived there
unconscious, on powered gurneys. But it was unremarkable in any other way. He paused briefly before
it, then palmed it open and entered.

Lights came on as he stepped across the threshold. The banks of instruments sprang to ingtant life
and a subtle, amost imperceptible hum filled the air. Sub-sonics, he knew. To unsettle those being
guestioned. Thetraining necessary to control the vague fear they engendered was given only to those high
within the hierarchy.

He put the Book on atable which stood amost dead center in the room. He would sit behind it
during the questioning. Directly in front of it, somefive or six feet closer to the door, was the chair.
Carefully he checked it over, making sure that al the hookups were clean and ready to be attached to his
subject. Findly, he went over to the instrument panels and did aroutine check of dl the readouts. He
punched Dunn's name and number into the machine through akeyboard and then hit the "Ready" button.
Everything was st.



As he turned back toward the center of the room, he heard aknock at the door. He moved quickly
to take up his position behind the table, then, settled, he called out, "Enter." The door did back and
revedled Chandra. Behind the security chief was Dunn, hisface dack, flanked by two guards.

"Ah, Dunn, my child," Bishop Thwait called out. "Comein, comein. How nice of you to stop by."
Chandragrinned vicioudy as he ushered the young acolyte to the chair and strapped himin. As he began
to attach the hookups, however, Thwait waved him away. "Not yet, Chandra. The straps are enough for
now. Heis quiteimmobile. Not to mention sedated. | want to talk with him awhilefirst. Y ou may leave
now." The security chief scowled briefly, but bowed and then | eft with the two guards.

Bishop Thwait sat silent for severd moments after the door closed, staring solemnly at Dunn. What
makes this one so different from al the rest? he wondered. About six feet tall, he estimated, with broad
shoulders and alean, athletic body. He obvioudy takes his mandatory phys cal-conditioning workouts
serioudy. The face was a strong one, square, solid, with afirm, straight nose and amouth even now setin
aline of stubborn determination. The eyeswere an intriguing shade of bluish green, the short, curly hair
blond with adight reddish highlight. A rather handsome face, in arugged way, Andrew thought. But
open, naked to the world. He doubted the man could hide even the mildest emation. Happiness, grief,
doubt, confidence, hate, love—whatever he felt, he would announce to the world through his
expressions. I'll probably learn as much by watching this one as by listening to him, he decided. All the
more reason to question him without drugs.

Completing his gppraisa, Andrew rose, came around from behind the table, and stood squardly in
front of the young man, gazing down a him with acam and benign smile on hislips. "Ummmmmm,” he
began, " Chandra has been overly enthusiastic again, | see. That isanasty bruise on your forehead. Also,
too much sedation. Y ou are so numb you cannot even respond.” He snapped hisfingers and spoke to
theair. "Equipment.” At hiscommand, asmall column suddenly rose up out of the floor near hisright
foot. The top opened and ingde lay saverd instruments, including anumber of syringesfilled with pale
amber and green fluids. He picked one up and held it out for the other man to see. "Old fashioned, isn't
it? Imagine, usng syringes nowadays! But the symbology is so fraught with horror that it gppedlsto me
and isidedlly suited for questioning. Now thisoneisredly nothing to be afraid of. It will Smply
counteract the sedative you have been given. So we can talk.” He took a swift step to Dunn'sside, and
jabbed the needle into the man's neck right by the jugular vein. " Swifter thisway, if harder on your
system,” he muttered. "But then, no need to worry about that if you are to be readjusted.”

Watching Dunn carefully, he moved back to his chair and sat down. The young man's eyes
brightened quickly and he shook hishead asif trying to clear it. With agtart he looked around, fear
growing in hisgaze.

Findly, hiseyes settled on Bishop Thwait and turned hard. "Worship," he muttered automaticaly.

"Y ou know why you are here, Dunn?'

"l imagine because my loving mate informed on me," he answered, hisvoice heavy with anger & the
betrayal.

"Then you redlize there is no hope? No reason to hold back any of the truth?’

Dunn barked aharsh laugh. "The truth? What do you care about the truth?"

Andrew was startled by the young man's attitude. "My child," he said smoothly, "your immortal soul
isin great peril."

Dunn laughed again, bitternesstransforming hisface. ™Y ou can have my ‘immortd soul.' Just leave my
mind done”

"Y ou have sinned," the bishop sighed. "Y ou have misused the Names of Power, sought unauthorized
data, diverted the privilege of hookup to your own ends. Surely you know the severity of what you have
done. And the penalty. " Dunn smply stared at him with open hostility. Andrew sighed. "No repentance.
| suspected such would be the case.”

Suddenly he changed his tone and manner. "Y ou have your choice, Dunn. Y ou can tell me about it
willingly or I will rip it out of your mind with the machine," he snarled.

The young man didn't bat an eyelash. "Y ou haven't asked me anything, yet. I've no reason not to
answer. Try me."



"All right. What did you do? Exactly.”

"I stumbled over three Names of Power that gave accessto restricted areas of data. | think at least
two of them are part of the Ten. But the third was the most interesting. He was a historian of the period
just before the Readjustment.”

"Hmmmmmm," mused the Bishop, hisright fingers stroking his chin. "'l was unaware the computer on
this scout contained such information. The names?!

Dunn responded with afera grin. "Gone. After | told Y oko and saw her reaction, | redized what a
stupid thing | 'd done. | went into hookup and had them erased. If | can't have them, nobody else will
ether,” hefinished defiantly.

Thwait was quiet for several moments. His eyes studied the seated acolyte's featureswith a
considering gaze. "Very clever, Dunn. | admire your resolution. | could use aman like you. Indeed |
could.

"Never. After what | discovered about the Power and how it rose to ascendancy, I'll never work for
you of my own free will. Readjustment would be a blessng compared to that.”

"The establishment of the Power saved the Earth from destruction by the forces of regression.”

"Bullshit. The Power isthe force of regresson.”

"The Power isdl the knowledge mankind has gathered in itslifetime, used wisdly and carefully for
betterment.”

Dunn laughed out loud. "How you twist words and shift meanings! The Power controls knowledge,
keepsit under lock and key. It's stopped the gathering of any new knowledge and totally destroyed the
scientific effort that created the knowledge in the first place. It lives off the wisdom of the past, hasa
stranglehold on the present, and by killing science, it killsthe future.”

"Not so, my child. The science of the period before the Readjustment ruined our planet. It made
Earth such astinking waste that the Great Pilgrimage became a necessity. And even then, even
surrounded by the evidence of its own destructiveness, it went on and on, seeking more and more
power. We broke that power, for the good of all, to save theimmorta soul of the human race. We have
enough knowledge, more than we can possibly even digest. It will take centuriesto sift through al of it
and evaluate what is good and what is evil. In the meantime, the Power protects usfrom oursalves. It
givesthe peoplethat part of the knowledge they need to make their lives better."

"And what if the data you've got iswrong? What if you're off on falseleads? Wheat if further research
would uncover anew theory, one that might make vast areas of current theory obsolete? What if—"

"Impossible” interrupted the Bishop. "Unthinkable. Such athing cannot happen.”

Dunn smiled dowly. "If you believe that, redlly believeit, youreafool.” A flicker of anger passed
across the other man's face and Dunn's smile widened. "Final answersdon't exist, Bishop. The most we
can achieveisamomentary, state-of-the-art solution that's ways open to revision and even
replacement. The followers of Ptolemy once thought they had it al figured out, but Copernicus proved
them wrong. Newton revised Aristotle and the whole Middle Ages. And a host of men revised Newton.
Oh, the list goes on and on, around and around. Nothing is ever find, the results are dways ill coming
in”

"Do you redize, Worship, that if Sarfatti and Aspect had blindly accepted Eingtein's dictum that the
speed of light was the limiting velocity in the universe, they never would have conceived or proven
superlumina connectedness, and we wouldn't even be here? Tachyons never turned up, spinning black
holes gave random degtinations with no way back, and sub-light vel ocities smply took too long. Only the
Sarfatti-Aspect effect gave usthe key to the sars.” He snorted derisively. "If the Power actudly believes
it holdsthefind word, the ultimate answer, yourefoold"

"Y our mind has been warped by what you have experienced in hookup, my child. Y ou no longer see
clearly. | greatly fear you are ahopeless heretic. But it ismy holy duty to try and make you see the error
of your way...”

"Before you blot out my way forever!" shouted Dunn. "Damn you, get on with it! Hook me up to
your stinking machine and wipe my mind! Readjust me!" His voice dropped to ahusky growl. "But know
that by doing that you lose. Y ou can't redly change what | am and what | know. Y ou can only destroy it



and put something of your own making inits place. But it won't be me. It'll just be another shadow of
yoursdf!"

"You lack faith, Dunn."

Dunn shook hishead. "Rubbish," he said scornfully. "Faith has nothing to do with it. Unless, of
course, by faith you mean asmplefeding of confidencein the scientific method. But faith itsdlf, fath asa
way of viewing the world, as an expectation of redlity, isirrdlevant. Faith isno substitute for science. It
doesn't contain within itsalf any method for self-contradiction, any mechanism which alowsit to change
and evolve through time. Faith, especidly blind faith, Smply is.

"Science, on the other hand, takes the form of a series of approximations, afluid and constantly
changing movement toward redlity. But since redity isaways greater and more complex than any
approximation or mode! of it can ever be, science can never do more than reflect its outlines.”

"How little you understand the power of faith, my child,” Thwait interrupted smoothly. Before Dunn
could protest again, he hurried on. "It was the betraya of the faith mankind had placed in them that led to
the downfall of the scientists of old. And it was the strength of mankind'sfaith in the Power that allowed it
to triumph over that cancerous evil and save our rece.”

The bound man smiled cynically. "Oh, | don't doubt the 'power’ of faith for oneingtant, Worship. I'm
quite thoroughly aware of the important part it playsin justifying the whole system of beliefsthat comprise
the Power. After dl, I've been apart of that system for years. At the beginning | even had faith mysdlf.

"No, I'm not questioning the power of faith. What I'm questioning isits vaidity asthe guide and
control for science. | doubt ..."

The bishop gave the table top aresounding swat with theflat of hishand. "Y ou blagpheme!™" he
shouted angrily. "By doubting faith you cal into question the very foundetion, the motivating force, of the
Power itsdf!"

Dunn cut right through the other man's objection, pressing home hisargument. "Yes! | question the
Power! By basing itsalf so completely on faith, the Power has become rigid, monolithic, and static. Oh, |
admit it'sgot alot of damned fine engineering triumphsto its credit. But sinceit refusesto dlow science
to continue the exploration of redlity, sooner or later it's going to run out of steam and stagnation will set
in. Hell, it dready hasin most areas of physics.”

"The Power owns and controls science now. But it's adead, usaess thing you own. And no amount
of blind faith will bring it back to life. Only freedom can reviveit.”

"When science was freg, it destroyed,” the bishop said sternly. "It destroyed because it never
devel oped atrue perception of the nature of redlity. It saw the universe as consisting of separate,
independent objectsinteracting in ways determined by their individua natures. The interactions followed
patterns that repeated themsalves. And these patterns, when carefully observed, could be formulated as
laws of naturewhich held truein dl placesat dl times. Science st itsdlf the task of discovering those
laws.

"But such aview of redlity had devastating consequences. It moved man from the center of cregtion
to its periphery and made him just one more independent, separate object interacting with othersin
accordance with the laws of nature. Human nature, with al its beauty and ugliness, was reduced to a
series of mechanical reactionsto externd stimuli. Our laughter and our tears, our very sense of wonder,
became nothing more than socio-biologica adaptations to environmenta stress or more chemical
equations. Morality was exposed asaset of cultura rules based on convenience or sdf-interest.

"What aterrifying place the universe became! A vast mechanism, it ticked away in timewith the
impersona lawsthat drove it, but drove it to no purpose since it lacked any transcendental significance.
Mankind found itsalf in an echoing emptiness, dancing to the tune of cold reason and the meaningless
rhythm of the cosmic logic.

"And what was this mighty force, this vaunted science you cherish so much, based on? Human
reason!" The bishop laughed harshly. "Asif reason itself was not rooted just as deeply in the dark places
of the soul asthe most ferocious and irrational passons! Asif the conscious, rational mind was the mgor
driving force in human history! Asif there was not vastly more to nature than the philosophers of reason
ever dreamed of!"



"Isit any wonder that amongtrogty like science could offer no ultimate answers and found itself
incgpable of developing its own restraining moraity? And what else could prevaill againgt its power? The
old moradlities, tied asthey were to discredited views of redlity, lay impotent benegth the burden of their
own rigidity. Thenew ‘isms;' proliferating to fill the vacuum in men's souls, were too shalow and limited
to offer any red hope. And the ethics of expediency, so beloved by mankind's leaders, only brought on
the disagter dl the sooner. ™

"Theresult wasinevitable. The people, findly redizing the dangers of an dl-powerful, uncontrollable
science and beginning to understand the dreadful price they were paying for the questionable benefits of
science and technology, logt their faith in the good intentions of scientists and in the val ue of reason. Even
within scienceitself there was a protest against the iron rule of reason. Quantum theory punched the
standard view of redity full of holes. Men of foresight and wisdom like Heisenberg, Bohr, and Finkelstein
tried to make their comrades see the error of their ways. But it wastoo late, too late. Ruin came down
ondl dike"

"If the Power had not come aong when it did, my child, the destruction would have been complete.
The Pilgrimage was not enough. It only spread the disease of the old science to new worlds. It took
something grester man that, something basic.”

"The Power provided that something. It gave usanew view of the universe, anew way of
undergtanding redity. The holy Kuvaz himself reveded the truth to uswith his perception that redity is
circular and based essentidly on faith.” Solemnly he made the Sign of the Circle with the forefinger and
thumb of hisright hand. " "'We believe in redlity because we have faith in our perceptions and we have
fath in our perceptions because we bdievein redity,' " he quoted in aheavy, ritudigtic voice. "In truth we
create the universe through our continuing act of faith and in turn are created by our own cregtion. We
are not separate and independent from it. We areit.”

"Nor does the power of faith stop there, my child. For it isthe smple faith the people havein usthat
provides the strength we need to control science and transform it from the ravisher of our planet and our
race into the gentle and beneficent Knowledge. It isthe faith mankind gives usthat alows usto give them
peace and security and happinessin return.”

"Yes, Dunn, faithisessentid. And, | fear, faith is exactly what you so sordly lack.”

Dunn had been gtaring at the floor throughout most of the bishop's monologue, dowly shaking his
head back and forth. Now he raised his eyesto the other man's and gazed a him in stony silencefor
severd moments. "Words," hefinadly muttered in adispirited tone. "Words, words, words, words. And
al of them so twisted and turned that even though they seem to mean something, they don't." Hisvoice
began to gather strength as he spoke. ™Y ou forget, Worship, I've read other histories, other viewpoints
than the officid one. Oh, | admit therésagrain of truth in dmost everything you say. Sometimes more
than agrain. Butit'sthat very speck of truth, mixed in so cleverly with so many lies, that makeswhat you
say dl the more vicious and deadly."

"Y ou speak of faith. But you really mean blind obedience. Y ou spesk—" He stopped himsalf
abruptly, snapped his mouth shut, and looked down with sudden intensity at the strgps that bound him to
the chair. His head swiveled toward the blinking lights and glowing diasthat covered the wdl to hisright.
He swallowed and shuddered involuntarily.

When he turned back to face the bishop therewas adightly wild, frightened look in hiseyes. A brittle
laugh tinged with hysteria broke unexpectedly from somewhere degp insgde him and ended just as
suddenly in along, sobbing intake of bresth. "I'm wasting my time," he muttered in adazed, dightly
desperate voice. "It doesn't make any differencewhat | say. Y ou don't give adamn. Y ou aren't even
redly ligening to me. Y our mind's dready made up." Hiswords came in pinched bursts. " Four hundred
years ago you people decided you knew the Truth. Since then you haven't heard aword anyone has
sad!" Hisvoice cracked on hislast word and he broke off his monologue with aviolent shake of his
head. Sweat beaded out on hisforehead and his chest heaved againgt the straps that held him to the chair
back as he sucked in panting gasps of air.

Bishop Thwalit gazed at him, hisface devoid of expression, his eyes hooded and cold. Gradualy
Dunn's breathing returned to normal and he dumped dightly, hiseyes drifting down to sarelislesdy at



the floor again.

Andrew let out along, heavy sgh. Hisgaze fell to the volumethat lay on thetablein front of him.
Sowly hereached out and drew it toward him. Lovingly he stroked the cover, tracing the golden Sign of
the Circle embossed there. Then, a random, he opened the book. Closing his eyes, he stabbed down at
the exposed page with hisfinger. He looked to where hisfinger pointed, reading the passageit indicated
to himself. Pleased, he nodded.

"Dunn,” he said, staring with bright eyes at the bowed head of the man in the chair, "this, asyou
know, isthe Book." He gestured toward the volume that lay open before him. "It is here you have your
last gppedl, your find hope. For the Book was written by the holy Kuvaz himself, the Readjudter, the
Founder of the Power, Protector of Humanity. It isthe Revealed Truth. If you harken to itsword, your
immortal soul may yet be saved.” Dunn didn't stir or give any other indication that he even heard the
Bishop. "Listen then to the word of Kuvaz and | et its true meaning shine on your soul and bring you back
to the Power.” He cleared histhroat and began to read:

"And in those days there were otherswho said, 'L et us change men to fit the world rather than
change theworld to fit men.' And they went into the secret places of the cell and they manipulated it and
gave birth to monsters. Then went the monsters out into the world and spread evil and sickness. The
people cried out in their fear and anguish. Y ea, they raised their voicesin supplication and said...

"Enough, enough,”" Dunn interrupted wearily without raisng his head. "L et's cut theritua crap. I'm not
impressed any longer. Get on with it, Bishop. I'm weary to death of waiting to be found out, Sick of
hiding and sneaking, tired, tired, tired of the whole damn thing. Theré's no room for truth in the Power.
No room for me. To hdl withit al."

Andrew shut the Book with an annoyed snap. Why does he make me so angry? he wondered. He's
right, though. Theré's no hope for him. Clearly awaste of my time. An unrepentant heretic if ever | saw
one. Oh, there are ways, he thought, ways to bend and twist hismind until he crawls across the floor to
kiss the hem of my robe. But they take time and right now there are more important thingsfor meto
attend to than readjusting scum like this. Total mindwipeis quicker and easier for the moment. Then,
when things aren't quite so hectic, I'll spend afew days and do a compl ete readjustment. And create
another willing servant for the Power.

He rose and waked over to Dunn. The man closed his downcast eyes as Andrew approached, a
dight tic beginning to twitch in hisright cheek. He's frightened, but determined not to bresk down and
beg, the bishop noted. Great strength of character. Pity he's a heretic. With reverent downess, he made
the Sign of the Circle with both hands over the seated man's head.

Methodically, the bishop attached al the necessary wiresto Dunn's body, then called for the helmet.
It lowered smoothly down from the celling to fit precisaly over the man's head. Checking everything a
second time, Andrew finally stood back and snapped, "Isolation. * Instantly acircle of shimmering light
surrounded Dunn, making him hard to see. The bishop returned to his place at the table and spoke one
find word. "Begin."

Thedim figurein the chair suddenly stiffened and convulsed, sraining violently againgt the siraps. Its
mouth snapped open in an unheard scream. The bishop watched for asecond. Then, bored, he opened
the Book and began to read.

An hour later Chandrareturned with agurney and roughly dumped the drooling, empty-eyed hulk
that had been Dunn onit. Ashewheded it out the door, Bishop Thwait said, " Suspension, Chandra.
Vault Seven. No sense in wasting even flawed materid. We are along way from home and
replacements.”

Chandra nodded and disappeared down the corridor.

vV

"No use grumbling, Myali." Josh chuckled as he walked along besde hissister. "Y ou know we
figured it had to happen sooner or later. Just dumb luck it took place during our lifetimes.”



"And during my fiveyear," shereplied sourly.

The young man laughed. He laughed alot at thethings Myali said and it annoyed her, brother or not.
But then, she sighed to hersdlf, Josh laughs alot at everything. At times1'm convinced he perceivesthe
whole universe as a colossa joke. Suddenly she remembered once when she'd accused him of exactly
that view. Hed laughed then, too, loud and long, shaking his head in agreement. She' d gotten very angry
and had asked if he thought even the Way was ajoke. He'd nodded vigoroudly, declaring that ajoke
was probably as good a description of the Way as anything €l se. She hadn't known how to reply to that,
s0 shed smply stomped off in ahuff. Josh had been teasing her ever since she could remember.

"Ah, little Sster, so0 serious! Always so serious! Areyou angry because we interrupted your
Wandering, because we snatched you al that way, or because the whole infinite universe seemsto be
conspiring againg you?"'

"l wasjust at Judgement,” she responded darkly. "And there was sorrow. My sorrow."

His face changed and became solemn. "A tragedy, then. A reason for being serious. | apologize. But
surely you don't hold the anguish to you il ?!

"No,” sheadmitted. "I'm sad, but only in agenerd way."

He brightened up ingtantly. "Then smile, Myai! Smile at the sun that shines after two daysof rain.”

Myali turned and glared a him, her fistson her hips. "Josh, there aretimeswhen | think you're the
shdlowedt, silliest person on dl Kensho! How in Jerome's name can you be so damned cheerful knowing
they're hanging up there? Damn it, Josh, they're here! And we're not redlly ready for them yet. Not by
severd generations.”

He shrugged. "Way-Farer doesn't seem too worried. Oh, dl right, dl right," he protested, holding up
his hands to ward off the comment he saw forming on her lips. "Here. Isthis better?' Hisfeatures became
serious, adightly worried scowl settling on his forehead. He held the expression for severd seconds, then
cagt aquick glance upwards toward where the Sow Moon hung, dimly shining in the daytime sky. "Are
they goneyet?' he muttered in aloud stage whisper.

"Ohhhh, you're hopeless!" she responded, throwing up her hands in exasperation.

Josh grinned. "No, Myali. Not hopeless. Just trying to point out that all the worrying in the world
won't make them go away or change the fact that they're here. No matter how you or | fedl, worrying is
irrdlevant to the red problem. It just uses up menta and emotiona energy and getsin the way of our
ability to think and act clearly. We're not going to accomplish adamn thing by grumping and groaning.
Especidly not before we've even been to the meeting and gotten dl the details.

"Remember what Edwyr said about atrue warrior being someone who knew how to wait? That's the
attitude we have to adopt now—uwaiting. The battle will come to us sooner or later in any case. Inthe
meantime, best we keep our minds bright and ready rather than darkening and weakening them with
usalessworry. We might aswell laugh and sing as we sharpen our swords.

"So amile, little sster. It'sabeautiful day. And only the Gods know how many such we have left.”

Chastened, she fdl in beside him once again asthey strode toward the mound that marked al that
was |eft of the Basecamp at First Touch. Asthey walked, Josh stole asideways glance at her. Little
sgter, how you've grown, he thought warmly. He remembered the tiny, freckled little imp that used to
plague him with endless questions about everything in theworld. "Why isthere a sky? What holdsthe
moons up? Why don't they bump into each other?

Then there was the day he' d left to become a Seeker. He recdled her brave smile and the tear-filled
eyesthat ruined the pretense. She'd run off and hid somewhere until after held left.

That was dl years ago. Myadi was awoman now, tall, dender, and graceful. Her long brown hair
framed adelicate, finely chiseled face. The eyeswere arich brown, the nose dightly arched and narrow,
the mouth firm and decisive. Josh supposed she was beautiful. At least that's what other peopletold him.
But to him, her red beauty lay deep indgde in the specid place that was her. There she was il that
wide-eyed, wonder-struck child with amillion questions and a bubbling love of life. And despite the
serious facade she had built over the years, he knew that that was what really stood just behind that
frown of concentration.

Y et for some time now he had glimpsed a shadow in her usually clear glance. It was adarkness he



knew only too well, having experienced it himsdalf many years ago while seeking the Way. Y es, hewas
aure it was the black demon Doulbt that chilled Myadli 's mind and spirit and was the cause of her
Wandering. They had never discussed it. Onejust didn't question another's desire to Wander. Every
since Y olan had felt the need, shortly after the Re-Establishment, and had gone Wandering to re-establish
her own contact with hersalf and her world, Wandering had become an accepted and honored ingtitution
on Kensho. Any time anyone had a persona problem that needed resolving, the life of a\Wanderer
offered the leisure, the privacy, and the time necessary to work it al out.

Whatever it isthat's bothering Myali, Josh thought, it must be pretty basic. Because she'snot the
confident, constantly excited girl I've dways known. He stole another quick glance. No. Now she's
nearly astranger. Hesitant, unsure, dmost fearful, she dways seemsto be miles and milesaway, lost
somewherein her own world, uncertain of the next step she hasto take in thisone. Ah, well, he sghed,
the Master once said that uncertainty was midwife at the birth of al serious philosophical problems. And
if I know Myadli, what's bothering her isa " serious philosophica problem.”

Serious philosophica problemsindeed! he thought. Patent nonsense posing as profundity behind a
mask of misused and misunderstood words! But redl, he reminded himsdlf, very redl for those suffering
from them. We no longer suffer very much from the Mushin. But our own confusions still plague us.

They arrived a the mound, the last of the Twelve. The others were standing about in loose groups,
talking quietly, no evidence of any strain or concern in their manner. Gods! Myali thought, how can they
al be so cdm? My stomach's churning at the very ideaof Them hanging up there, peering down &t us,
watching our every move.

The Way-Farer, Father Kadir, motioned them al to St and form their circle. Myali searched the
man's darkly handsome face for some indication of how things stood. His black eyes, hooked nose, and
thin lips gave no hint of hisinner sate of mind. He seemed peaceful and regd. The dight graying at the
temples of hisblack hair merely added to the stateliness of his appearance. Long, dender hands svam
gracefully through the air as he spoke, following hiswords, pushing them, leading them, shaping their
meaningsinto motions.

"Ah," he began once they were dl seated, "welcome, my friends. Such lovely westher. Thereisa
small patch of yellowfire blooming on the other side of the mound. Y ou redly must view it before
leaving."

"But | know you have al come long distancesfor thismeeting, so | will not delay. If you will join me
in the network, it will facilitate the passage of background information to each of you. Our discussions,
however, should be conducted verbally. Prepare.”

Myadli and the others settled themselvesin half lotus position, left leg folded over right, handslyingin
thelap, pAmsup, |eft over right. The right hemisphere of the brain was the conduit for the network, so
the |eft Sde of the body was given dominancein preparing for it. Myali began to cam her mind,
controlling her breething and bringing herself into astate of open receptivity.

Suddenly she felt the warm mdting that indicated her Mind Brothers had merged with those carried
by the others and had come under the control of the Way-Farer. Then, equally as suddenly, he was
there, in her mind, sharing his knowledge with her. She experienced it exactly as he had, losing nothing of
hisfedings and insgghts. Wordless, beyond height or width or depth or time, it Smply was part of her
own being at the very indtant of itsarriva from elsewhere.

She blinked at the dight snap with which the universe returned to normal. It aways surprised her, that
shift that took place after a deep sharing. It was admost asif she had actualy been somewhere else,
Between perhaps, while the exchange was taking place. She shook her head. She had decided long ago
that there was Smply no understanding it. Best just to accept.

Father Kadir smiled at them. "Well?" he asked, arching one black eyebrow.

An older woman, from one of the PlainsLord clans by her dress, cleared her throat and said, "A
great many objective data, Father. But nothing that redlly givesaclear indication of their intentions. Do
they come asfriends or asfoes? If asfriends... well, that crestes awhole set of specia problemswe
should discuss. But if they're here as enemies ... Master, that scout vessal could do quite abit of damage
if they decided to be nasty, right?"



"| think we can safely assume that the primary mission of this ship is reconnaissance,” the Way-Farer
answered. "Technicdly, then, it doesn't represent any immediate physica threat in and of itsdf. Of
coursg, itisapotentia source of danger, sSincethey could dways decide that amgjor military actionis
required and cdl in abattle flegt, but | don't believe they're here to Sart a shooting war on their own.

"On the other hand,” he continued, "even a scout ship has avesome wegpons at its command. Once
they discover that we have no defensive or offensive capabilities that even gpproach their own, they may
decide they can handle the situation al by themsdaves. And indeed, as you suggested, that ship could do
quite abit of damage.”

"The flagship has vastly more power than that scout,” offered atiny man with the long, ddlicate fingers
of amadter artisan. "Couldn't we reactivateit, blast the scout, and end the whole problem?”

The Way-Farer sighed. "'l wish it were that easy. It'strue that the flagship outguns the scout. But
there's no way we'd be able to knock it out before it was able to send an emergency call. Thenwe'd
have the whole fleet bursting in here, shooting asthey came. No, theflagship isalast resort, a secret
wespon to be unleashed only in utter desperation. If we useit against an enemy as small as the scout,
wevewasted it."

A young Brother spoke up eagerly. "But couldn’t we send a boarding party to the scout by way of
the Mind Brothers? | mean, we snatch people here and there dl the time. Couldn't we snatch them to the
scout for a surprise attack? They wouldn't be expecting it.”

Josh shook his head. " Sorry. Snatching doesn't work that way. Y ou can only snatch to alocation
where the Brothers dready are. Both ends of the journey have to be nailed down. It's more like pulling
then pushing.

Gods only know what would happen to you if you just legpt off with no destination. No, unlesswe
somehow managed to get some Mind Brothers on the scout, there's no way we could send a party up
there.

"And even if we could, it wouldn't work for exactly the same reason activating the flagship won't
work. No matter how much of a surprise we achieved, thered sill be plenty of timeto send off acall for
help."

"Obvioudy," aman in a Seeker's robe spoke up, "we should avoid doing anything to antagonize them
until welve found some way to defend oursalves” A general rumble of agreement passed around the
circle. "But does anybody have any idea of what will or will not make them angry?"

"Seemsto me," began avery old man dressed in the smple clothes of aHome Valey 'steader, "best
thing to do isignore'em. Let 'em make the first move. Right now dl they're doin’ iswatchin'. No harmin
that. But sooner or later, they're gonnaact. Y ou can bet on it. Seemsto me, best thing to do istry an’
figger out what they're gonna do then. Get ready for as many diffrent possibilities aswe can. Not much
elsswecando.”

A heavy man dressed in the formal robes of a merchant vehemently shook his head in disagreement.
"No, no. Look, we're dl approaching thisthing from the wrong angle. Surethisisacriss. Hell, could
mean the destruction of Kensho aswe know it. Or just period.

"But damn it, it's more than that. It's an opportunity.” The others stirred at that and looked toward the
man, obvioudy wanting him to continue and explain himsdlf more fully. He cast aquick glance at the
Way-Farer. Then, receiving an encouraging nod, he began once more.

"Look, we ve been here on this planet some fourteen generations. Since Jerome'stime, and
especidly since Edwyr and the Re-Establishment, we've spread over most of the world and developed a
technology unlike anything Earth ever saw.

"Sure, | admit most of the techniques were borrowed from the home planet. It'sthe system that's
different. It's the way technology relates to us and to our planet that's unique.

"Take energy, for example. We don't shred the landscape strip-mining cod. Or smear our waters
and our skieswith oil dragged up from the bowels of the earth. Instead we've found substitutes for al
those things our ancestors ripped from the ground. We use wind turbines on the Plain; hydro power in
the mountains; solar where the sun shines; geo where the crust isthin; tidd on the coasts ... hell, it goes
on and on.



"The key, though, isthat weve learned to tailor our technology to fit our world rather than twisting
and warping our world to fit some artificidly determined technologica requirements. Weve kept things
small, local, within the ability of ordinary individuasto grasp and comprehend. What industry we do have
islimited in Sze and located where energy and raw materiads are naturdly available. We don't have any
vast industrial complexes or huge population concentrations to service them. Welverefused to let
ourselves get caught up in that destructive spira of uncontrolled technologica growth and population
explosion that characterized the home world—and destroyed it. Weve kept human control for the sake
of our humanity."

Helooked proudly around the circle. Then a considering look clouded over hisfeatures and he
became solemn. "Y eh. The only trouble isthat the road weve picked doesn't ever lead off this planet.
WEll create a paradise here where well be ableto live happily for many, many generations. But therell
never be any way out of that paradise, never be any way off Kensho. Becausg, likeit or not, starships
take heavy industry. Metd, lots of it, torn from the earth. Incredible amounts of energy from sourceswe
couldn't even develop without destroying our environment. Yeh," he mused, "it'salmost like you haveto
ruin your world to be ableto leaveit.”

With adeep sigh, he looked morosdaly down at the ground. "Living a happy, securelifeisawonderful
idea, something to redly strivefor.” He paused asif hesitating to make hisnext point. "But,” hefinaly
continued, dmost in awhisper, "1 wonder if it'sredly enough?!

He looked up then, fixing them dl with adefiant glare. "Damn it, theresahdl| of alot of universe out
there," he declared with abroad sweep of hisarm. "But well never seeit if we continue on our present
path.”

"Oh, don't worry. | ‘'m not some kind of modern day Mitsuyama wanting to introduce heavy industry
to Kensho. But | can't help but think that some day, if we don't have new horizons to walk toward and
new skiesto watch at night, welll stagnate and die.”

For severa moments, it seemed asif he had stopped, for he sat perfectly ill, his eyes staring off into
the distance. But then he lifted his gaze up, up toward the sky. When he spoke, his voice was husky with
longing. "But they've got them. Lots of them. Whole fleets of them. Starships. More than they know what
to do with. Enough to take us anywhere we want to go."

He drew himsdlf up decisvely. "That's the opportunity I'm talking about. Those ships. Oh, | know
there's only one scout up there right now. But more are coming, you can. bet onit. A whole fleet, maybe,
depending on what the scout reports back. When they arrive, they could be bringing us our death. But
they could dso be bringing usthe universe!”

Stunned, they sat and stared at the heavy man until an elderly woman acrossthe circle from Myali
rubbed her eyes with the palms of her hand and muttered loud enough for everyoneto hear, "Lovely,
lovely. All we haveto do is snatch afleet of starshipsfrom their warlike owners. But how to doit?
Especidly since were wegponless?!

"Not completely weaponless, Mother," murmured the Way-Farer. " Just unsure of our own power,
unversed in the use of the wegponswe hold.”

"Ah, yes," shereplied, aswest, innocent smile playing about her lips. " Of course. How foolish of me.
We're armed like ayoung swordsman, new to hisart, unsure of histechniques, but brave, oh so brave,
and willing to face the Ronin to save his people.”

"Bah!" she snarled, her face suddenly changing and becoming hard. "Fools die that way! So do
races. Snatch starships, indeed. 'Not weaponless,” nonsense! One false move and they'll bring awhole
fleet, dl right. To burn thisplanet and dl our fineidedsinto cinderd "

"And that's the real danger of the path we' ve been on for so long. It's not just that we can't reach out
and grab the universg, it'sthat we can't stop the universe from reaching out and grabbing us! Right now,
after fourteen generations, after conquering aworld and the Mushin, were virtualy back wherewe
darted ... defensalessin the face of any enemy that threatens our very existence. We can't fight because
we haven't prepared ourselvesto fight any more than the Filgrims were prepared to fight the mind
leeches"

Silence greeted her statements astheir truth pierced deep into everyone's mind. Josh wasthefirst to



recover and ask, "Then you'd have us give up?'

"Give up? Don't be adouble fool, young man! Give up and they'll come marching in here and take
over. Then you can kiss everything we've ever worked for goodbye. Oh, it'd be nice to believe they've
changed. Grown wings and haloes or whatever. But they obvioudy haven't. They're out there hiding,
sneeking and skulking around in amanner that's hardly angedlic. Initid caution isto be understood. But
they've been here long enough to know we pose no threat. If they had good intentions, they'd have
shown themselves by now rather than lurking in the dark. Huh. They're just trying to decide how to go
about the rape, not wondering whether to rape or not.”

"No, giving up isn't the answer any more than trying to fight them on their own termsis. Stop thinking
in black and white, dl of you! Haven't you learned anything from Nakamura's example? He faced an
impossible choice of aternatives, just aswe do. And rather than choosing either one, hefound atotally
unexpected way out." Her face grew crafty. " We have to start thinking like Nekamura. Things are
happening. The universeisflowing. The key isto do as he did and find how it's flowing so we can go with
it to achieve our purpose through its effort. There are an infinite number of possibilities from this point on,
not just two! How we choose to act will open some options, close others. We need to scheme and plan
to make sure we pick the right onesto reach our goal."

"Areyou proposing aseeing?' Myai asked in wonder.

"Damnright | am. Oh, | know how dangerousthat is. Don't bother with scary tales about shifting
possibility lines and observers affecting redlity. It'sdl irrdlevant in this case. We don't have any choice.
It'saseeing, or we stumble on and bump right into disaster.”

"A seeing isno guarantee of success, Mother Ilia It only showsthe multiple probabilities. Everything
isaways shrouded in the mists of uncertainty,” the Way-Farer warned solemnly.

"Bah," sheretorted. "Don't forget who you're talking to, Robert. | know aswell asyou do what's
involved in aseeing. Remember: A man with only one eye sees better than aman with none. So, vague
and uncertain asit may be, a plan based on seeing is vastly superior to one based on the blind hope
everything will turn out happily because the universe loves us”

The Way-Farer looked at each of them in turn, his gaze moving clockwise around the circle. "Do we
al agree with Mother llia, then? Dowedl fed aseeingiscdled for?' Silent acquiescence greeted his
questioning glance. He Sghed. "Ah, well, then. A seeing. | remind you al how persondly dangerousit can
be. Once confronted with the multiple universes that a seeing reved's, many minds are incgpable of finding
their way back hometo their own probability line again. Of course, those of us who are more adept at
the technique will lead and guard you, but the peril till exists. No oneis compelled to join, athough
admittedly, the more who do, the stronger the seeing will be.”

Myali glanced at the others out of the Sides of her eyes. Everyone seemed to be stolidly accepting the
idea of going ahead with it! No one even hinted at adesire to step out of the circle. Arethey dl fools?
shewondered. People diein seeings. That'swhy they're restricted, even on anindividua basis. And this,
thiswas amassive one—one that had to explore the possible futures of the whole planet!

Her eyesflashed around the circle once more, wildly hoping to see someone else who doubted and
feared asshe did. If even one of them fdt it, she knew she would stand and leave. Even one!

But the rest appeared cam, some of them aready beginning the quieting exercise that preceded any
group effort. Gods, she thought. I” ve got to go through with it, then. But my mind is so confused, so
unsure. How will 1 ever find my way back when I'm not any too certain where I'm starting from?

Myali felt someone's eyes on her. Looking acrossthe circle, she saw that Mother Iliawas watching
her intently. ™Y oung woman," she said sharply, "are you sure you're redly up to this? Y ou're a Wanderer,
you know, and that indicates a certain unsettling of the mind.”

"Yes, Mydi," Josh added. "Maybe you should st thisout.”

The suggestion from others, especidly her big brother, that she might not be fit enough to participate
in the seeing, stiffened her resolve. How dare they? she thought. Haughtily, she returned Mother 1lids
gare. "l can handleit,” shesaid in anicy tone.

"Damn stubborn,” muttered the old woman. Then her face softened and she smiled. "Damn stubborn,
but damn brave, too. Y ou'll do, my dear. But I'll keep my eye on you just the same.”



Father Kadir nodded to them dl. "Thank you. | think we might aswell begin.” He settled himself
firmly into full lotus, left leg over right, hands pam upward in hislap, |eft fingers over right, thumb tips
touching. The othersfollowed his, example, closed their eyes, and began rhythmic breathing.

Myali felt a sudden yearning for one last look at the world before closing her eyes. Surprised by the
urgency of her own need, she was dmost overwhelmed by the flood of sensationsthat poured through
her hungry senses. There was so much beauty! The sun blazed like avast smilein asky whose blue
intensity was only heightened by the occasiond fluffs of cloud that bumbled acrossit. A warm breeze
played light-fingered games with her hair and snuggled joyfully in theloose folds of her robe. The grass
around her gave ablue-green shout of sheer exuberance and then crept softly off to cover the hills. Josh
isright, she redized with genuine ddight. How could | have missed it? It isabeautiful day!

With asigh of reuctance, she began to disengage her attention from the outside, refocusing it
interndly. Duty, she thought. | had achanceto avoid it. Wisgly or not, | made my choice.

Her eyeslightly closed, she began breathing deeply, letting her body and mind relax. In, out, in, out,
her breath traveled. She alowed her atention to follow it, in, out. Gradually she became aware that she
was following the breath of the others, in, out, matching and merging with the common rhythm.

Sowly the shared rhythm passed on beyond mere bresth and became the best of her whole body,
brought into harmony with that of those seated in the circle with her. Her heart beat with theirs, her blood
surged asthers surged, until at last there was no her or them, but only One that was All.

Unbidden, the words of a chant suffused her whole being and vibrated throughout her body-mind,
once more changing the pattern and meter of her existence.

Moons, moons, shining down on waters,
waters moving slowly, moons moving
slowly,

yet being still.

Sill the waters, still the moons.
Movement, strife, all longing is but
reflection, passing to stillness

when the mind is calmed.

Quiet illing, then dowing of dl rhythms, al maotion. Almost, dmost movement ceased. Then began
againin anew pace, one not belonging to any of them, or evento al of them, but coming from someplace
Beyond. The words of anew chant washed across her avareness.

Flowing, flowing, timelike flowing
through the spacelike frame of being,
flowing to the stable center,

to the place of ceaseless stillness,

to the moveless heart of motion
inward, inward to the center,

inward to unbinding chaos,

release of meaning, form, existence ...

Time dowed, stopped. Space collapsed. The two melted into one, then compressed, al points
becoming asingle event.

In ablinding explosion, possibility suddenly surged outward, spreading dl the richness of spacetime
out and out and out.

It was like looking down from aheight on aseries of trangparent planes, infinite in number, each
emerging from another and then flowing on to branch yet again and again. From Now they rippled off in
al directions, filling the whole volume of time, right to the dark horizon of the future. On some of them,
Kensho bloomed in the distance, abright ball of angry flame. In others, the sun that warmed the planet



bulged and burst in atorrent of bright destruction. Here and there, the planet charred and died. Or part
of it did. Or it remained green. Or iced over. Or ... Or ... Or ... Of ...

And then she saw a path, twisting out through the planes from one to another, down, over, around,
right, left. Others appeared. Infinitely others. They tugged a her awareness, pulled a her being,
whispering things and futures she had never guessed a. From the height shefdlt hersdf dipping, beginning
to fal down and through those endless possibilities. Terror seized her and she struggled, flailing about
wildly for something to hold on to. But as soon as she grasped anything, it melted and flowed away. She
screamed. And sensed a presence, calm, firm, strong. Hystericaly, shemade agrab for it. It held. Witha
gigantic effort she hauled hersdf back up. Then shefdt the thing she clung to dipping, dipping, pulled off
balance by her tugging. Bracing hersdlf, she heaved, trying desperately to keep it from faling. Straining
with al her might, she smply wasn't strong enough. She felt arending and stumbled back, clutching a part
of thething to her while the rest wailed off into vastness.

With asnap, she found herself back on the grass at Basecamp, weeping hysterically. Severd others
were sobbing aswdll. A few sat dazedly, holding their headsin trembling hands. Two lay sprawledin
twisted positions.

The Way-Farer, hisface gray with fatigue and pain, rose and went to one of the figuresthat lay so
quietly in the afternoon sun. He bent down and placed his head against the chest. Myali wiped the
streaming tears from her eyes and tried to make out who it was. She knew, though, in away she couldn't
explain. As heleaned back, hisface more drawn than ever, dark eyes heavy with grief, she saw the
ashen profile of Mother llia. "Dead," he said amply. As he spoke, the other prone body stirred. “Alive,”
he declared with equa smplicity, but with awhole different world of meaning.

Father Kadir got shakily to hisfeet, looking down at them from what seemed an incredible height.
"We have seen," he said softly. "We have seen and paid the price.

"Now we must continue to pay the price. For the only hope for Kensho is one that requires greet
sacrifice on the part of afew so that many may live. And even then, the outcomeis not sure. So many
posshilities™ he muttered to himsdlf, " So many posshbilities”

"Wemust try," Josh croaked, his voice quivering with exhaustion. "We must try."

The Way-Farer nodded. "And who will carry the burden?’

Myali looked groggily up at him, her eyes, still brimming with tears, drooping with sudden fatigue. He
was looking directly at her as he asked the question.

Suddenly she knew the answer, knew to the very depths of her being who would carry the burden of
Kensho. And oddly, the knowing, rather than oppressing her, made her fed freefor thefirst timein
years. She understood how dim the chances for success were. And how dight the oddsin favor of
persond surviva. But something of Mother Iliasiron will, perhaps the fragment she had managed to
grasp asthe rest had dipped away, sustained and strengthened her.

She held her head up proudly and said firmly, "I will, Father.”

Vv

"Damnit,” Admira Y amadacomplained, "it just doesn't make sense!™

"I agree, Thomas, and that is precisely what worriesme." Bishop Thwait was pacing back and forth
along the table in the briefing room. "But you have seen the data and the close-up photos. That isawhole
different type of civilization down there. One we do not even have a classfication for. They obvioudy use
metds, but only inlimited quantities. They have amultiplicity of energy resources, yet do not even bother
to exploit some of the most obvious ones. Industry is present, but scattered in basically inefficient units.
Most astonishing of dl, however, isthetota lack of any form of long-distance communications network
or transportation system.” He shook his head. "It isaworld of glaring contradictions, Thomas, and | do
not likethefed of it."

Thomas dapped the table with hishand. "To hell with dl that ‘socioeconomic’ crap! They can havedl
the contradictions they want in their stinking society.



What worries meistherés not oneindication of any military complex anywhere on the whole damn
planet. Nothing!"

He spun his chair around to glare at the pacing bishop. "Damn it, that's not natura, Andrew! Hell,
there aren't even any population complexes. They're just spread out al over the place like a peaceful
herd of grazing cows or something. But they aren’t cows, damn it! They're people. And people fight and
have armies and military basesand ... and ... Shit! It just isn't natural!"

Bishop Thwait stopped pacing and gazed thoughtfully at the seated man. "It would make senseif all
their defensive and offensive systems were located off-planet. If the systems were so powerful that their
very presence on the planet would endanger the lives of the inhabitants.”

"Niceidea," Thomasreplied sarcasticaly, "but it doesn't pan out. Most of the probes we sent around
the system have reported back by now and there's no sign of anything." For amoment he paused,
considering, then dapped the table again and stood, his mind made up. "Andrew, contradictions or not,
there's only one obvious answer. The bastards are a Class Three or less. We can go in and take over
ourselves. No need to even call in the flet. | suggest weland afull company of marines, securea
beachhead, and impose our rule, soonest.”

Andrew looked pensive. "Hmmmmm. That would be anice little feather in your cap, wouldn't it,
Thomas? Capturing awhole planet single-handedly? Excellent for the record.” He held up hishand to
forestd | the other man's protest. "But on the other hand, suppose your little company of marineswereto
go planetside and be wiped out? How would you respond? Fire on the planet from space? Burn it? Cdll
inthefleet and create another Quarnon?"

"Damnit," interrupted the admird with an angry shout, "who in the hell do you think—"

"] think | am the representative of the Power aboard this scout, that iswho | think | am!™ the bishop
interrupted coldly. "And | will permit no unnecessary or potentialy dangerous military action.”

"Dangerous? Tel me how in the hdl amilitary action against an unarmed planet can be dangerous?’

"Because | do not believe for one moment that that planet is unarmed! Thomas, Nakamurawas a
military man, an admira. Do you think he wouldn't have made some provisonsfor the defense of his
colony? All right, | agree things ook amazingly calm down there right now. But that could be the result of
thefact that they fed secure because they have a very adequate defensive system we are not aware of
yet.

"Now | know we have made athorough search of every hiding place we can think of. But what we
arelooking for may just be hidden in some place we haven't thought of. And | would hate to discover
that with a company of marines down-planet.

"Thomas, believe me, | want to bring this planet to the Power without having to resort to the fleet as
much asyou do. It certainly would not hurt my career any more than it would yours.

"But at the sametime, attempting that is putting both our futures out on alimb unlesswe are damn
surewe will succeed. | do not wish to haveto cal thefleet in here to rescue us.”

Somewhat mollified, the admira sat back in hischair with agrunt. "Huh. So what are you proposing,
then? It better be good. I'm getting bored waiting around for some action.”

Thwait sghed. "Therewill be action, Thomas. | can assure you of that. But it will be a our time and
of our making. Firgt, | propose we send asquad of your men and mine to the flagship to secureit. | do
not like it sitting out there, dead or not. With our own crew aboard, we would control it and berid of one
more potentia threat.

"Second, | think we should send a reconnai ssance mission on-planet to gather more information and
probe the enemy more thoroughly than is possible from out here. This should be an on-ground mission,
not amply fly-overs. That way it would be both less conspicuous and |ess provocative.”

Y amada eyed the bishop coldly. "Who did you intend to send down on this suicide misson? That's
what it'slikely to be, you know."

"l was thinking of ateam of your men and mine, say three of each.”

The admiral shook hishead. "No. | won't risk any of my men that way. They'd have to be adjusted, |
assume? That'swhat | thought. | have few enough effectives asit is. Can't afford to destroy any of them
that way. Sorry, Andrew, you'll have to use up your own men.”



The bishop swore silently. Thomasis such afool, he cursed. The farthest he can see beyond the end
of hisnoseisto the end of the muzzle of hisgun. Of course the adjustment necessary for such amisson
would destroy afew men's minds. But how many more might be destroyed, body aswell asmind, if we
make afase move and get engaged in abattle? Well, then, he thought, if Thomas refuses to cooperate,
that fact will be noted in my reports. And if thingsturn out as| think they will, such obstinacy will reflect
as poorly on him asmy handling of it will reflect well on me. Thomas, Thomas, you sedl your own fate.
Out loud he asked, "I take that asan officia refusa?’

"Takeit any way you want, damnit!" the other man said, histemper running short. "If you want to
diddle around with a damn spy mission on a planet that obvioudy couldn't defend itself from astinking
shuttle, go right ahead! But let metell you thisfor the record, too, Andrew. | 'm getting acompany of
marines ready to go down-planet. And I'm giving you exactly one week standard to show mewhy |
shouldn't send them down. If you can't make one hell of agood case, | 'm going to take this planet myself
and shed as much goddamn blood as | can whiledoing it!" Hinging his chair back to crash against the
wall, he rose and scomped from the room without a backward glance.

As s00n as he was sure the man was actualy gone, Bishop Thwait moved swiftly to the comm-unit
and punched in Chandra's code. As the man's face appeared and he bowed, Andrew asked, "Did you
get dl of that down?" Chandranodded. "Everything, Worship.”

"Good, good,” the bishop murmured, rubbing histhin hands together. "Now come up hereright
away. | will want your advice on planning the on-planet spy mission. No, on second thought, meet mein
my quartersinstead.” He dapped the disconnect button without waiting for the other's response or bow.

Turning, he went to the door, pamed it open, and strode into the corridor. It was officidly night time
in this section of the ship, so the corridor lightswerelow and there was very little traffic. During the entire
walk back to his own quarters, he saw only one other person, a crew member with aclipboard and a
worried expression. He nodded at the man in response to hisformal bow.

Chandrawas waiting at his door when he got there.

Ah, Chandra, he thought. So efficient, so loya. Thirteen years of service. In away, though, that
worried him alittle. The man knew so much. Perhaps too much. Might it not be wise to replace him?

Thwait led the way into his quarters, motioning Chandrato achair. "Would you care for some
coffee?' he asked. "Thered thing, not the ersatz. Of coursg, it is not from Earth. Became impossibleto
grow it there years ago. But thisisa hybrid that seemsto thrive on Barnard Two. Very liketheorigind, |
amtold.” While he talked, he moved to a console where he punched out his request. After amoment, a
pand did up, reveding two steaming cups of abrownish-black beverage. Thomas lifted them out and
handed one to Chandra, taking the other over to hisfavorite chair and settling down.

After afew appreciative sps, he began. “Yes, well, to busness. A spy mission to the planet. Have
we three we can spare?”'

"Worship, | honestly don't think so. Since suspending Dunn, we've had to do alot of shifting of
workloads. People are till acclimating and haven't made the adjustment yet. | fear pulling three more out
would cause amgjor disruption.”

"Hmmmmmmm. Y es. But your mention of Dunn gives me an idea. Heis dready wiped clean, so an
adjustment would be easy on him. Nolossat al, redly. Let's see, we would have to give him an overlay
of aspy profile. That would be easy enough.

"The problem, though, would be the rest of his persondity. A profileis hardly adequateto create a
functioning human being. And of course Dunn does not have a persondity any longer. A conundrum, to
be sure. We could dways do atransfer with someone el se, but that would take someone out of action
for agood week. Hmmmmmmm."

For saverd moments, Bishop Thwait sat quietly, hisfingers gently stroking hislower faceashe
concentrated. Suddenly his eyes brightened and he sat upright. "Yes! That'sit! " he cried. "Perfect! A bit
unorthodox, but it solves severa problems at oncel™

He stood and began pacing about the room. "Chandra,” he began, "thisis ultra secret. No one
aboard ship must know of this except you and me. | will leave the detailsto you, and they are
consderable, including stedling a shuttle without anyone knowing about it. But | am sure you will



manege.
"Now. | am going to send you and one other man of your choice down-planet. Wipe the other man

when you get back, by theway. There you will kidnap anative, ayoung one about Dunn'sage. Sex is
immaterial. But do it o no one on the planet seesyou. Pick someisolated area, someisolated individual.
Bring them back here, again |etting no one aboard ship see you or be aware of what isgoing on. We
might use the placing of acrew on the flagship asacover, by the way.

"S0. Bring the kidnapped person to the Room. | will have Dunn ready. We will do atransfer there.
That way Dunn will get abasic personality, one suited to the planet itself. And he will also get the
language rather than having to hole up for awhile on-planet to learn it." The bishop rubbed his hands
together gleefully. "Nesat. Yes, very neat. You see, Chandra, that way we even gain asubject to probe
for information we could not get any other way! We can learn more from pedling off thelayersof a
native's mind than by al the sensor probesin the galaxy. Datal We will have some good, useful data.
Andit will be subjective, psychologica information rather than abunch of eectromagnetic rubbish. We
will find out how their minds work, Chandra. And once we know that, we will have the key to defeating
them!”

He came back to his chair and sat down again with asigh. "A few details. The transmitter we implant
inthe spy must vary dightly from standard. | want adirect, leak-proof, coded channel paired to my
persond recaiver. All information will be sent to mefirg, for editing, beforeit is sent out on the generd
channdl. Of course, no oneisto know of this.

"Second, | want amind scrambler implanted aswell asthe usud belly bomb. Hook them both up to
the computer and my voice command. Cue word isto be, hmmmmm, let'ssee ... ah, yes, 'Eingtein.’ Yes,
very suitablefor Dunn, | think.

"Iseverything clear, Chandra? Y es? Good. Then get toit. | want the down-planet mission arranged
and ready to go Smultaneoudy with the flagship takeover mission. Say in ten standards.” The bishop
arose and escorted Chandra to the door. The man bowed and |eft.

Humming in apleased way, Andrew Thwait waked dowly over to hisbookcase and pulled down his
copy of the Book. At random he opened it and began to read a oud:

"Y eg, they knew more of the heart of the atom than they knew of the heart of themsalves. They knew
not themsealves, nor the evil that lurked within them. Y et in their pride they thought they knew all.”

He paused, musing. Chandra, he thought. Perhapsit istimeto berid of the man and al he knows.
Especidly if thiswhole affair goes well. Should some little accident happen to Chandra, there would be
no one elseto take any credit a al. In fact, he caculated, the loss of my closest lieutenant will make any
victory much more clearly mine. Againg dl sorts of odds. Hmmmmmm. Y es. But not quite yet. No,
Chandrais till too useful to dispose of yet. Perhaps after the kidnapping and placement of the spy.

Andrew chuckled to himsdlf as he thought over his plan once more. Perfect. And Chandrawould be
an enthusiadtic participant, he knew. Especidly if the kidnapped native was afemae! Or even amale, for
that matter. Chandra didn't seem to be particular, just lustful. And brutal. In away he pitied the poor
captive. It wouldn't be any fun being caught by Chandra. Oh, not that any major or permanent damage
would be done. Except maybe to the ego or self-esteem. But that wasredlly dl to the best, sincea
weakened ego made probing that much easier. Yes, yes, it dl fit together quite nicely.

In the admird's quarters, Thomas Y amada was ready to turn in when acall came over his
comm-unit. He was about to dap the copy button when he noticed the call numbers. They were a specid
code, known only to himself and one other person aboard the scout. He hit the scramble key and sat
down to receive the man's report.

A few moments later, as he hit the wipe-and-clear key, hismind was swirling. "So," he muttered,
"you bagtard, you scheming bastard!" Getting up from the comm-unit, he walked out into the front sitting
room, over to the bar, and poured himsdf a tiff whiskey. He took a hedthy gulp, then went and sat in his
easy chair. Sipping dowly, he began to think.

So Thwait's going to kidnap anative, eh? Then do atransfer to that heretic he'd wiped the other day
and send the man down as aspy. Grudgingly, he had to admit the plan was clever. And the draining of
the native afterward, plusthe little trick with the double transmitter, was a beautiful twist. Just the kind of



thing that would give the bishop the edge on information and alow him to control the plan for contact and
subjugation of the planet. Damn, but Andrew's devious, he cursed.

A sudden idea hit him. Devious? God! What if...? He dmost hesitated to think it. But what if his spy
was really adouble agent, working for the bishop? Oh, he knew the man worked for the bishop, had for
thirteen years, but what if thiswhole thing was a ploy to feed him phony information? Shit! Thwait was
capable of it, no doubt about it.

Cometo that, what had motivated Chandrato seek him out and offer to be his double agent against
the bishop? Did the man redlly desire abishop's robes as much as he appeared to? Or wasit al afront
to sucker himin?

Inaway, of course, it made sense. Thwait certainly isn't about to let Chandramove up inthe
hierarchy, he thought. Not with all that the man knows about him! So if Chandra ever wantsto go any
higher, it will have to be over Thwait's dead body. And apparently that's what he wants. Enough to come
to me and offer his services. Knowing that if heis useful enough to me, | can pull enough stringsto get
him raised up to take Thwait's place.

Damn, he admitted, I'm just not up to all these twisted double- and triple-crosses. Give me aclean,
graightforward baitle any day!

Then he chuckled out loud. "But for an old soldier you did a pretty good job of acting today, my
boy," he congratulated himself. Heraised his glassin saute and took another dug of thewhiskey. Yeh, he
reminded himsdlf, but it's easy for meto play the hotheaded soldier, champing at the bit, breathing fire
and destruction. Shit, that's typecasting if such athing ever existed!

But he'd fooled Andrew with it. Suckered him right in. Hell, he thought, | wouldn't send a
goddamned company of marines down onto that stinking planet if you paid me! Goddamn degthtrap,
that's what it probably is. Nobody, but nobody is ever that defenseless. Gotta be atrick. But nobody
ever accused the Fighting Admira of cowardice or lack of enthusiasm before. And after my little
performance today, they surewon't in the future. Getting Andrew to overrule me that way. Hal Took me
off the hook and put him oniit!

So now he'sgot his chanceto look for whatever danger islurking down there. If hefinds any, well
and good. | look brave, but not foolish. If he doesn't, well and better. Because then | proveright dl
along. Whatever happens, the key thing isto stay on top of it. Always be one step ahead of Andrew. Or
at least keep up with him. That'swhy the Committee sent me, he remembered. They figured | wasthe
only one up to taking on the formidable Bishop Thwait.

To embarrass or outdo Thwait was to embarrass or outdo the Power. And that was the purpose of
the Committee. To chip away, bit by bit at the Power. To makeit look bad. To weaken it. And then, at
theright moment ...

Hedrained hisglass, rose, and carried the empty back to the bar. Placing it in the cleaning dot, he
turned, stretched, and shuffled off to his bedroom, ready now to turnin. Got to be careful with Chandra,
he decided. Check everything he says, weigh it against what really happens. Maybe he'stdling the truth,
maybe heisn't. But even false information can be useful if | know it'sfase.

He undressed dowly, whistling tundesdy thewholetime, hismind idling and rlaxed. Findly helay
down, pulled the sheet and blanket over himsdlf, and turned out the light.

Just before dropping off to deep he murmured, "Andrew, Andrew. Y ou're not the only one who
knows how to scheme.

Vi

The mid-morning sky arched blueness from horizon to horizon without so much as a puff of whiteto
mar it. Y esterday, with al its pains and doubts, had been washed into the past by agood night's deep.
Today Myali was meeting with the Way-Farer to prepare hersdlf for the new pains and doubts that
stretched off into tomorrow and tomorrow and tomorrow.

So far, thetwo of them had just sat on the top of the hill and et the beauty and peace of the morning



dip softly through their minds. But now Myadli felt the growing pressures of unanswered questions and
knew she would have to speak. She quietly cleared her throat and saw by Father Kadir's minute nod that
hewaswaiting for her to begin.

Although she had planned to be less direct, her first question came tumbling out in urgent starkness.
"Father, Mother lliadied to save me. Why?'

The Way-Farer shrugged. "Perhaps because she saw even more clearly than | and knew you hold
the future in you. Perhaps because she loved you. Perhaps because she wastired of living and it was a
beautiful day to die. Perhaps because she knew of no other way to start the fate of Kensho on its proper
path.”

"Myadli, Mother Iliawas acomplex and wonderful person—just like everyone e se l've ever met. |
cherish her memory and know that her existence in the universe has sent waves of meaning rippling off in
al directions. And perhaps her passing beyond our existence has set in motion the biggest wave of dl.”

"Y ou, my dear, have been chosen to ride the crest of that wave.”

"But why, Father? Why me? Of al the people | know, | can't imagine anyone less suited for the task.
Josh, yes. He's calm and deep in the Way. Or athousand thousand others like him, men and woman who
have redlized the dreams of Nakamura, Jerome, Edwyr, and Y olan. The true Homo Kensho!"

Father Kadir cocked his head to one side and raised a questioning eyebrow. “ Are you not one of us,

Mydi?’

A look of deep anguish welled up in her eyes and she was forced to drop her gaze from hisfaceto
theground. "I ... I ... don't know, "she whispered, her voice husky with confusion and pain. "I'm not
ure”

"But you passed Judgement, my dear. And carry the Mind Brothers. And, if | remember correctly,
areaMadter in your own right in both the Way of the Fist and the Soft Way."

"Yes," she acknowledged despondently. "Y es, of course.” Shelooked up, her gaze suddenly sharp,
her voicetight and tense. "But those are just ... just ‘things | do, Father. | know geneticaly I'm Homo
Kensho. But ... but... I...

"Father, | know all the words of the koans. I've solved every one of them. | know the ideas of the
Way, the practices, the disciplines. | know them. But | don't fed them. Not here, not deep down inside
me.

"Goddl Attimesl ... | think I'm just an actor, amime, going through the motions, faking it, mouthing
wordsthat have no real meaning for me. | find myself waking the Way like | would a path in the woods.
To get from hereto there. Not because | want to, but only because | know I'm supposed to.

"Therésapart of me, Father, that aways holds back, that never lets go. At times, that part takes
over and | become so wrapped up in mysdlf that | don't see the rest of the world. Sometimes not for
dayd! I'll walk and look and not see or fed athing. It's... it'slike when | 'm the most there within mysdif,
when | fed my own existence most fully, the rest of the world becomes a painted backdrop, athin, faded
vell drawn across ... across..." A panicked look filled her eyes. "Gods," she murmured, "Gods ... across
what?"

"Redlity?" offered the Way-Farer.

"Redlity?" she repeated, a sense of questioning wonder in her voice. “Redlity? Father, | 'm not even
too sure what that means any longer. | know we say the Way leadsto redlity by showing usthered
aspect. | understand what we mean when we say the Way issmply our everyday mind and that adl things
arethereal aspect. But the Way and redlity must be more than that. | can't bring myself to accept the
ideathat the word 'is in both those ideas sets up some kind of equation, or balance, making one side the
equivalent of the other. Because if the Way merdly leads usto redlity and redity merdly containsand isall
things, then what containsredlity?

"Again and again, Father, | find mysdlf driven back into mysdf because | can't find any stability or
meaning anywhere ese. And that part of me that stands aside mocksall my effortsand callsme
congtantly back and in, in and down.” Her voice fell to astrangled whisper. "I fear it, Father. | fear that
placeinsde me. It'sdark and quiet there. It has no end and no beginning. Nothing moves and nothing is.”

She was silent for long moments as she fought both the tears that clouded her eyes and the hard knot



of anguish that choked her and made it impossible to speak. Finally she was ableto croak, "Sowho am |
to stand for Kensho? To take the burden of the lives of al on my back? To meet them and do whatever
has to be done?"

"I'm the one who doesn't even know who or what sheis. | 'm the one who might not even be worthy
of the name Kensho.” A sense of bitterness entered her voice. "'I'm the one who might be athrowback, a
freak actudly closer in mind and spirit to them than | am to my own people.” With asob, she buried her
face in her hands. "Who better...to sacrifice...than the one ... good for nothing €lse?"

The Way-Farer reached out and put his hands on Myali 's shoulders, drawing the young woman to
him as she sobbed. She came and settled in the curve of hisarms, her face turned into his shoulder. And
let her anguish flow.

After awhile, when her sobs diminished, Father Kadir began to spesk in asoft voice. "Myali, Myali,
Josh told me doubt rode your mind, but I had no idea how hard you've been ridden! Y ou think and you
think about these things, twisting them round and round in your mind, taking them gpart and putting them
back together again endledly. "

"Thereisno end to such labors. The picture of redlity you createin your mind isalimited one, limited
both by the boundaries of your perceptions and by the horizon of your understanding. At themostitisa
model, ameasuring rod for the sake of comparison. Y ou're absolutely right in saying that the Way must
be more than your everyday mind and that redlity must be more man dl things. For redlity is
smultaneoudy both fully itself and dl things, and hence morethan either. "

"But, my dear, redity has no obligation to conform to our idea of it, no matter how complete or
detailed that ideamay be. That's looking at things the wrong way around! Redlity is not something added
to things when we perceive them ‘correctly.’ It isnot like the sunlight that brings out the colorsin things
dready having color but hidden in darkness. It smply is"

She sat back and shook her head. “But, Father, does the word even have any meaning then?If it
amply is, then it seemsforever beyond definition. | can't just point to thisand that and say, * Thisisredity
and that isredlity, ' and then add them dl up, including thewholeitself, and point to it and say, 'All that,
that'sredity.’ | just can't find any significancein that or any meaning in theword."

Hesmiled. "Think what alot of trouble it saves usif the word indeed has no meaning. Then we don't
have to spend so much time looking for it! No, my dear, you may be right. The word 'redlity’ may not
have ameaning. But it hasause."

Continuing to smile, even more broadly, he cocked his head to one side and looked up at the sky. "
Ah," hesghed hugdy. "What abeautiful blue sky!"

Startled by the sudden shift in topics, Myali looked upward. The sky wasincredibly blue, bluer than
she could ever remember seeing it. The blueness of it soaked into her, filling her to her very fingertips.
"Yes,” she murmured, awed by the beauty of h. "Yes, so very blue.”

"And how do you know it's blue?' asked the Way-Farer quietly.

Surprised, she looked at him. "Because ... because ... it isblue!™

"But what isblue?'

"The sky. And ... and bluecups. And eyes. And, oh, lots of things."

"But those things aren't 'blue’ They're things that are colored blue. Whereisthisthing called
‘blueness? Point to it. Don't just add up thingsthat are blue and tell me " That is blue." Point to blueness
itsdf.”

“...1..cant."

"Then how do you know the sky is blue?!

"Because...because...that'swhat | learned to call it. That's how | was taught to use the word.”

"Ah, and how were you taught to use the word 'reality"?"

Myali was slent. She could think of nothing to say.

The Way-Farer gave her another smile. "When Y olan came back from her Wandering, some people
asked her what problem had driven her to Wander and if she had arrived a an answer. Her only reply
wasto amile and say, 'Explanation must end somewhere.'" He shifted his position dightly, leaning
forward to look at her intently. "A great Master of Zen on the home world once advised that if someone



askswho you are, tel him your name. But if he then asksyou, 'No, | mean who are you redly? be silent.

"Eventudly, Myadi, we exhaust judtification and explanation. Then we arrive a the bedrock of our
language and can only say, '‘Becausethisiswhat | do.' There comes atime when the only answer is
slence or an inarticulate sound.”

He settled back again and looked off into the distance. "Meaning is not to be found in words aone.
Remember that words, or even more importantly, languages, are learned. But they are not learned in
isolation. Rather the process takes place within acontext of interacting perceptions and experiences
mediated by those perceptions. Thus the two both shape and are shaped by the learning. Can you redly
doubt that if our perceptions differed greatly from what they are, both our experience of redity and our
language wouldn't differ equdly greetly?

"Theway we use language often placesit on the borderline between the logical and the empirical.
There meanings often flip-flop back and forth, and words stand now as expressions of norms (or asided
visons of how we expect the world to be), and now as expressions of our actua experience. Many of
our problems and much of the nonsense we speak comes from our failure to recognize when we are
doing which.

"And seeking final answersin terms of wordsis one of the most arrant pieces of nonsense that come
from such aconfusion. Y ou can't find meaning in the word 'redity'? Why do you expect to? Perhaps
because when you use language initslogicd form, it ssems so clean and clear-cut. Meanings are there,
precise, measured in definitions that seem persuasive, easily understood, complete.”

"But that is only gppearance. Even that most logica and coherent form of language, mathematics, isn't
realy what it seemsto be. Ask some of the Keegpers who've studied the knowledge from the home world
that liesin the flagship's computer. Have them tell you of Godel. What you'll discover isthat even
arithmetic isincompletein that no proof for its consstency is possible within the limits of the system of
propositionsthat it is built from. To accomplish that, you aways have to posit at least one extra
proposition that isn't part of the origind system and can't be proved within it."

He chuckled. "At times| wonder if anything that can be said clearly and ditinctly, anything that can
be definitely declared true or false, isn't smply trivid and irrdlevant. Or if perhgpsthe only time we can
achieve complete clarity iswhen we make the question we're answering disappear completely by ceasing
to ask it anymore!”

Father Kadir gazed up at the sky for afew moments before continuing. "So you see, My al," he
findly said, "the question about the meaning of 'redity’ must end somewhere, just as the question about
‘blueness did. It must end somewhere because language ends somewhere, somewhere short of redlity,
somewhere bound and limited by our learning and perception and experience. Where you choseto end it
isup to you. But the Way teaches you to carry it on and on until you find yourself reduced to silence.”

"But doesn't sllence have ameaning, too?' she asked, half injest.

The Way-Farer laughed appreciatively. "If it does, my dear, you haven't gone far enough!”

"Isthat what Nakamura's koan means, then, Father? I's the place where we dwelt before we were
born the silence you spesk of 7'

He shrugged. "Nakamuras koan means whatever you want it to mean. And | 'd wager that in the
history of Kensho it's meant just about everything possible to just about everybody possible.

"If you want my persona opinion, Nakamuras koan is just so many words, subject to al thefrailties
of words. Aninarticulate grunt or aloud 'Mu!" would be just as meaningful and probably alot more
effective. At mog, it'safinger, pointing at something that can't redly be put into words.

"If | can give you any piece of advice, Myali, | guess|'d just have to warn you that languageisa
[abyrinth. Y ou approach a place you know from one side and everything seems clear and as you expect.
But if you approach the same place from adightly different angle, you no longer know your way about
and can wander hopelesdy, lost and bewildered. Many are the bones of strayed wanderersthat line the
corridors of that maze.

"Ah," hesighed, "but that's just more words added to the pile I’ ve aready buried you benesth. If |
were agood Magter I'd just hit you with my staff and keep quiet!"

Myali bowed her head for afew moments and sat without responding. When she looked up again,



there was anew camnessin her eyes. "Thank you, Father,” she said in asoft voice. "You've given mea
lot to work through." She hesitated for a second, asif trying to decide whether to say something or not. "l
... | ... maybe| am the best one on Kensho for thistask after al. Perhaps my very unsureness both of
myself and of the Way will make me better able to deal with otherswho don't know athing about it. And
..and ... just maybe ... in facing their doubts | can resolve my own."

"l hope so, my dear. | redly do." Helooked at her with ameasuring, appraising gaze. "'In any case,
you' |l soon find out. As near aswe can tdll, they'll be coming down for you tonight."

Her head snapped up sharply. "Tonight? That soon? But | don't even know what our planis! | don't
know what's expected of me. | mean, what am | supposed to do?"

"Whatever seemsright to you. Thereisno plan. All we're doing is starting the processwe saw. And
hoping that dl the factors we saw interact in the right way to create the path that leads to the results we
desire. Nothing more than thet is possible.”

"But...but... how am | to communicate with you to let you know what's going on?"

"Oh, Josh will try to cal you occasiondly through the network. But I'm afraid we don't even know if
it will work that far. My dear, | 'm sorry, but | fear you 're going to be pretty much on your own."

She swdlowed nervoudy. "And ... and ..." she began, fear peeking through the tone of her voice,
"how am | going to get back?

"I don't know if you can come back,” Father Kadir said sadly. " Josh seemsto think he can work
something out, but | have my doubts.”

The young woman fried to hide her emotions by forcing her face to go blank. Despite her efforts, the
cornersof her mouth trembled ever so dightly. "'l understand,” she whispered in ahoarse, emotion-laden
bresth.

"We know gpproximately where they'll land their shuttle, at least if the probability linewe saw isthe
right one. Severa teams are scattered about the area. When the ship is Sghted, the team nearest it will
snatch you there and send you off in the right direction to be captured.”

"l see" shemurmured areply.

"Now," said the Way-Farer suddenly standing, "Josh has been patiently waiting to talk to you for
sometime." Hewinked at her. "l think he needs comforting, my dear." With afina smile, he turned and
waved to Josh, who was standing at the foot of the hill, and then strode off in the opposite direction. Just
before Josh arrived at her side, Father Kadir turned and looked back up at her and the sky. " A very
blue sky," she heard him call.

"What the heck was that for?' Josh muttered.

Myadli smiled. "A private joke, Josh."

"A joke?You? My, you are changing. First you volunteer for asuicide mission and now you 're
making jokes. What isthe family coming to?

"Serioudy, though, little Sster, are you sure you want to go through with this? 1 mean, I'm sure | could
persuade the Council to let me go—"

"Josh," sheinterrupted. "No. I'm going.”

"But why?" he asked in obvious exasperation.

She shrugged. "Why not? Doesn't the humor of the Situation appeal to you? Think of it asajoke: The
person sent to represent an enlightened race is the least enlightened one. That ought to confuse them no
end." Shegrinned madicioudy a hisdiscomfort. "Not laughing, big brother?!

"Damnit, Myadl, it'snot funny! Y ou could die up therel™

"No, don't 'Josh’ me. Listen for amoment, you little bull-head. Y ou always were the stubbornest
damn kid! As soon asMom or Dad said no, you were bound and determined to do it anyway. Thisisn't
agame, Myali. It'sthelife or death of Kensho!"

She closed her eyeswearily. "And mine, too, Josh."

"l know. | just said that! That'swhy | want to at least know why. Y ou must have areason, a
purpose, to risk your life."

"Josh," she said gently, "I don't have to have a purpose to serve a purpose.”



He stared at her, speechless.

"Brother, | loveyou and | know you love me. So why can't you just accept the ideathat | might want
to do something important, really important, with my life? Something better and more meaningful man just
Wandering around trying to find answersto questions | can't even intelligently ask mysdif.”

"Damn it, Josh, I’ ve been miserable for along time now. Logt, unsure, confused, sick at heart and not
too damn stablein mind. Now | have a chance to resolve everything, to find out who and what | redlly
am. Maybe even to answer my questions, or at least come to understand what they are. If dl | haveto
risk isdying, itswell worth it to me. Because I’ ve been dying dowly for quite awhile.”

"Oh, I'm not doing this strictly for myself. Or evenfor reasons| can explain. Part of it'stied up in my
lovefor you and Mom and Dad and Father Kadir and Mother Ilia and the whole planet of Kensho. Part
of it'stied up with something bigger than al that, something so big | can't even think about it, much less
nameit.”

"Let it be, Josh. | 'm going to doit. Love mefor it."

He bowed his head. When heraised his eyesto hers again, they werefilled with tears. "1 do, little
sger, | do. Damn, you haventt got freckles any more. But you're till the samekid!" He laughed and
shook hiswhole body, shaking away the sadness like a dog shakes away water.

With aconspiratoria grin he leaned toward her and said in astage whisper, "Don't tell anybody, but |
think | know how to make the network reach that far. At least once aday, in any case. And I'm
experimenting on amethod of snatching that'll whisk you right back here at thefirst sgn of danger.”

"Good," she grinned back. ""Can | come home for dinner now and then?”

Josh chuckled appreciatively, then was sllent, shifting nervoudy from foot to foot. "Well. Guess
maybe | ought to get back to work organizing the teamsfor sighting the shuttle. Most of them arein
place, but there are still afew blank spots. So ... guess you've got things to do to get ready. Well, think
I'll go now." He started to turn away, then suddenly spun back around and grabbed her in hisarms,
hugging her fiercely. ™Y ou take care now, little sster. Do you hear? And come back.” With abarely
suppressed sob, he twisted away and ran down the hill.

Myali tried to watch him go, but the tears kept clouding her vision. When she couldn't see him
anymore, she sat down and cried for along time.

The sky was very, very blue.

PART TWO

We dance round in a ring and suppose, But the Secret sits in the middle and knows.
—Robert Frost

VIl

It felt like someone wasin his head, kicking the backs of his eyebals. He groaned and rolled over,
burying hisfacein thefolds of hisdeeve.

Thisisonly temporary, his conditioning whispered. It isthe inevitable result of adjustment and
overlay. Soisinitial confusion, until the new persondity structure and the overlaid memories become a
coherent whole.

Cautioudy heturned over on his back again and opened hiseyesjust thetiniest bit. Strange moving
shadows, dapplings of faraway light, hints of blue and brown and green. Asthe pain began to ebb, he
opened hiseyeswider. Tree, hismemory supplied. In particular, ako tree.

Heraised himsdlf on one elbow, gazing around dully at a blue-green riot of growing. Trees, bushes,
al kinds of plants crowded hisfield of vison. Forest, hismemory coached. Planetside, his conditioning
warned. Planetside among the enemy.

With agrunt of pain, he cameto agitting position and leaned back againgt the trunk of the tree. No
great danger, his memory reassured once the swirl of pain and nausea brought on by his movement had



ebbed. Theforest isfairly safe. Be cautious, dways be cautious, his conditioning countered. A spy must
assume every man ishisenemy.

Vulnerable, he thought. In pain. Sitting, week and sick, againgt atreetrunk in the middle of aforest.
Bad. Dangerous. Hetried to get to hisfeet, but the agony in his head forced him to hisknees.

He groaned. Something'swrong. Too much pain. Thisisonly temporary, his conditioning repested. It
istheinevitable result of... Stuff it! he cried to himsdlf. Canit! Damnit, it hurts! Enough platitudes and
reassurances. When the hdll will the pain stop? I'min danger if | can't even stand up.

Not redlly, hismemory soothed. There are afew dangerous animalsin the forest, but not many. It's
such abeautiful place. Just look around.

Hedid. Thetrees soared over his head to form a canopy some forty feet or more above. Sunlight
dipped through here and there to splash against the trunks and occasionally spatter itself acrossthe
undergrowth. Not much of it reached the ground. The very air itsaf seemed blue-green and thick with the
presence of dl theledfy life that surrounded him.

He lurched up to a standing position. Something about al thisgrowing, dl thisfecund
greenish-blueness frightened him, stirring black thingsthat lay deep, deep, forgotten or repressed within
him. Fear?Isit fear? he wondered, looking around once more. Or isit longing? Not a productive line of
reasoning, his conditioning interrupted. It istimefor persondity integration exercises.

He nodded and, with asigh, leaned against the tree trunk. Ko tree, he reminded himself. Ko pods
are good to eat. Sort of across between fruit and nut. Very high in nutritiona value. No weird proteinsto
mess up the human system.

Exercises. Firgt, mission: to proceed from drop to the assigned destination, known planetsde as First
Touch. This seemed to be the most important objective available on this rather dispersed world. The
Way-Farer was there and it appeared to be the governing center. Or at least the Council met there. No,
that didn't seem right. His memory didn't indicate the Council redlly governed. Coordinate? Y es, that was
abetter word. But that made no sense. He felt the headache coming back with avengeance and shifted
hisfocus to another topic.

Mission: Proceed to First Touch. Gather information on state of preparedness of planetary defenses
(What defenses? his memory wondered.) Evaluate extent and character of possible resistanceto a
landing. Identify key leaders, especidly those whose remova might cause adisruption in the functioning
of government. (Government? queried hismemory. Hetold it to be quiet.) If, as preliminary andyss
indicates, the Way-Farer isindeed head of planetary government, nate him. (Kill Kadir? His
memory recoiled in horror at the thought.) Sudden pain throbbed through his head. He groaned and
sagged againg the tree trunk.

For severd moments he hung there, breathing raggedly in agony. If the Way-Farer isthat well loved,
his conditioning coldly calculated, his death might have very satisfying negative effects on the enemy's
morae. Move nation from Three Priority to Two Priority, Tentative, subject to further evauation.

It isnow timeto leave the clearing, the conditioning instructed, and begin ...

His eyes snapped open. Hold it! he cried silently. Clearing? Ignoring the surge of pain, he
concentrated hard. Clearing. | waslanded inaclearing ...but I'm in the middle of the forest. He looked
around wildly, circling the tree trunk so that he could stare off in al directions. Thick forest stared back
with dark, formless eyes. Clearing, wheré€'s the goddamn clearing?

Calm, his conditioning advised. Do not panic. Evaluate. He took several deep breaths and sat down
once more, hisback to the tree trunk. First, he began, my conditioning says | waslanded in aclearing.
Second, I'm not in aclearing and can't even see where one might be. Therefore, either | wasn’t landed in
aclearing or | wasand | moved mysdf. Thefirg dternativeis possible. My conditioning was given
before the landing. Perhaps some emergency came up and the drop spot had to be changed. But how
could they have landed me here? Where would the drop vessdl have found room to maneuver?

No. No, | couldn't have landed here. Which means | landed in a clearing and then moved here on my
own. Damn. Don't remember athing. But then, it's possible | was so confused by the hasty adjustment
and overlay that | moved without redizing it.

Or somebody moved me.



That idea shook him to hisvery core. Someone moved me. Who? A drop vessel only contains one
person, the drop. | 'm the only one of my people planet-side. Who moved me?

Andwhy?

The spy shuddered, then gasped as the pain lanced through his head, stabbing his eyeballsfrom
behind. He felt abitter panic rising in histhroat. His tongue reached back into his mouth for theright top
rear molar. Only in case of emergency, his conditioning commanded. Fuck you, he retorted, hisfear
welling up. Fuck you! He pushed the tooth.

Command, came theimmediate voicein his head.

Location fix, he subvocalized.

There was a pause, then an answer. About twenty-three kilometers southwest of drop. What the
hell are you doing? Objective was due north of drop.

Uh, sorry. | seemto have walked in my sleep.

Don't get wise. Get moving.

Aye, aye. Over and out.

And don't get lost again. Use your compass and the recon map. And don't use this channel
except in emergency. They might be listening. Over and out.

The spy grunted and shut his eyes againgt the throbbing. How long, he wondered, how long since
drop? Shit, | forgot to ask.

Hetook severa deep breaths. The pain began to recede alittle. With the fingertips of each hand, he
gently massaged hisforehead and temples. Better, he thought. Not great, but better. He could fed the
musclesin his shoulders and neck begin to relax. Contact with Command, with his own people, had
camed him, made him more sure of himsalf. Nobody moved me, he decided. | moved myself. Nobody
knows I'm here except me and Command. Nobody's hiding out therein al that green, watching, waiting

He closed down histhoughts abruptly and stood. Get walking, he told himsalf. Get moving. Fumbling
in the pocket of hisrobe, hisfingers found the round disk of his compass and the rectangle of the folded
map. A glance at the map and aquick compass reading were enough to get him started. Got to get going,
he thought again. North northeast is good enough for now. I'll figure out a more exact course later when
my mind'salittle clearer. He picked up the pack that lay next to the tree trunk and shrugged it on. With a
last look around, he st off.

Something'swrong.

?

While we were moving him from the clearing where They dumped him, | probed his mind.

?

He'snot a unit. | mean, it'sasif there are three in the same mind. First, there's someone he
knows as the spy. Pretty simple, that one. Just a set of rules, commands, a basic personality
profile, decidedly on the paranoid side. It really isn't enough to qualify as a true person. More like
anoutline.

Second, ther€'s a whole bunch of confused memories, definitely Myali's. But they're strange.
Lots of gaps. It almost seems like she held back certain things on purpose.

Finally, there's something elsein that mind. It's deep, way below the conscious level. Very
basic.

Interesting, Josh. What do you think we should do?

Darned if I know. Just continue with the plan, | suppose.

Agreed. Say with him.

Right, Father. I'll call if anything interesting happens.

Trees. Goddamn trees everywhere. And bushes. No real landmarks anywhere. He looked down at



the compass he held open in his palm. North northeast. That should do it. Just keep on this heading.

He caught amovement out of the corner of hisleft eye. He spun to face that direction, hishand
moving to his pocket and hiswegpon. Shit! Nothing. Or at least nothing now. Something had moved. He
was sure of it.

Nervoudy looking over his shoulder, he began to walk again. Each time hisfeet touched the ground,
asurge of pain swept through his head. Damn! Damn them and their quick and dirty integration job!
Bastards. The nausea came again in awave. Unable to control it, he stumbled to atree and sagged there
while he heaved up his stomach. Each spasm was matched by an agony behind his eyes.

Empty and weak, he dumped to the ground at the base of the tree. Shit. Oh, shit, I've got to pull
mysdlf together. Can't go on like this. Anybody catches methisway, I'm done. He glanced fearfully at the
green walsthat surrounded him. Could be any number of them out there. Watching. Waiting. He planted
his back more firmly against the tree trunk, happy that at least one part of him was protected.

Got to get it together. Let'ssee. I'm aspy. Hereon ... Kensho, that'sit ... to gather information.
Maybetokill the ... Way-Farer, then. He touched the laser wand in his pocket.

Good. Now my cover. I'm Wandering. Right. And my nameis... is...Hefdt something deep inside
hismind stir. My nameis...It moved in the Silence of utter darkness, locked and barred from dl light. My
nameis... A serpent of memory, uncoiling and shifting, retreeting into the dark. He yearned for it.
Reached out to catch it before it disappeared. My nameis ...He stretched and grabbed and ...

Dunn! Anincredibleflash of pain blinded him and left him gasping, just at the edge of consciousness.
The darkness surged up and threatened to overwhelm him.

He fought back and dowly, dowly the blackness receded and the pain ebbed. He heard the name
echoing, echoing ... DUNN ... Dunn ... dunn ...

"Dunn,” he said hoarsdly, dmost startled by the sound of hisown voice. "I'm Dunn." Y es, the name
fdtright on hislips. And it seemed full of significance. Behind it, trailing off into the blacknessit had
amost escaped to, were threads of meaning. He shuddered. The darkness frightened him and he turned
away.

"All right,” he muttered, "1'm Dunn. Whoever heis. It sure as hell wasn't an easy name to come by, so
I'll keepit."

"Dunn,” he said in adightly louder voice, speaking to the trees and bushes. "I'm Dunn, Forest. |
shouldn't be here. Sorry, But somehow | seem to havelost my clearing. I..." Hismonologuetrailed off to
an indigtinct mumble. Stupid, he reprimanded himself. Taking to the goddamn trees. Get it together!

Concentrating, he began to conduct the series of integration exercises necessary to give his py
personality complete access to the memories they had transferred to his mind from the captured native.
Therewas aregular procedure to follow, one that would give him control, one that would ...

Shewatched thelittle lizard dart about the cage Josh had built for it. It was a beautiful cage, woven
from the springy reedsthat grew at the edge of the marsh to the north of their home.

"Will it Sng?' she asked.

"Huh? Sing? Yeh, sure, sis. It Sng. Onceit gets used to being in the cage. Sure. It sing just like it
did before."

"Eveninyour roomitll sng?'

"Uh-huh. Even in my room. Every morning it'll wake me up, chirping likethey do just asthe sun
comes over the horizon. And it'll sng that long warbling note at high noon. At dusk, it'll make that hollow
whistling sound they dl make. Evenin my room."

"Why'sit sing, Josh?'

"Why?Uh ... well, | heard one of the Keepers at the 'hood say it's the way they tell othersto keep
out of their territory. It'skind of awarning.”

"But why isit o happy in the morning and so sad at night? And why doesit haveto sngtowarn
other lizards? Why not just croak?"

Exasperated, Josh shook his head. "I don't know, sis. Why don't you ask a Keeper? Hey, | got
thingsto do." And hewalked away.

Myali stayed there, watching the lizard. After hopping al over the cage, looking for away out, the



creature climbed to one of the perches Josh had included in the structure, and sat, staring back at her. Its
bright, unwavering gaze disturbed her for some unknowable reason. Findly, sheturned her eyesaside
and whispered, "Sing, littlelizard, sng."

Thetiny gray-green creature made no response except to shift itsweight and turn its head to follow
theflight of an insect that was buzzing around the top of the cage.

Every day for aweek, Myali went and sat by the cage for a couple of hours, just watching the lizard.
It never sang. It was sillent in the morning, at noon, and at dusk. All day long it jumped around the cage,
catching any insect foolish enough to come within itsreach and devouring it with relish. Occasiondly it
would st il for afew moments returning her stare with its dark, shiny little eyes, head cocked to one
ddeasif ligening for something.

"It doesn't Sing," shetold Josh.

"Itwill,"” hereplied. "Jugt giveit time.”

"But if it Sngsto warn the other lizardsto stay out of itsterritory, it won't Sing, ‘cause it doesn't have a
territory any more. It just hasacage.”

"It'1l sng. They dl do. It's...it's... well, they're made to sing. They just do. Wait and see.”

So shewaited. One day, tired of waiting, shetried singing to the lizard. She tried the noon song, since
it wasthat time of day. Shewasn’t very good at it, but the lizard sat quietly and listened to her. When she
wasfinished, it turned its head and chased an insect. That evening, shetried the evening song with
identical results.

From that day on, she sang to the little caged creature severa times aday. Josh laughed at her and
said maybe he should put her in the cage.

About amonth after the caging of thelizard, Myali spent two nights at the home of one of her friends.
She was gill too young to enter the Sisterhood, but she had attended the pre-classes for youngsters that
were held for acouple of weeks every fall. There she had met severa girls her own age. Onein particular
had become her closest friend, and the two of them walked miles acrossthe Plain to play with each
other.

When Myadli returned, Josh met her at the door with abig grin. "He'ssinging. Just like |l said he
would. Would've done it sooner if you hadn't bothered him so much. Y ou did so much singing he never
had a chance!"

Myali ran into her brother's room to seethe little anima jumping and hopping around inits cage. She
sat there for two hours until the sun was overhead. Then, sure enough, the creature sang. She listened
carefully and her heart sank.

Unmoving, she stayed by the side of the cage until sundown, waiting for the lizard to sing again.
When the sun did over the edge of the Plain to the west, the haunting whistle of evening song filled the air.
When the creature had finished, she rose and | ft the room, tearsin her eyes.

She found her dinner, cold, in the kitchen. Her father was there, cleaning some vegetables from the
family garden. Myali sat at the counter next to where he was working, watching him and dispiritedly
nibbling at her med.

After along slence, shefindly asked him, "Dad, why do lizards, even lizardsin cages, sng?'

"What kind of an answer do you want?' he said gently.

She stared blankly at him. * "What kind' of answer? Are there different 'kinds of answers?!

He nodded. "There are as many different kinds of answers asthere are ways of looking at the world.
Ananima behaviorist might say lizards sing asaway of establishing their territory. A neurobiologist might
say lizards sing when certain syngpsesin their brains open up or when certain neurotransmitters are
emitted. A physicist might talk about sound waves. And a poet might claim they sing for joy or grief.”

Myali shook her head impatiently. "But what's the rea reason? What does it mean when they Ssng?”

"Ah," hereplied with adight smile, "you want to know the truth, eh?"

"Yes," she nodded vigoroudy to make it more emphatic.

"There are only two waysto know that." He paused. "Thefirst isto eat your dinner with relish.” She
looked down at the food and wrinkled her nose. "But it'sal lumpy and cold,” she complained. "What's
the other way?'



"Becomealizard,” he said and turned back to finish washing the vegetables. "Or at the very least,” he
added over his shoulder, "stop being Mydi."

He awoke suddenly, Jerked back to consciousness by aloud crashing in the undergrowth. Confused,
he stared about in dismay for a second, wondering where the hell hewas. Theniit dl clicked into place
and his hand moved to his pocket, finding and taking out hislaser wand.

The crashing continued, but seemed to be moving away from him. Myai's memory, now more
ble to his conscious mind as aresult of the integration exercises, told him that the noise was most
likely a creature known as aforest dragon. About the size of apig, it foraged the forest floor for nuts and
roots. Although frightening looking, it was basically aharmless beadt, given to flight instead of fight. If
cornered, it could turn nasty and dangerous. Probably rummaging around and bumped into me Sitting
here, he thought. Gaveit one hell of ascare, from the sound of things.

Dunn listened until the crashing faded and the forest became gtill again. Then herose, placing the
wand back in his pocket.

Surprisingly, his head didn't hurt as abominably as before. Not exactly up to doing cartwhedls, he
judged, but certainly good enough to make it possible to get this expedition under control.

For thefirst time, he took stock of his appearance. He was wearing an ankle-length brown robe,
with ahood and alarge pocket in front. Otherwise, it was quite plain and unadorned. The materid was
coarse, but sturdy and tightly woven. The fit was loose and comfortable.

Hisfeet were covered with what appeared to be akind of short boot. No, they were really more of a
moccasin, he decided. But they came up agood three inches above the ankle. Like the robe, they were
unadorned. He lifted one foot. No sole as such, but by touch he could tell the bottom was alot thicker
than the rest. He wiggled histoes. Comfort seemed the main criterion for fashion on thisworld.

Kneeling down, he opened his pack to see what it contained. Food packets, each one holding what
appeared to be amixture of dried mesat, grains, some crumbly gray stuff, and severad completely
unrecognizable ingredients. Myali told him it was common fare for aWanderer. It could be eaten dry or
dumped in apot with water and madeinto astew. Naturaly, there wasasmall meta pot. And abowil.
Some dightly pointed sticks about nineincheslong. (For eating, Myai coached.) Something that looked
alot like acarefully folded waterproof poncho. Another robe. An extrapair of boots. And severd smdll
containersfilled with odds and ends.

They certainly travel light around here, Dunn thought as he repacked everything. And spesking of
traveling, maybe I'd best do alittle planning whileit's ill light and my head is clear. He sat back and took
the map from his pocket. Opening it up and flattening it out on the ground, he placed the open compass
on top and aligned the two. The dice of territory shown was bordered on the east by what was probably
an ocean. To the west were aseries of hills and mountains. The area between the water and the
mountains ran in anorth-south direction and was bisected by amajor river. Where the river met the
ocean, and extending up it on both sides (but mostly to the south), was an extensive swamp. Along the
eastern edge of the mountains closest to the ocean asmaller river ran in anortheasterly direction. It
joined the swamp at a point where the mountains narrowed the land to amere corridor.

Hislanding position was marked with asmall black X to the south of the swamp. The smaller river
lay west of him, but if he continued due north, he would haveto crossit at the point where the strip of
land narrowed, or venture into the swamp. He ran his finger northward until he found the spot marked
"Firgt Touch,” hisgod. It actualy was dead north of hisdrop. But clearly, he' d have to detour to the
west to get around the swamp.

Then he remembered held aready made a detour. His hand shaking just dightly, he estimated anew
garting point to the southwest of the origina X. Nearer theriver, nearer the mountains. Farther from his
goal. How?Why? Best not to think about it too much, he decided as he felt his headache returning. He
dipped the map back into his pocket, stood, and lifted the pack to his back. Checking the compass, he
began to walk.

The forest stretched off in dl directions. Any way helooked, it appeared the same. Not that the
vigas didn't change with disconcerting rapidity. But the changes were basicdly meaninglessto him. Alien.
Hidden. And asit began to grow dark, the whole thing took on an ominous overtone that made the hair



on the back of hisneck rise.

Hetried to rationdize the fedings avay. He was armed. Better armed, perhaps, than any other
person on this planet. Furthermore, Myali assured him there weren't that many dangerous cregturesin the
forest. So there was no reason for his sense of anxiety. No reason at al.

Y et the forest watched him. It peered out from deep green places and stared at his soul. The forest
held its breath and watched. He could occasionally catch it looking, out of the comer of hiseyes. Just a
flicker, but he knew. It watched. And waited.

Asthe dark crouched down between the trees, Dunn 'sfear grew. I’ ve got to stop, he told himself.
Stop and make acamp. | need fire and light and food.

Scurrying dong, throwing ever-more-worried glances over his shoulders as he went, Dunn suddenly
cameto avast tree. So huge and dense wasiit that the ground around its trunk was clear of underbrush
for agood thirty feet in every direction. With acry of rdief, the spy scuttled across the open ground to
the huge trunk. A ko, Myali said. He sank down and leaned back against the reassuring solidity of the
tree. After amoment's pause, he began to rummage through his pack, looking for something to start a
fire. Hefound abox of matches. Dunn amost laughed. Matches! How prosaic. How comforting.

A quick circuit of the edge of hisclearing yielded afair amount of firewood. He d just make asmall
one, he decided. Just to give alittle light. That way, the wood should last until dawn.

Hurrying back, oppressed by the growing weight of the dark, he quickly built hisfire. Asthe flames
leapt up, cutting abright holein the night, he Sighed with relief and leaned againgt the tree trunk, closing
hiseyeswearily. Ah, he thought, that's morelikeit.

He sat quiet and relaxed for severd moments, enjoying the brightness he sensed beyond his eyelids.
Aslong as he didn't open them, he could amost pretend the glow was daylight. But it isn't day, camethe
uneasy thought. It's night. And sitting here with my eyes closed islike being blind.

There's nothing to worry about, he reassured himself. Nothing. Besides, even if | open my eyes
there's nothing to see but what the firdight shows, maybe a patch some ten feet across. So why open
them? Relax. Enjoy amoment of peace and quiet. And control your slly fear of the dark.

But the uneasiness grew. And was joined by asickening sureness that there was something out there
in the night. Something moving. Coming toward him. Closer. Closer.

Fear findly gained the upper hand and his eyes snapped open, wide and staring. There, just beyond
the flickering glow, sensed more than seen, was a darkness within the darkness,

Vil

Moving carefully and dowly, Dunn reached out and added two more sticksto hislittlefire. The
flamesrose just far enough to give the darknessform.

Much to Dunn'simmediate relief, the figure that appeared seemed to be human. Or at |east the head
was. The body was hidden by the folds of adead black robe and little could be said of it other than that
it was generally of the size and shape acceptable as human.

That first flash of rdlief passed quickly, though, asthe spy took acloser look. The other'sface was
utterly ill and cam in away that spoke of aliennessthat went soul deep. There was no flicker of warmth
or human emoation in the eyes. Not even aglimmer of fellow recognition lit them. They merely stared, flat,
detached, with an amost disembodied sense of concentration. The mouth wasfirm, thin, unmoving.
Aboveit reared an arrogant beaklike nose. Hair as dark as the robe hung straight and roughly cropped
to the shoulders. From the look of him, Dunn's visitor appeared to be knedling, sitting back on his
haunches. Two white hands rested on top of what must be thighs. Peeking from afold of midnight cloth
on theleft Sdewasthe hilt of asword.

Raising his glance once moreto the other's eyes, Dunn cleared histhroat by way of sarting.
"Ummmm. | ...uh ... I'm Dunn."

Themanin black didn’t answer for severd moments. When hefindly did speak it wasin amurmur,
amog asif talking to himsef. "This one confuses Totdity,” he hissed. "Thisoneis strange. Totdity



searches for this one's essence, but cannot find it." He nodded to himsalf and muttered afew unintdligible
comments. The creature's whole demeanor, the way he ignored Dunn's presence as aliving, responding
being, the manner in which he spoke to himsdf (or wasit to someone else, someone invisble?), chilled
him to hisvery core. Human form or not, thisvisitor out of the night wasdien.

"Yes. Thisoneisnot one. Thisoneisthree. But how can one bethreeif thereisno Totdity? Oneis
deep in darkness, yes, deep, deep. Yes. Oneis not whole, askeleton, a husk, a shape without solidity.
The last is shadow, a presence of other, not here, not now, yes, mere memory." The visitor'slips barely
moved. Hisfacewas equaly still and dead in its masklike immobility. And theflat, unblinking stare of the
eyes...

Dunn shivered and made adecison. Thiswas not afriend. It probably wasn't even human. In any
case, the creature on the other side of the fire quite possibly was dangerous. Moving as surreptitiousy as
he could, Dunn dowly moved hisright hand toward the pocket which held his laser wand. Gently his
fingers found the opening and entered, reaching for the cool firmness of the weapon. He dmost had it. He

With a sudden swirl 6f black, the figure before him moved. In one fluid sweep, dmost faster than
Dunn could follow, the visitor's sword was out and stretching acrossthe fire, aming directly at histhroat.
So swift was the motion, that the spy did not even have timeto react. Ever so lightly the point of the
blade, glinting redly in thefireight, touched his Adam's apple. He stared down at it, too surprised and
fascinated to so much asmove.

A hissof laughter brought his eyes back up to the dark visitor. "Yes. Yes, Triple One. Thereisno
sf for the Mind Brothers to grasp and bring the Madnessto. Oh, no. Thereisno one. But still Totdity
sees your mind and knows it as soon as you do. L eave the little death stick in your pocket. Touch it and
al three of you die"

Sowly Dunn removed his hand from hisrobe pocket. His eyes riveted to the sword blade, he held
both hands out, palm forward, to show they were empty. "What ... what do you want?' hefindly
managed to croak out.

The black-clad creature laughed its wheezing cackle again. "Want? What does this unit want? This
unit wants nothing because Tota ity wants nothing. Totdity wants nothing because you have nothing to
give, Triple One. Y ou seem to be, but are not. Perhaps you are becoming. But until you are, you have
nothing to offer. No, you are not even worth the feeding.” As suddenly asit had appeared, the sword
disappeared, back into its sheath. The figure stood. "Becoming, yes. Perhaps becoming. For the one lost
in darkness may yet be found. And then ..."

For abrief moment, the swordsman seemed to be holding an inner dialogue. Then he nodded, asif
reaching an agreement. "We will follow thisoneto seeif he becomes. Then we will decide what we want.
Yes." With an unexpected swirl of black robes, the cresture smply disappeared into the night.

Dunn took severa deep bregths, trying to cam histhudding heart. His hands were shaking so badly
he sat on them. What the hell was that, he wondered. He blinked and shook his head asif to knock loose
the recent experience. Lifting thefingers of hisright hand to histhroat, he felt the area carefully. When he
looked at hisfingertips, there was no blood. Wasit real? Did it happen?

Hecdled on Myadli. Yes, it wasred. A Ronin. Dangerous, but not insandly deadly asin the old days.
The creature was human, or at least mostly human. The mind of a Ronin was somewhat outside the pale
of humanity since it had developed for generations under the direct influence of the ... the ... Dunn drew a
sudden blank. He thought harder, demanding access to the memory. Under the direct influence of the ...It
wouldn't come. It wasn't there. Only ahole, an emptiness, a sense of vague menace. Why? Why wasthe
memory faulty? How much of the rest of his memory wasfaulty?

Thethought shook him. If the memories he had been given were not complete, what did it mean?
Myali couldn’t have held anything back from the machine. Or could she? Impossible! Yet ...

Hismind raced on. If she had withheld information, she must have done it for some definite reason.
My God, he thought, stunned by the idea. The only reason she could have had was if shed known what
was going on. And if Myali had known, that meant others here on the planet knew!

In an unexpected change of direction, his thoughts turned back to the Ronin. Something the cresture



had said bothered him. No, it wasn't any one specific thing. It was the generd tenor of hisremarks, the
way the things had talked about hismind asif he could seeit, the way it had known what he was about to

"Oh, my God!" Dunn groaned out loud in sudden redlization. " The damn thing can read minds. And if
it can read minds, then it knows...."

In afit of sudden panic, the spy stood and glared out at the darkness pressing in on histiny fire. They
know! They're out there, waiting, watching. They'd sent in their mind reader to make sure, but now they
were certain, drawing the net tighter and tighter. They were the oneswho'd moved him. It wasal just an
elaborate trap, agame they were playing for their own twisted amusement. He could hear them now,
hear them in the dark, coming closer and closer, getting ready to legp out of the night and ...Damn it, get
hold of yoursdlf, bellowed the spy in hismind. Panting and gasping. Dunn sat down and wrapped his
arms around his bodly, trying to control the shudders that were surging through him in waves. "Control,"
he whispered huskily to himsdlf. "'In the face of the enemy, control above dl dse.”

The sound of hisown voicein the midst of the tillness of the forest gppaled him. Stillness? But just a
moment ago he had heard them coming for him, crashing through the underbrush. He listened again now,
carefully, criticaly. Therewere noises, yes. Creskings and groanings from the treesasa high, light breeze
dtirred them. Rustlings aslittle things scurried to and fro on nameless night errands. An occasiona sued
or grunt of pain or surprise. But no crashings, no comings or goings of spy-seeking hordes.

Cadmer, hisshaking tilled and his thudding heart dowing to normal, Dunn sank back againg the
trunk of the tree. As his head touched the rough bark, he redized that his headache had returned. Not as
bad as before, but damn irritating anyway. Between the surges of pain, heworked at convincing himself
there was nothing out therein the dark after dl. It'sal right here, herein my damned, throbbing head.
Damn lousy integration job, he cursed silently. Sloppy hurried-up, fuck-up! Should have checked thisall
out before they landed me. Grimly he gritted histeeth againgt the growing agony. Got to sort it al out.
Got to get control. There must be moreinfo in Myali's memory, things I've got to know before | make
some redly serious mistake. Got to get on top of thisbefore | take one more step toward First Touch!

With angry determination, he began to clear hismind for asecond run at the integration exercises.
Thefirg try had given him access to some of Myali 's memories. But the access was strangely limited and
far from complete. It had been more like waking up asecond mind in hisown, amind that had been very
willing to share, but had stayed separate instead of becoming integrated. It was pleasant, almost like
having avery good friend he could talk to and share with. But it was not integration and would never do.

Asheworked hisway carefully down into hismind, hisbody calmed and he dumped dightly,
physicaly relaxed for thefirg timein hours. Time passed and the flames of hislittle firedied downto a
few glowing embers. Thedark crept in and in, until findly it smothered even thelast few glimmerings of
light. Blackness lay like asoft blanket, covering everything.

She blinked back the tears and tried hard to concentrate on the drifting clouds. Lying there, looking
up, she knew that Karl was watching her from the corner of his eye even though he pretended to be
garing at the ground while he talked. She was only haf listening to him now. Hisfirst few words had
thrown her into such confusion that she had ingtantly fled inward in an atempt to regain her equilibrium.

Myali shot aquick glance a him when she thought he wasn't looking. She knew that profilewel. A
strange combination of stern and soft. Thelipswere full, the nose dightly turned up at theend. A
forehead, corrugated now with concern, soared like a cliff over heavy browsthat scowled in
concentration. On the other end of the face, abold chin thrust forward.

The thing that fascinated her mogt, though, were his eyelashes. She had noticed them thefirgt time she
had seen him. They were long, thick, and wonderful. For some reason, every time shelooked at them a
shiver went down her spine and her somach felt warm.

Therest of hisbody she knew equaly well. They had been loversfor over ayear. She pictured the
curve of hisback beneath hisrobe, the way that curve met and flowed into his buttocks, then swept
down to hismuscular legs. She resisted a powerful urge to reach out and trace that line with her fingers.

Her eyes drifted back up to the clouds again. Many curvesthere. But none so beautiful asthose on
... Thetears came back and she couldn't see.



Because Karl wasleaving. Not just for awhile. Forever.

Karl wastwo years older than Myai and had finished histraining in the 'hood last year. Since then,
he'd worked with hisfather, ataented artisan, who was designing a new type of wind turbine to be used
on the Southern Continent where the winds were wesaker and more erratic than herein the north.

But now he was leaving. Going to the Southern Continent to settle in the Far Out. And he was going
done.

Oh, he'd said something about coming back to see her once he got things under control. Even
something about seeing then if she wanted to come down herself. But she knew it wasjust to make her
fed good, to make the break easier.

That's exactly what it was, abreak. He wasleaving. Taking his eyeashes, the curve of hisback, his
strong legs, dl of it, about as far away as someone could go on Kensho.

Suddenly she couldn't stand the gpol ogetic droning of hisvoice. Shefet an overpowering urgeto say
something, anything, to break the flow of hiswords, to stop the way he was draining the Me and joy
from her through his mouth.

"I won't go south. I'll never go south,” she muttered.

Hefdl silent, turning his head to look at her. She refused to meet his eyes. The silence between them
stretched on and on until it was so thin she could barely stand waiting for it to snap.

Karl sghed. "No. No, | guessyou won't. | guess your Way lies someplace else. |'ve thought so for
sometimenow.”

In surprise, shelooked at him. Tears had wet his cheeks.

"Myadi, Mydli," he said in achoked voice. "I've known for months that theresno redl placefor mein
your life. It took along time, but I'vefindly learned to accept the fact that no one else can walk your
Way with you, that you travel done. |... | triedtotag along. But ... but ..."

She started to shake her head in denid, but he started again. "Yes" heinssted, "yes. It'strue. You're
going someplace, maybe you don't even know where yourself, but you're going and going and going. All
thetime"

"Even," shewhigpered hoarsdly, "even when we make love?'

He sucked in hisbreath sharply, asif struck in the somach. For amoment he held it, then let it dl out
inasggh. Severd times he tried spesking, but failed. Findly, though, he managed to murmur, "Yes. Yes,
even then." Hisvoice picked up strength. "Myadi, something's driving you, and it's more than just a hunger
for love. | ... | don't mean you don't want love. Of course you do. Everybody does. And when we're
together | canfed your need and | try my bestto ...

"But no matter how far | reach out, there's part of you | just can't touch. Part of you that's not there,
asif ... asif it was dways somewhere e se, searching.

"I don't understand your need. It's deeper and more basic than anything | can dedl with. It scaresme
because | know | can't satisfy it and | know it's cgpable of consuming meif | keep trying.”

"So you're going south.” Her voice was brittle with contral.

He nodded. "I'm going south.”

"Because you think | don't loveyou.”

Karl dropped hiseyes, asif looking in the grass for words he couldn't find anywhere e se. ™Y ou ill
don't understand. It's not because you don't love me, Myali. It's because you can't.”

Can't. Theword beat a her mind. Can't let go. Can't just be. Can't love. No! she cried silently. No,
itisnttruel | can! | just need time and understanding and ...

Can't, camethe quiet voicein her mind. Look yoursalf and see. Y ou know how. Look and see.

For amoment she hesitated, afraid to even try. Then with amenta shout of defiance, she plunged
into her own mind. Down through the cerebral cortex she dove, down through the neopallium, deep into
the archipallium. There, amid the thaamic, subthaamic, and limbic portions of her brain, in aplace 0
ancient it had crawled through the dime of primeva swamps and bellowed up through the mists at a huge,
glowing moon that <till hung hot and close to its mate, she searched for the roots of can't.

Shefound her desirefor Karl. The hot seething that rose up in waves when he touched her and they
lay, moving together toward climax, washed over her and left her gasping in itswake. Passon, yes.



Love?

Shelooked farther and found the joy they had shared. That warmth at Sitting together and listening to
the song of alizard in the evening. That bubbling, light feeling when she played atrick on him and he
laughed. Friendship. Deep friendship. Love?

Growing more frantic, she cast about trying to find something, anything, that answered that quiet little
question. If thesethings aren't love, she cried, what is?

What is? echoed back. She turned toward the echo and sensed something, a vagueness, a dimness.
Without thinking, she rushed toward it demanding, What is? What is? What is?

The darkness grew and surrounded her as she moved. Suddenly, she felt fear and tried to dow down
or turn away. But it wastoo late. Looming in front of her was a curtain of such black intensity, she
dreaded to touch it. With acry of terror she hurtled straight at it and burst through to ...

Chaos. Hatred. Aversion. Anger. Cancerous frudtration. All, al aimed at Karl. He was amillstone
around her neck, dragging her down, tying her to earth when she was meant to soar. To berid of him
and his suffocating demands for love and attention would mean freedom. Good riddance!

No! shecried, horrified at the dark maglstrom. No! That's not me! That's not how | fed! The
darknessisalie

Y et she knew that it was true. The darkness and the hatred were as much her asthe light and the
passion.

But darkness was no more the source of the can't than light had been. It lay deeper yet. And now,
unable to escape the vortex of the retreating question she chased, she tumbled hel plessy inward to the
place where al began.

Shefound hersdlf in avast stillness. Nothing moved, nothing stirred, no sound or vibration
penetrated. It was awaiting, a brooding, an indifference so vast she shrank from it with greater fear and
revulsion than she had felt for the darkness. Here was true limbo, uncaring, un-becoming, avast
nothingness, an absence of spirit and of meaning. Thiswas the abysswithin, the ultimate can't. And it
filled theuniverse.

Thiscan't be, shewailed. This mustn't bel

Thisls, camethereply. Thisistheroot of the can't. Here iswhere the foundation lacks, where the
building fatersand dl tumblesinto ruin. Thisiswhy you do not, can not, love.

Screaming despair into theinfinite Silence, shefled.

With one fluid motion, she was on her feet and moving across the Plain, westward toward the sun.
She heard Karl call out, even heard the painin hisvoice, but there was nothing she could say that
wouldn't incresse it, so she didn't turn back. She walked and walked and walked.

Toward the sun. She knew she could never reach it, but she stretched out her legsto try. The farther
the sun did toward the horizon in front of her, the closer the dark crept up behind. Soon she was running,
fleeing aswell as pursuing things that couldn’t be fled or pursued.

A swarm of darters flashed away from her, dipped and rolled. The Plain heaved and shuddered.
Beneath, in dark caverns, something stirred. Dunn-un-un-un echoed from the earth itsdlf.

He stumbled and fell but never hit the ground because it dissolved and he tumbled into things that
weren't there down, down, down seeking a something, amemory, apag, alaugh, pain, ripping at his
mind and flinging it down, down, down hefloated in fear, lashing at the shreds of childhood ripping at
fading youth, dissolving manhood, who, what, where, was anything, something stirring, something he
reached for, wanted, oh please let me touch, hold, be, please ... hereached, stretched, strained, missed
asit withdrew, retreated before his desire, desperate he drove after, flinging himsdlf into the dark, the
holein his soul, too late he saw the blackness, churning, smothering, on HELPHELPHELP ...

It was dark. Huge shapes pressed in on him from al sides. Eyes, ears, mouths, tongues, lips. Hungry,
the black pressed on him. He opened his mouth to scream and heard it, that cry in the night from hisown
throat.

Panting he pressed againgt the tree trunk, clinging to its solidity in the vagueness. Light! Must have
light! In panic he dropped on dl fours next to thelittle pile of ashes. Heblew onit. A red glow. Light!
Hope! He blew again, adding afew dry leaves, atwig. Oh, light, light, catch on, he prayed. A flame



licked up dong the edge of the leaf, awhole galaxy of bright stars splitting the heavenswith their glory.
Light, light! Trembling, he fed it, coaxing it, pleading with it to live, to grow, to fill theworld.

Finally he sat back, his eyes smarting, hisface streaming swest. He stared at the littlefire, terrified to
look up at the darkness. Light. Light to keep away the darkness at the center of hisbeing. God, how it
repelled and drew him!

What am 1? he moaned silently. Why do | fed likel 'm not, and yet fear to be what | might be? A
spy? How could anyone be something so ... S0 ... partid? Myali? No, I'm not Myali and yet her
memoriesare morered than | am.

No! I'mred! He bit hisfinger, hard. Redl! | fed pain. Or do | just dream | fed pan? Am| adream?
Or adream of adream?

Hewrapped hisarms around himsalf and rocked back and forth, moaning softly. | amaspy. | havea
mission. | am not aspy. | do not have amission.

Can't go to deep. Can't ever goto deep. It'sdl therewaliting if | deep. Control. Must take contral.
He fumbled in his pack for amoment and drew out asmall box. Snapping it open, he gazed at thetiny
round formsthat filled it. Take one, he commanded himsdf. Take one. Stimulant. Keegp you ontop, in
control. Take one.

Hedid.

Waiting for it to take effect, he dared aquick glance out at the night forest. He whimpered in fear at
the depth of the darkness. It fallsforever. Oh, God. Something's wrong. Something's so damn wrong.

Myali's memory. Wrong. Shouldn't be that way. Should be smple, surface things, genera
information. Not. That. Deep. Not something that clutched and sucked and twisted, plucking and pulling
at sanity and being. Remembering the darkness, he shuddered.

But the memory recalled something el se, the thing he had sensed and desired and pursued. A warm
wave of yearning washed over him. What was it? Why had it retreated? Where had it gone? I've got to
know!

Beads of cold sweat broke out on hisforehead. Knowing. Ingtinctively he realized thiswas
treacherous ground. Can | know? And what would it mean if | did know? Would knowing revesal
something good? Or evil? Or nothing ...

He hegitated, his heart and mind skipping abeat. Nothing. Isthat the key? What if | pedl back the
layers of my being, strip off one denia after another ...not apy, not Myadli, perhaps not even Dunn ...
Will | find anything at the core? Or does nothing lie at the end of knowing?

Isthere no me?

There'sa complication.

2

A Ronin found himand istrailing him. It seems to be intrigued by his mental mess.

And you?

Mystified. I've been trying to follow his thinking. It's chaotic. There are definitely three
"personalities,”" or whatever, in hismind. I'd recognize Myali anywhere. The other one, the one
who seemsto be in charge, isthe spy. Doesn't seemto be a real person, just some sort of set of
instructions.

And the third one?

That's the fascinating part. It's very deep and very basic and almost impossible to get hold of.
Every time you reach out, it pulls away. He almost caught it once, when he found his name. But it
escaped at the last moment. He wants it, though, whatever it is. Even when he's not consciously
thinking about it, | can feel his mind searching, hunting, seeking. Father, | don't know why, but
somehow it seems familiar .

So. Three.

Yes. And the question is, which isthe real one?

No, Josh. That's not the question.



Helooked up, ready to add another stick to thefire, then checked himself. Uh, | can see the bushes
over there. Couldn’t haf an hour ago. He blinked and gazed skyward. A definite lightening. Dawn
coming.

With asigh of relief, he leaned back and closed his eyes. Dawn coming. Night going. Good. The
forest was bad enough. But the forest and the night ...

He opened his eyes and watched the growing light creep warily through the brush asif uncertain the
forest was asafe place to be. Slowly, the gloom beneath the canopy of leaves changed from black to
dark blue-green to light blue-green.

Thelong vigil had taken itstoll. Hefdt tired again. Without thinking, he reached into his pack and
pulled out the box with its pills. He opened it, then hesitated. Too much of this stuff is dangerous, he
remembered.

A dight flicker among thetreesto hisleft caught his attention. Something (living? dangerous?) moving
there. Theimage of the Ronin from last night cameto hisfatigued mind. The tension tightened another
notch. His hands shaking with weariness and dull fear, he quickly gulped apill down.

He alowed his head to dump forward while he waited for the drugs to take effect. Gradualy hefelt
dertnessreturn, fet arising flow of energy fill hisbody. But there was a metdlic aftertaste of exhaustion
clinging toit, ataste that only increased his nervousness. I'm winding the spring tighter and tighter, he
thought. When does one more turn break it?

Finishing aquick medal herose, brushed the crumbs from hisrobe. He took the compass from his
pocket and picked the direction he had to travel this morning. Last, he leaned down, broke thefire up
with an unburned stick, stamped on the few remaining embers, and then shrugged into his pack. With a
cursory glance around, he started off.

As hewalked aong, the mere presence of the sun, even if mostly screened by the forest, made his
spiritsrise. A memory flashed across hismind of Myali striding through different woods, not quite as
thick, on her way to meet someone she loved very much. He tasted the delicious anticipation she felt and
it dmost made the forest into afriendly, sheltering place. Myali was not afraid of the forest. On the
contrary, shefelt very much at homein it even though she'd been born on the Plain. It wasliving, and she
was part of life. How could she not fed the kinship?

A sudden flood of light brought him snapping back into the present. A clearing. No, not quite. A
sudden ending of theforest. And ahill. It appeared perfectly circular, perhaps twenty feet high and three
hundred or more in diameter. No trees grew on it. A few bushes huddled near its crown. The rest was
covered by ashort bluish-green grasdike growth.

Myali told him thiswas something relatively rare, but nothing to get excited about. There were
hundreds just like it scattered all over the face of Kensho. It was at their bases that one could
occasiondly find smoothstones. If onewas very, very lucky.

Dunn scrutinized the ground closdly, wandering dowly to the left around the base of the hill. Therel
He pounced on it as though the smoothstone was aliving creature likely to scamper away.

Squatting, he gazed down at the thing in his hand. It looked like astone, al right, but it was smoother
and more regular than any stone he'd ever seen. About two inchesin length, it was adightly € ongated
ovoid in shape, amatte whitein color. Heran hisfinger along its surface. Soft, it felt soft. And warm. He
squeezed it. No, it wasn't soft. It just felt soft. Actualy, now that he thought about it, it looked morelike
askinny ceramic egg than astone. Queer. Well, Myadi has one. Now | do, too.

He was about to stand when amotion to hisright, just at the point where the curve of the hill cut off
vision, caught the corner of hiseye. He hunched down farther, making himself as smdl as possible against
the blue-green grass.

The black-clad Ronin stepped from the forest and began to climb the hill, heading in the
north-northeast direction Dunn had origindly been following. In afew moments he disappeared over the
crest of the hill, descending the opposite side without so much asalook in any direction but the onein
which hewas going.



Dunn sat down with agrunt. Shit. The damn thing's probably been on my trail dl morning. Damn.
Said hewas going to follow. Guesshe meant it. Can | lose him?

His thumb absently rubbing the smoothstone he held in hisright fingers, Dunn decided adight detour
farther to the west, before turning north northeast again, might be the best way to shake hisfollower.

Wéll, he thought, soon enough hell realize I'm not up ahead of him any more. Then helll double back
and seeif he can pick up my trail. But since | wastending east, asharp move west might throw him.

Worth trying, he decided, remembering the sword and the speed of the creature from the night
before. 1t would mean more time spent in the goddamned forest—but the trees were better than the
Ronin any day. Or night.

He stood and checked his compass. Just before he plunged back into the woods again, he looked
down &t the little white stone he till held in hisright hand. Thanks, stone, he thought &t it. Lookslike you
did meagood turn. If | hadn't looked for you, 1'd till be heading north with that Ronin on my tail.

The greenness swdlowed him.

IX

Dunn trudged westward for about two hours. The land grew more and more rugged as he went, until
he found himself scrambling up and down a series of ever steeper ridges. Judging from the fact that they
ran north and south, directly across his path, he decided he must be approaching the foothills of the
mountains shown on his map.

Finally, after along and exhausting climb up a particularly difficult dope, he cameto an open place a
the crest. Severa trees had been torn from the thin, rocky soil by astorm and now lay inajumble,
cresting aview toward the afternoon sun. Clambering over the fallen trunks, he reached a clear spotin
the middle and stopped to catch his breath. To the west he could see the forest rising in rolling waves that
findly broke againgt aragged line of distant blue mountains.

Thisisfar enough, he decided, Ronin or no Ronin. Every musclein hisbody ached and hislegswere
quivering with weariness. He wiped the sweat from hisforehead. Damn pill must be wearing off, he
redized.

He d have to rest or take another one pretty soon. Either alternative worried him. He wasn't too sure
how long he could continue to take the drugs without doing himsdlf real damage. And if herested ...

He cut the thought short with ashake of hishead. "Let's see now," he said out loud to help focus his
attention and keep his mind from wandering to that other thing. "Timeto turn north again. Make that
northeast. Best get out the old compass and check." His voice dropped to amumble as he rummaged
about in his pocket for the compass. At the same time, he turned to hisright to be facing as nearly north
aspossible.

From the corner of hisright eye he caught just the dightest flicker of movement among thetrees a the
edge of the little clearing. Whirling to face the spot, he forgot the compass and grabbed for hislaser
wand. His eyeswere fagter than his hands. He saw the Face among the leaves. But by the time he had
the weapon out and pointed, the Face was gone.

For severa endless moments he stood frozen in place, laser wand thrust out, eyes staring. Nothing
moved within the darkness under the trees. With a sob, he sank against one of the falen trunks. Oh,

God, he moaned. Now what?

The quick glimpse Dunn had caught of the thing in the shadows wasn't very reassuring. The Face's
features were certainly within the range of what was considered human. But then, he remembered, the
Ronin's had appeared that way at first glance, too. The Face was square, strong, solid, with afirm,
straight nose and amouth permanently set in aline of stubborn determination. It had been too far away to
determine the color of the eyes, but the hair had been short, curly, and reddish blond. Certainly nothing
out of the ordinary there.

The problem was that he couldn't remember seeing anything but aface. There had been no body,
human or otherwise, in evidence. When the thing had moved, it had gone ingtantly, soundlessy. Hardly



the way a creature with abody would have moved. A face without abody. Lurking in the shadows at the
edge of aclearing. Myali, he asked, have you any ideawhat it could be? The question found no answer.
There was nothing in her memory to match it, nothing to help him find away to ded withit. He d haveto
handle this one completely on his own.

Hewaited for awhile, crouched behind the falen trunk, to seeif it would return. When it didn't, he
began to fed better. Maybe, hetold himsdlf, it wasn't there at all. Maybe I'm so damn tired that I'm
garting to seethings.

Eventudly he put away the laser wand and took out the compass and the map. He estimated anew
course and st off, picking hisway carefully along the crest of the ridge.

It was more than an hour later, just after held finaly managed to convince himself that the Face had
been nothing more than the random twitch of an exhausted mind, that he saw it again. Thistimeit was
ahead and dightly to hisleft, peering out from the depths of a clump of bushes. He stopped, rooted to the
spot, unable to move or talk or even think. He just stared at it, hismind as blank asits gaze.

Assuddenly as before, it disappeared. He dmost fell in a hesp. His mind was gibbering with fear and
his body was shaking so hard he could barely stand. The drain on his system was too much and he could
sense agreat wave of utter weariness about to bresk over him. Frantically, he pulled off his pack and
ripped it open. With trembling hands he dug around until hisfingers found the firm roundness of the pill
box. Twigting it open, he grabbed two of them and, ignoring the stern warning his conditioning and his
common sense cried out, he shoved both into his mourn. He had no saliva. The pills made a bitter double
lump in histhroat and he had to swallow severa painful times before he findly managed to force them
down in spite of hisgagging.

Shivering with fear and swaying with fatigue, he stood there, waiting for the drugs to take effect.

Can't do thismuch longer, he told himsdlf. These pillswill kill meif | keep thisup. Too hard on the body.
Too hard on the mind. He could fed the sense of warmth and well-being the drugs brought gradualy
spreading through hisbody. It'salie, he reminded himself. A lieand atrap. It'l kill me assure asthe
Roninwill.

Nevertheless, his confidence returned asthe pillstook effect. He was ready to set out again, to carry
out hismission, to go to First Touch, to find and kill the Way-Farer. (When had he decided that? he
wondered. And who had decided it?)

Repacking his pack and shrugging it back into place, he checked the compass and began walking
once more. His stride was firmer and surer than before, but his head kept swiveling to and fro, and his
eyestried to pierce theinterior of every bush both to theright and left of his path. He was ooking for the
Face and he knew it.

This gets stranger by the hour.

"

About noon he managed to give the Ronin the slip. But some of the swordsman’'s Mushin found
him and now they're hovering around the edges of his mind.

Whatever for? There's nothing for themto feed on, isthere?

Oh, there's something there, but | don't think they can get at it. Too hidden. He doesn't really
have accessto it himself. No, I'd say he's safe from the Madness at least.

Then why are the Mind Brothers bothering? Odd. Very odd.

If you think that's odd, wait, | haven't finished yet. A little while ago he stopped for a rest and
something compl etely new showed up.

Well, it'shard to explain. If | call it another mind, that's too much. It doesn't seem all that
coherent. More like bits and pieces stuck together. Scraps of a mind, maybe. No, that's not right
either. It'swhole, but limited. Father, | really can't be any clearer than that. |'ve never
encountered anything like thisin my life.

Could the Mushin have anything to do with it?

Hmmmmmmmmm. Never thought of that. It did happen shortly after they showed up. Worth



looking into. Thanks.

Uh, by the way, Father, | estimate two more days minimum before we make it to First Touch.
Provided he doesn't completely disintegrate before then.

Help himif you must, Josh. Don't let himfall apart.

Yeah, | understand. But, uh, you know what he intends to do. | was just wondering if you have
any plans | should know about in advance. | mean, | could ...

We will follow the flow, Josh. We will follow the flow even through those areas where the
shadow is too deep for us to see the outcome. Get him here, Josh, alive and functioning, at least
minimally. He is an important part of the plan.

But he intends to kill—

Alive and functioning, Josh. You must do your part so that he can do his part so that | can do
my part so that ...round and round, back and forth until the pattern is woven. Remember how
much Myali is giving, Josh. Would you have us do any less?

No, Father. And yet...

The root snared hisfoot and he tumbled down the last few feet of the dope. Dazed, he lay sprawled
at the bottom of the ravine for severa moments, trying to regain hiswits and his breath. He sat up dowly,
groaning and cursing as he took stock of his condition. Bad bruises on his shoulder, back, and knee.
Cuts on hisface and neck where the brush he crashed through had torn at hisflesh. Lacerations and
scrapes on his hands, especialy the pams, which held used to bresk hisfal. Gingerly he sood and
continued to assess the damage. Hisleft ankle hurt like crazy, but would carry hisweight. Not sprained,
thank God. He reached into his pocket and pulled out the compass and laser wand. Both were dl right.
The smoothstone was still there, too. His pack hadn't opened, and there wasn't anything breskablein it
ayway

Allindl, he decided, not bad. Lucky. But watch it. Because next time your luck might run out.

He looked up and saw the Face staring at him from the branches of asmall tree. Anger rapidly
followed hisfirg twinge of fear. The damn thing was following him! Peeping a him everywhere he went.
Hed tried and tried to ignoreit, but everywhere he looked, there it was.

Dunn took a couple of deep bresaths to get his anger under control. He glared back at the Face and
made adecison.

"Why areyou following me?" he demanded

"I'm not following you," the Face denied flatly. "Y ou're following me. Every time try to get away,
you come after me."

"That'sridiculous. I'm aWanderer going to First Touch.”

"Soyou say. | think you're chasing me.”

"Good God! Thisisstupid. Look, I'm not... oh, what the hell. Y ou 'reimaginary. | 'm just imagining
al this™

"Perhaps. But if so, you're crazy."

Dunn consdered for amoment. "No, | don't think so. Exhausted, confused, mentaly fucked-up, yes.
But not crazy."

"Ergo," the Face responded triumphantly, "I'm red and not imaginary.”

"Not necessarily. Y ou could gtill beimaginary without being the product of asick mind.”

"Huh," the Face snorted. ™Y ou mean I'm just amenta sniffle, not acase of double pneumonia. Not
very complimentary.”

"| think you're some kind of side effect of these damn drugs. Myai's never heard of anything like you
before, so | doubt if you're something native. And there's nothing in my own experience—"

"Y our experience," the Face interrupted with asneer. "Y ou don't have any experience.”

Dunn glared at the Face, hiswhole body suddenly tense. "What do you mean by that?"

"I mean you don't have any experience. Or any memory. Or any anything. Youreacipher, a
nonentity, ablank. Hell, if either of usisimaginary, you're the most likely candidate!



A figt clenched Dunn's stomach and the feet started kicking the backs of his eyeballs again. He felt
swest break out al over hisbody even though he shivered as a chill passed up-and down hisspine. "I'm
.I'm..not..a..blank ...I'm ...Dunn, "he gritted out between tightly clenched teeth.

"Dunn,” the Face snickered nadtily. "Oh, sure. Likely story. Dunn.”

Hedrew himsdf up angrily. "Yes, damnit, Dunn! What's so funny about that? I'm Dunn."

"Hal Y ou claim Dunn's name. But what else of Dunn isthere about you? Do you have Dunn's
persondity? His dreams? His memories? Any of the thingsthat were hisand hisaone?!

The spy's mind wasin such aturmoil of anger, confusion, and fear that he could scarcely think. He
fought to em arising sense of panic. "No," he growled. "No. I'm Dunn. See!” He held up hisleft hand
and pointed to it with hisright. His voice rose toward hysteria as he spoke. "Me! That'sme! Dunn! I'm
Dunn! Me"

Coldly, the Face replied. " Shouting a name and pointing at a hand doesn't make you Dunn. Dunnis
more than four little letters or ahand. Change the letters around and what have you? Nnud. Unnd. Ndnu.
Meaningless without areference. Just as Dunnis. And the reference you offer, ahand, what isthat?
Every cdl inthat hand changes congtantly, like the water flowing in ariver. Point again, right thisinstant,
and it's not the same hand. No, Dunn must go beyond such transent things as shifting letters and flowing
hands."

"It does!" cried the man, "It does! | know ... | know...”

"Y ou know!" laughed the Face with evil glee. ™Y our mind tellsyou! Hal Listen carefully to your mind,
fool. Isit steady? Isthere abeat of Dunn-nessthat kegps a measured pace, an unchanging rhythm of
sef-awareness? Or is there nothing but a ceasaless swirl of changing?

"And whereisthe Dunn of yesterday?"

The spy panted in terror, his eyes wide and staring as he sank to hisknees. "No," he whimpered.
"No. I'm Dunn. I'm me."

"You'reyou," the Face mocked triumphantly. "And aspy and agirl of thisplanet. Three, three, not
one! 1s Dunn the spy? Has Dunn aways been the spy? Did Dunn pick yellow eyesonthe Plain or listen
to acaged lizard sing its despair? Where is the Dunn-ness you cling to? Where does it come from and
what doesit mean?'

"I KNOW!" the spy screamed as he jumped to hisfeet. "I KNOW!" he shrieked, his mouth twisted
and flecked with foam. "I KNOW!" he bellowed as he whipped the laser wand from his pocket and
dashed madly at the tree with itsintense blade of light. "I KNOW! | KNOW! | KNOW!”

Suddenly aone, standing in front of the smoldering ruins of thetree, he collapsed in ahesp. The pain
pulsed through his head in swelling waves. My al, oh God, Myadi. Help me. Take me away from here.

The staff swept toward her ankles. She legpt into the air to avoid the bone-shattering blow. But
rather than jump back or straight up, she flew forward, twisting to the right and snapping out aside kick
with her right foot.

Her opponent saw it coming and shifted hisweight backward at the last moment. The kick caught
him on the upper part of hisright arm, but his movement absorbed most of the force. He staggered,
caught his balance, and aimed another attack a her head as she landed. It came dashing down from | eft
to right across his body. Since shewas dready hafway turned, with her right Sde facing the enemy, she
continued her spin to the left and thrust aleft back kick up under the whizzing steff.

The man's movement made the blow go wide, just grazing hisleft hip. As shetwisted fully around to
face him once more, he jabbed at her face with thetip of the staff. She easily blocked upward and drove
inwith afront kick to the ssomach. He swung hisleft hip back and the blow missed by inches. The other
end of the staff came rushing from her left as he drove it with hisright hand for the ribs. She bardly
managed to step back and found hersalf off balance. Before she had timeto regain it, her opponent thrust
the right end of the taff between her legs and pushed hard and suddenly on the left end, catching her
right leg just behind the knee and knocking her on her back. As shefell, she saw the end of the Staff
rushing toward her face. She knew it would hit right between the eyes and smash her forebrain.

The staff touched her lightly and the Master stepped back, watching her solemnly as she rose and
dusted off the practice robe. When she was finished, he motioned to her to join him and walked across



the sunlit practice yard toward aband of shade at its eastern edge. It was only mid-morning, even though
sheld been practicing for two hours.

Following the Magter's example, she sat in full lotus and composed hersdlf, caming her breething and
dowing the pounding of her heart. The moment she had regained asuitable degree of serenity, he began.

"Not bad. Though you would have died."

"How can that be 'not bad?"

"Y ou learn. Two months ago you would have died alot sooner.”

"l don't understand what'swrong, Father. At the 'hood | was the best in both the Way of the Fist and
the Soft Way. But here ..."

He shrugged. "A treelizard looks big to awater lizard. But to a Strider, neither isworth the effort of

opening itsmouth.”
Sheblushed. "I'm ... 'mjust atreelizard?"
"You arewhat you are."

"But my technique ... Ismy technique good?"

"Excdlent. The best I've ever seen.”

"Then why do you aways beat me so easly?’

He gazed at her silently for severa moments. Then he began to speak in aquiet voice. "Once aman
asked agreat artist for apicture of acat and gave him alarge amount of money in advanceto draw it.
After amonth or so, the man returned to the artist and asked if the picture wasready. The artist said no
and sent him away. A few months later, the man returned and again the artist sent him away, angrily
declaring he would deliver the picture when it was finished. For afull year, the man waited and waited,
hoping his picture would be done & last. Findly, losing dl patience, he slormed into the artist’'s studio and
demanded his painting. The artist nodded and calmly took out a sheet of hisbest paper, lifted hisfavorite
brush from whereit lay, and in an instant dashed off apainting of a cat. Without even looking at it, he
handed it to the man.

"Gazing a the picture, the man was stunned. It was the most beautiful, most incredible painting he
had ever seen. It was perfection. Line, proportion, design— everything, perfection.

"With sudden exasperation, he turned to the artist and demanded to know why, if the artist could do
something this magnificent in afew moments, hadn't he given him the picture sooner?

"The artist said nothing. He merely reached out and opened the door of an immense cabinet that
stood in hisstudio. From it tumbled thousands of paintings of cats.”

TheMagter fdl slent and sat looking at her expectantly, awaiting her reaction.

Myali was puzzled. "l ... | guess," she began, "the point isthat it took the artist that long to master the
technique of drawing the cat?'

He shrugged. "That's part of the meaning, surely. But it's more than that. Mastering technique does
not make you a Master. Knowing brushwork, understanding the nature of various paper types, studying
the characteristics of different inkswill not alow you to create agreet painting.”

"Theartigt in the story went beyond merely mastering his techniques. Remember, he dashed off his
find masterpiece dmost cardesdy. He had arrived at the point where he had so assimilated the technique
that he had forgotten it. It was no longer something conscious to be thought of. It merely was. Thusthe
technique had vanished or become transparent so that only the subject of the technique showed through.
That iswhy geniusisimpossibleto copy. It istotaly trangparent and leaves no trace of how it isdone.”

Shenodded. "I see. So that's the meaning of the story.”

The Magter amiled. "No, that's till only part of the meaning, Myadli. In fact, that'sthe smalest, most
inggnificant part.” Shelooked blank and he laughed.

"Thered purpose of technique is not to produce anything at al. The artist'sred purpose in mastering
the brush isnot to paint. Nor isfighting the real purpose behind a Seeker's mastering the sde kick."

"Techniqueisreally aform of knowing, or of coming to know. It'saway of opening up thething to
be known, areveding that brings forth and makes present the thing asit is. The artist uses histechnique
to become entirely at home with the thing he paints. Eventudly, when he comes to know the thing
thoroughly, when its being is reveded fully to him, histechniqueis no longer necessary because heistruly



inand of thething itsdlf. If itisacat, heistotaly immersed inits catness and itsitness. Thereare no
longer any barriers between the thing and him. It stands naked and open to hisview."

Myadi sat quietly musing for afew moments. "I... | think | understand,” she began hesitantly. "The
thing we study in the Way of the Fist is oursalves. The techniques we use—the kicks, punches, blocks,
everything—yput usin contact with our own bodies. And the menta discipline brings our mindsintoiit,
too. We sort of 'learn’ ourselves, | guess.”

The Master nodded. "Y es. The techniques of Way give us amethod for bringing forth our own being.
And inreveding it, we, likethe artist, o open aview to something greater yet—being itsdlf.”

She gaveasad littlelaugh. "I'm afraid that's beyond me. I'm till trying to catch aglimpse of my own
being. Oh, | understand what you're saying. It'sjust that I've never experienced it. | don't ssemto be able
to..." A sudden surge of longing swelled up within her, choking off her voicefor an ingtant. Asquickly as
it came, it drained away, leaving behind only abitter residue of empty despair. Confused and frightened,
shetried to find something, anything, to say to fill the echoing emptiness before ...

"But...but..." she blurted, achieving adight sense of security by clutching at things she knew, "that
doesn't explain why you beat me so easly. | mean, if my techniques are so good, | should do better.”

"| can beat you s0 easily because you're trying so hard to beat me. Y ou're using the techniques as
techniquesrather than asaway of knowing. Y ou see my staff coming toward your head and you block.
Then you seeit coming toward your ribs and you block again. Each time you fix your atention on my
gaff and follow it hither and yon in attempts to block or counter. In so doing, you shift your mind to one
spot and leave a different one open for attack. Eventualy, | draw you so far in one direction, you can't
return in time to another, and | win. Only when you are truly immovable, when you are anchored firmly in
your being, rather than leaping wildly here and therefixing on al manner of things, only then can you be
everywhere by being no one-where."

"The way to achieve such an anchoring in your being isto use technique asaway of knowing instead
of merely away of doing. The artist's painting of the cat was not great because his technique was
polished and perfect; it was great because he understood his own true being and that of the cat. And
therefore hisnext painting and every one after will be equaly asgreat.”

"Thisisthe degpest lesson to be learned, Myali. Techniqueisaway of knowing that revedsthe thing
studied and makesit present in itstrue being. But the very act of opening the being of athing to knowing
opens our own being to knowing aswell. And that, in turn, opens being itsdf. Thisisthe point we seek to
reach. It isonly here where we can find a place so firm we cannot be moved.”

Myadli looked down at the hard-packed dirt of the practice-yard floor. "Then thereal goa of what
I'm doingisbeing?'

"Yes. You search for being.”

"And if | search and search and find nothing?'

"Ah, but nothing is one of the most important things you can find. Jerome gave usthe Way so that we
could cut through the commonplace redity constructed by our senses and preconceptions and come face
to face with the nothingness of the abyss. When wefind it there, yawning bottomlesdy just benegth the
surface of our everyday existence, we are forced at last to recognize what we have adways known but
feared to admit: The anxiety which has ever haunted us, the unfocused fear which is so much a part of the
human condition, is nothing less than an unconscious awareness of the abyss. Aslong asit remains
unconscious, and unrecognized, it produces nothing but a vague discontent, amuffled anguish that castsa
continual shadow over our lives. But confronted and known for what it is, thisanxiety isthe very force
that impels us on our search for being.”

Myali shuddered involuntarily. "I've known the nothing. I've stood at the brink of the abyss and seen
al meaning fal forever into darkness. I've felt the anguish, sharp and clear, and known it as centrd to my
exigence. And I've found mysdlf thrown back into the world to seek out that very being the nothing
deniesand | fed mugt exis.

"But, Father, | can't find it! | search and search and aways, just when | think | can reach out and
touch it, it retreats and moves away and I'm left grasping nothing. 1... 1...At times when things seem most
dark, | wonder if what | seek isn't mereilluson. And if the abyssisn't trueredity after al." She bowed



her head and gazed silently at the ground.

A look of soft compassion flashed across the Master's face and he haf reached out his hand to touch
her. "Being, my daughter, ways withdraws from uswhen we actively seek it and try to give it aform
that matches our understanding. Initswithdrawa, however, it pulls us along behind, and, like acompass
needlein amagnetic field, we become asign that pointsto it even in the midst of its concededness.”

"We are signs pointing to being. We cannot read ourselves, becauseit isonly being that givesus
meaning, and we do not yet understand being. The most we can do islet oursalves be drawn aong and
hope that eventudly the withdrawal will arrive at a place or atime when the being we seek unfoldsin
unconced edness and we recognize what we have been looking at al along.”

The young woman gazed up into the old man'sface. Tearswere weling in her eyes, making her
vison fuzzy and blurred. "But, Father," she murmured, "what if the withdrawal dways seemsto lead back
to the abyss? What if the path dways leads into the endless night?!

Hisresponse wasingant. "Then legp into the void and build firm foundationsin the nothing.”

Dunn opened his eyes on blackness. Nothing. He fought back a sudden surge of fear, using the
breathing and concentration techniques he'd picked up from Myali. It's not the abyss, he reassured
himsdf. Merdy night. I've spent hoursin this particular memory and now it's night.

He was lying on hisback, his pack on the ground next to him. Sitting up, he pulled it to him, opened
the flap, and began to dig for the matches. Have to grope around to find some wood, he thought. Must
gtill be at the bottom of theravine | fdl into.

Suddenly he stopped, utterly still, asense of awe dawning in hismind. "My God," he whispered out
loud. "It's night, I'm completely surrounded by the dark and the forest, and I'm not terrified.” Surprised,
hetried to fed the state of near panic that had been his constant companion every sincelanding on
Kensho. It was gone.

With awoof of amazement, he flopped on his back again, his hands behind his head. If he looked
hard enough, he redlized, he could see the dark patterns the leaves overhead made against the lighter
background of the sky. Here and there astar dipped quickly between the gently gtirring leaves.

Hefdt athrill run through hisbody. | can deal withit. | can handle the night and the darkness and the
forest. Oh, he admitted, asarusiling in the brush sartled him, I'm till alittle bit anxious. But not afraid
anymore,

How about the darkness within? Can | handle that, too?

Cautioudy, hereached intofind it.

Stll there. But somehow, someway, it didn't seem as menacing. Hardly friendly, he granted ashe
pulled back toward the surface of his mind. But not as threstening as before,

He shivered with pleasure. | ... | fed different. Wonderful. Like ahuge weight's been lifted off my
back. How did it happen? he wondered. God, when | was talking to the Face, just before the Master
came, | was nearly off the deep end.

The Magter! Of course. That had to be it. Something he'd said must have made the difference.

Carefully he reviewed the Old man'swords. Two things struck him as most significant. Firs, the
Magter claimed that being withdrew when you sought it. Second, that the darkness of the nothing
pervaded everyone and everything. Or at |east that seemed to be what he was saying when he declared
that the abysslay just benesth the surface of everyday existence.

If being retreats to concea edness when you look for it, he thought, it's no wonder | have such ahard
time grasping the thing | pursue through my mind. And if the darknessis part of the order of things, if it
isn't just something peculiar to me, thenthefact | find it a my coreisno causefor darm.

The Magter'slast command suddenly shone brightly in hismind. " Then legp into the void and build
firm foundationsin the nothing.” Could he do that? Could he chase the thing he sought right to the edge of
the abyss and then leap, soaring through the darkness after it? Would he drop, lost and aone, forever?
Or would he somehow be able to build afirm foundation in the void itself?

What would he build on? He had no memory, no detailed sense of self. But was one necessary?



Sure, he didn't have access to Dunn's experiences. He couldn't feel Dunn's past joys and sorrows. Y et
still, he knew beyond any shadow of doubt, that he was Dunn, that he did exist.

How could he proveit? Well, for himsdlf, it was enough that his body hurt like hell. He chuckled.
And if nobody else would accept that proof, how about a good smack on the head from hisimaginary
fis? Theideapleased him immensdy and he laughed out loud.

He sat up again and picked up the pack from where he'd dropped it. Don't need the matches, he
decided. Jugt alittle bit of food. Then maybe | can get some deep. First Touchistill along way off.

Heatein cam silence. Finishing, he lay back and once more began to think about what the Master
had told him. Again and again he went over it, trying to wring the last shred of meaning from every word.

It wasn't until he was just dropping off to deep that he redlized held never talked to the Magter, never
met him, never even seen him. Hisfinal thoughts, full of warmth and gratitude, were of Myali.

X

The next morning, the spy prodded Dunn's mind to wake him. "We are faling behind schedule, Dunn.
Our ETA for Firgt Touch islate tomorrow. But if you don't get up and get moving, wewon't makeit.”

Dunn just rolled over. Huh, he thought Wearily, seems so red. Like he was outsde instead of justin
my head. Like that damn Face. Like....

"Damniit, on your feet!" The spy squeezed Dunn's mind dightly and the groggy man sat up witha
yep.

"Okay, okay. Y ou don't haveto get nasty about it!"

"Just do asyou aretold, Dunn. Review briefing. Misson.”

Mechanicaly, he responded. "Proceed to First Touch. Gather information on state of preparedness
of planetary defenses. Eva uate extent and character of possible resstance to alanding. Identify key
leaders, especialy those whose remova might cause disruption in the functioning of government. In
particular, assassinate the Way-Farer."

"Good."

"Good?' Myali asked. "How can killing Kadir be consdered good?'

"Evaduation indicates hisremova will have a disorientating effect on the population and lessen
resstance to landing. While he is not a commanding officer in the usud sense, the Way-Farer gppearsto
be an important symbolic figure. His desth will weaken enemy morde. Full evaluation and advancement
of thisobjectiveto Firg Priority status awaitsfina confirmation based on actua contact.” The spy
sounded smug and Dunn fdlt like hitting him.

Myali just laughed. "Thelife or death of the Way-Farer won't have any effect on Kensho'swill to
ress. If anything it'll stiffen our resolve, since the act of nation will reved the true character of our
"The Way-Farer isthe primary leadership symbol on this planet,” the spy indsted stubbornly. "Heis
an authority figure, a—"

"Nonsense," Myali interrupted. "Father Kadir leads no one. Where would he lead us? Each must
walk hisown Way and walk it done. The only thing Kadir can do is offer encouragement and help us
when we ssumble. But lead? Nonsense.”

"In any military-politica system, the leadership isthe critical nexus of the Sructure. Desiroy the
leadership and the rest of the organization collgpses and losesitswill to continue fighting. The sameistrue
of complex socioeconomic systems, though of course the character of the leaders changes. Itis clear—"

"But Kensho isn't amilitary-political-socio-economic system!”

The spy hesitated for afraction of asecond. "It must be," camethetight conclusion. "Evaduation
indicates—"

"Evauationiswrong.”

"That isnot possible. Evauation indicates—"

"Hey," Dunn interjected, "cut it out, will you?' He rubbed histempleswith hisfingertips, hisface



twisted in pain. "This argument may be great fun for you two, but it'staking place in my head and it hurts.
Jeez," he muttered, "it all s;emssored, S0 ...50 outside my head. Maybe I'm going nuts, huh?"

"Thisisan aberration,” the spy declared tiffly. "The pain isareminder that you should not indulgein
aberrations.”

Myadli's sympathy flowed through his mind, soothing him. " Sorry, Dunn. | guess heé's hurting you if you
don't behave?’

"Y eh. He hurts me. Must have been what al those early headaches were about.” Dunn laughed
grimly. "Guess| was an aberration from the very firs."

"Isthere any way to avoid the pain?"

He shrugged. "Do what I'm told. Y ou know, conform to the conditioning. | guessthe pain must be
built in as a sdf-correcting device."

She was slent for amoment. Do you suppose he could use that pain to force you to do something
you didn't want to do?

"Likewhat?'

"Likekill Kedir?'

Dunn consdered. "Don't know," hefindly admitted. "But I've got afeding he'svery strong. Hell,
therés more of him, or of you for that matter, than thereis of me. I'm the junior member of thisteam.”

"But what if you tried—"

"Thisdiscusson is counterproductive and interferes with the mission. There has been entirdly too
much of this sort of deviation in the past. It has been tolerated because there was still hope you would
achieve Integration and conduct yoursdlf properly. We are now too close to the culmination of the
mission to alow such aberrations to continue. They must cease a once.”

Dunn felt sudden twisting pressurein his head and crushed hiseyes closed againg it. "Uhhhhh,” he
grunted in pain. "He's ... damn ... strong ... Myali," he gasped out.

The agony grew in a swift, towering wave that broke over him, tumbling down, down into darkness.
But just before he blacked out, he heard her whisper, "Can't beat him at his own game. Have to switch
therules"

When he opened his eyesfor the second time that morning, he was ill stting in the forest at the
bottom of the ravine he had falen into last night. It was adreary day and alight rain was trickling down
through the forest canopy. Gingerly, he tested hismind to seeif the otherswere ill there. "Myadi?” he
asked tentatively.

"l 'm here,” came the muffled reply. But the spy cut in short with another squeeze.

Dunn buried his head in his hands as the pain struck. When it passed he looked up, hisface
contorted with anger. "Damniit," he shouted. " Stop that, you bastard! That hurts!”

"Aslong asyou perform your designated function, it will not be necessary. But nothing can be
dlowed to interfere with the misson.”

"How the hell can taking to Mydi interfere?"

"Thereisno Myadli," camethe curt reply.

"NoMydi?But| ..."

"Y ou havefailed to properly integrate the memory patterns transferred to you from the captured
native. Because of thisfallure—"

"Nuts. It's more than amemory pattern. Myali'saperson. | know her. | ... 1 ..."

"The captured nativeis currently undergoing interrogation on board ship. Thereisno Myai."

Like aman wandering out of afog, Dunn began to recognize the outlines of what had happened.
"Ship,” he muttered. "Interrogation. Yen." He was quiet for severd moments, alook of deep sadness
filling hiseyes. "Yen," hefinadly mumbled. Y en. Just amemory pattern ...in my head.”

Listlessly, he opened his pack and took out some food. Without speaking, he ate. Still silent, he
repacked his gear and roseto leave. A quick look at the compass set him on the right course.

For severa hours he trudged north-northeast through the gradudly increasing rain. By noon, when he
stopped to edt, it was pouring.

"Maybe| should hole up someplace until this eases off alittle,” hesaid tothe air.



"No," the spy answered ingtantly. "We are behind schedule asit is. There must be no further delay.”

"But he's soaked,” protested Mydli.

"That does not affect his ability to perform hisfunction to any appreciable degree.”

"It will if hegetssck.”

"Sickness and wetness do not equate.”

"No, of course not. But when he's wet, the water conducts away his body heat more rapidly than the
ar, and héell definitely get chilled, whichinturn may lower hisresstance to disease.”

"No negative effects would transpire within the time limit set for the accomplishment of the misson.”

"Oh, swell," grumbled Dunn. Terrific. | might catch my degth of foolishness. But not until after the
mission, so it doesn't matter."

"Correct," the spy confirmed. "The fate of the agent upon the completion of the missoniisirrelevant.”

"Y ou meant you don't care?' Myali asked.

"Correct.”

The Face objected from athicket. "That'sa hdl of an attitude.”

"It isthe only possible attitude.”

"But—" the Face began, only to have Dunn interrupt.

"Stop it, please!” Hisvoice shook with something between fear and anger. " Shit," he muttered,
bringing himsaf back under contral, "it all seemsso damnred. Likeyou'redl here. No me any more.
Just you. Or mostly you. So damn real." He held his head for severd minutes, caming his breething,
relaxing histight muscles. "Better," hefindly said, lifting his head. "Okay, spy, | won't hole up. But it's
kind of hard waking in thisrain. Cuts down my vishility. Y ou got anything against my dowing the pacea
little?"

"Only alittle," the spy grudgingly granted.

Dunn rose. ™Y ou might put on the rain poncho in your pack,” Myali offered. He shook his head.
"Why bother?| 'm aready soaked. At least in the pack it helps keep my other gear dry."

He gtarted off in the direction of the thicket from which the Face peered. " Still think you're Dunn,
huh?" it asked as he approached.

He hesitated before answering. "Thismorning's sort of shaken my confidence alittle. Maybe I'm
losing my grip and that's why you and Myali and the Spy seem so real. Maybe I'm going crazy. Maybe
thereredly isnome. But..." he hesitated again, feding momentarily confused. "But, damnit, | till fed like
Dunn!"

"Hmmmmmm," the Face mulled over this statement from aclump of fernlike plants. "1 assumeyou 're
using theword ‘fed' here loosely to mean something like 'perceive interndly'?!

Annoyance restored some of Dunn's confidence. "Huh! There you go again. Y ou dready did the
whole'perception’ and "continuity’ bit with me yesterday. Look, Face, I'll grant you there are all kinds of
discontinuitiesin existence. Even in my immediate perceptions. Even when percelving mysdlf. So what?
All that provesisthat there are discontinuities. It doesn't disprove that there are continuities! Hey. | close
my eyes, the world goes away. | open them, it's back. Proof of discontinuity or of continuity? Take your
pick. Isthe glass haf empty or haf full? A pretty little problem, but snce I'm thirsty and haveto live with
whatever isin the glass, who cares?

"Listen, Face. Somebody's obvioudy been messing with my mind. These aren't my memories. I'm not
the onein control. But there's something here, something conscious of not being something ese. And
athough that something can doubt your existence even while talking with you, it can't doubt its own.”

"Why?"

Dunn laughed harshly. "Because it's sopping wet, itsfeet hurt, and it's got one hell of aheadache."

The Face smiled condescendingly. "Cogito ergo sum.”

"Dont believe l've met her,” Dunn replied drily.

"l mean, what you're saying sounds very much liketheold ideaof 'l think, therefore | am.""

"Not quite. It's'l fed' instead of 'l think." And the ‘therefore isn't necessary.”

"I fed | am," murmured Myadi thoughtfully. Dunn sensed the warmth of her gpprova glowingin his
mind. For amoment he experienced such intense happinessthat it seemed asif his chest would burst. He



could think of nothing elseto do, so he started to whistle.

The black-robed figure stopped dead in itstracks. Leaning dightly forward, it cupped ahand toits
ear, ligening intently to catch anew sound amidst the drip, drip, drip of therain. A whistling, something
like alizard's but more complex. Puzzled, he continued standing there, tense and dert. Could the Triple
One be whistling? In thisrain? Knowing he was pursued? It seemed the height of foolishness, but there
aso seemed to be no other explanation.

The sound came from ahead and to hisright, farther to the east. How had hefailed to notice the trail ?
He had to have crossed it, snce held been coming from the east in search of the cresture that had given
him the dip once dready.

He began to move, swiftly, sllently, in the direction of the strange being he pursued. Ah! Ah! Y ed!
There, the subtle, confused auraof the Triple Onesmind. Yes. A thrill of anticipation ran through him.
Ready! Almogt ready! The Triple One was becoming, and rapidly! The Mind Brothers could sensethe
change. They were hungry and eager!

Suddenly he paused again. What was that? He probed ahead. Another mind? And Mind Brothers
aready there? Not feeding? Dismayed, he shook his head back and forth for severd momentsin
indecison.

Finaly he decided and began moving again. Three minds or four, it made no difference. The Mind
Brothers were hungry. His sword was sharp and swift. There would be feeding, interesting feeding. And
soon.

The Ronin's picked him up again, Father. I'm paralleling them both about fifty yards to the
west.

Is the Black Robe dangerous or only curious?

He'sdeadly.

Dunn must not die before he reaches me, Josh. | know, Father. But | can't help wishing ...

Don't wish. Act. The Ronin must be stopped.

Yes, Father.

The brown-robed figure stepped unexpectedly from behind the tree, directly into the path of the
Ronin. With ahissing intake of breath, the black-clad creature stopped short.

They stood facing each other without moving. Their bodies appeared relaxed and at ease, their eyes
locked tightly in mutual appraisal. For severd moments the motionless tableau continued while therain fdll
between them.

Then with acry and aswirl of black, the Ronin sprang forward, his sword leaping from its sheeth in
an overhead cut. His opponent was smply not there when the blade descended. At the last possible
ingtant he spun out of the way to the right. Now his own sword was out, held firmly in front in on-guard
position, the point aiming directly at the Ronin'sthrodt.

Thekiller attacked again with aflurry of blows directed at Josh's head and neck and wrists. All were
parried effortlesdy and no attempt was made to counter.

Seeing that the brown-robed man didn't attack, the Ronin paused and stepped back a pace, out of
griking range. "Thisunit carries Mind Brothers™ he hissed. "This unit wants something. What isit?'

"Hunt other game. The Triple One must not be harmed.”

The Ronin snorted. "The Triple Oneis Totdlity's. Thisunit hasfollowed him for many mileswaiting
for him to become. Now heisamost ready. The Mind Brothers are anxious. Step from my path.”

Josh did not move.

The Ronin shrugged. "Then die," he said and flung himsalf at Josh again. Two dashes at the head
were followed by a sweeping cut for the chest which actudly diced the materia of the brown robe. Josh
parried and countered in earnest now, redlizing this fight wasto the death. Ronin were capable of reason,
but only up to apoint. Push beyond that point and there was nothing left but to kill them. Or be killed.



The Black Robe was a seasoned fighter. Josh had fought men this good before and triumphed,
though he bore the scars of one of those battles. He blocked a head cut and countered with adash at the
killer's neck. The Ronin parried and thrust for histhroat. Josh knocked the blade aside and lunged
forward, aming for thewrigs.

Disengaging, the man in black began to circle his brown-robed adversary warily, looking for an
opening. Josh's sword followed him smoothly. As he turned, however, thetip of his blade dipped down
ever 0 dightly. Instantly the opponent was leaping in, dashing for the head. Without amoment to spare,
Josh met the attack and returned it with a cut at the Ronin's head. The swordsman smply stepped back
again, out of range.

So, Josh thought, he wants an opening and likes head attacks. And is good at them, he added,
remembering the man's speed. A plan formed in hismind. Give him the opening by lowering the sword
tip. Then when he comesfor it, ep in and thrust for histhroat. A good plan, if only the man wasn't so
fast. His peed, though, made it risky.

A few more passes and Josh decided it was time to finish the whole thing. He could fed hisown
growing exhaugtion and the ground was becoming dippery and churned up with their maneuvering. Soon
it would become too doppy for sure footing and chance might decide the whole thing.

Suiting action to thought, he lowered thetip of his sword as he stepped. The Roninwasin likea
flash, sword sweeping down for Josh's head. But rather than blocking, the young man moved forward,
his sword thrusting out as he straightened his arms, heading for the exposed throat of hisenemy.

At the last moment, hisrear foot dipped in the mud and the blade hit low, striking the Roninin the
right shoulder. Halfway through his own attack, the killer saw what was happening and threw himsalf
backward in afrantic attempt to escape. Asaresult, his own blow went awry and diced downward
short of its objective and off to the right side.

With a sickening thunk, the blade smashed into Josh's upper arm. As he went down, driven by both
the blow and his own loss of balance, the young man ripped his blade out of his opponent's shoulder.
Hitting the ground with asoggy thud, he looked up to see the Ronin's blade raised for another, find
groke. Without thinking, he thrust upward, catching the man in the lower ssomach with thetip of the
blade and ripping him open until the tip stopped, wedged in his sternum. The Ronin's guts cascaded out,
pewing across Josh, asthe man crumpled, lifelessly following them to the ground.

Sopped him, was al Josh managed to send before he blacked out.

The spy twisted his mind again and Dunn collgpsed into the mud with agrunt of pain. His heed was
redling, hisvision blurred and distorted.

"Get up, Dunn,” Myai urged. Trying to respond, he surged groggily to hisfeet. "Don't think | can
beat 'im,” he muttered. "No way to protect myself. No way to fight back. He'sinside. Can't touch 'im."

"Try, Dunn," she coaxed. "Y ou've got a chance. And now that you 're beginning to understand, it's
more important man ever for you to fight. You can't let himwin or it will al befor nothing.”

"Gottatry. Yen." He sood, swaying gently with exhaustion. The fight with the spy wasfinaly inthe
open. Dunn had refused to continue on toward First Touch, refused to complete the mission. The spy
had struck and struck hard, damming at his mind with aforce even Dunn, who had dready felt his power
before, had not expected. But even though he' d known he had nothing to equal the strength of the spy,
he'd fought anyway. And been knocked down once, twice, three times.

His body ached in ahundred places. Hismind felt likeit was onfire. Pain dulled his senses and made
him stagger with every step. Fight, he ordered himsdlf. Fight what? he asked. My own mind? How?

The spy sneered. ™Y ou have no hope, Dunn. Y ou cannot beat me. Even with the hel p of these mental
congtructs you have created, you are no match for me. | am your conditioning, the core that was placed
in an empty mind to giveit shgpe. Y ou will conform to your conditioning and complete the Misson.”

"No, not the core,”" Dunn mumbled. "Not core. I'm core. Dunn.”

"Thereisno core. Thereisonly me. These continua aberrationswill cease once and for al. Thistime
| intend to stamp them out permanently. Wewill arrive a our target late this afternoon and you will bein
complete compliance by that time."

Dunn spread hislegsto steady himsdlf. "I'm the core. Y ou're wrong. Maybe | can't best you, but I'll



try. Tired of being pushed around. Timeto push back.”

The spy laughed. "With what?'Y ou have no weapon but the laser wand, and that will not work
againg me. Unlessyou intend to perform brain surgery on yourself! Y ou are helpless, Dunn. Helpless and
hopeless. Y ou can only fight me with your mind. And | control your mind. Y ou will comply with your
programming.” He began to squeeze again, dowly applying the pressure. "Y ou will comply.”

Gasping in pain, Dunn went to hisknees. "Hold on,” Myai urged, her voice fading in hisagony.
"Uh-uh," he grunted. " Spy's right. Can't fight." The pressure mounted. "Too strong. But I'm the core. The
core... must ... endure...”

With afind twitch of blinding anguish, Dunn fdl forward and smashed into the ground.

Father Kadir watched slently asthelone, mud-spattered figure dowly climbed through the late
afternoon sun to where he sat a the top of the mound. Even from adistance, he could see how the man's
shoulders drooped wearily, how his steps dragged in exhaustion. A wave of sorrow swept over him. So
thisis how our fathers use their fellow men, he thought. The wave swept on and he watched and waited.

"Andysisindicatesthat isthe Way-Farer, Dunn. Obtain positive identification before commencing
action. Hate him. Heis evil, adanger to our race. The Way-Farer seeksto destroy you and dl like you.
Heisthe greatest threat the Power and Earth have ever known. He must be killed. Hate him."

"I hate," Dunn mumbled in reply.

The spy squeezed hismind. "Y ou hate him."

"Uhhhh. | hatehim."

"Kill him, Dunn. Kill im."

Now he could see the man'sface distinctly. It was suffused with fatigue and pain. The eyeswere
hollow and glassy, the mouth constantly aternating between dackness and a grimace of anguish. Hewas
breathing heavily, sucking in great gulps of air, even though the climb wasn't long or steep. Occasiondly
the man'swhole body would shake or twitch asif struggling against someinvisble bonds.

Closer yet. He could see the sweat pouring off the man's brow. Hisfingerswerelike claws. Father
Kadir sensed an auraof intense suffering flowing from the gpproaching figure. Here, he thought in
wonder, isastruggle that makes ours fade into insgnificance. For the battle being waged in that man's
soul isthe Fina Fight, the Ragnarok of being. And hefightsit totally aone.

Or ishe done? Where has Myadi gone? And the other one Josh spoke of ?

The gitting figure rose calmly as Dunn shuffled up. "Father Kadir?' he managed to croak out. The
man nodded.

"Kill him! Kill! Kill!" screamed the spy.

Dunn reached into the front pocket of hisrobe. Hisfingers closed over the smooth shape of the laser
wand. He began to pull it out, flicking the activate switch.

Father Kadir smiled a him warmly. "Welcome home, Seeker,” he greeted softly. "Welcome home.”

"Now, Dunn!!!"

PART THREE
The most difficult learning isto come to know actually and to the very foundations what we
already know.
—Martin Heidegger

XI

Bishop Thwait looked up from the brain-scan readouts that lay spread acrossthe table in front of
him. The young woman in the chair was stirring. Coming back to consciousness aready? He checked the
clock onthewall. A good twenty minutestoo early.

Her eyes snapped open and he found himself caught in her stare. No confusion of an awakening mind
here, he judged. No disorientation. No worry. No fear.



With an effort he pulled his eyes away from hers and began to study the readouts once more,
purposdly ignoring her. Even as he did it, he knew hed made amistake and given her avictory. Damniit,
he silently cursed. I'm letting her throw me off balance. Stubbornly refusing to et her know he recognized
her tiny triumph, he continued to peruse the charts spread across histable.

Fascinating. The girl's brain was wdll within the human norm asfar as Sze and generd structure were
concerned. Y es, he decided, well within. Except for afew structural oddities. He traced one with his
finger. Thereto there. A group of neuronsthat led from the association areas of the frontal and temporal
lobesin both hemispheresto the limbic system. A whole bundle of neurons, actualy. Enough to be
considered a separate structure, acorpus, or perhaps even alobe. "Corpus Thwait" he tentatively named
it.

The other anomalies were scattered, seemingly at random, across the cerebral cortex. They consisted
of groups of neurons attached to each other in what seemed to be a closed feedback oop. Only one cell
in each group had a dendrite that connected outside the loop to other neurons.

Isthe girl unique? he wondered. Or are these strange structurestypical of the people of this planet?
And if they'retypicd, what are their functions? Do they even have functions? Could they merely be
random mutations caused by the higher than earth-normal level of radiation their sun puts out? Wasit
possiblethat...

"Anything interesting?" the girl asked. Thwait looked up. HEd dmost forgotten her in hisfascination
with the data. Once again her eyes caught hisand held them. Again, more dowly and ditinctly, she sad,
"Anything interesting?"

"I understood you thefirst time,” he answered in an irritated tone. ™Y our accent is strange. Long
vowdls, clipped consonants, but the speech is gill Basic even after eight hundred years. Surprisingly pure,
actualy. | would have expected far more drift, given the isolation in which your culture has developed.”
He stopped and frowned. The calmness of the prisoner bothered him. It wasn't right. She should be
totally confused and disoriented. She'd been unexpectedly snatched from her home planet, probably
raped by Chandra, knocked out with sedatives, and undergone transfer. The subsonics adone should
have her at the edge of hysteria. Y et there she sat, strapped into the chair in the Room, calm and
collected, acting for dl the world like shewasright at home.

He pushed his chair back and stood up abruptly. The woman annoyed him. It wastimeto take
command of the Stuation and begin the ora interrogation. He leaned forward on the table, hisfingertips
touching its surface, and demanded harshly, "Who are you?"

"Myali Wang," she responded mildly.

"Wheat isthe name of your planet?’

"Kensho."

"Doesthe name have any sgnificance?"

"It refersto one of the stages of Enlightenment.”

"Ah, aZenig term.”

"l assume s0. Admiral Nakamuragave it the name and hewasaZen Mager.”

"Y ou know of Admiral Nakamura?'

"Of course.”

So, the Bishop thought, they haven't lost their history. Which means there was no mgjor bresk in their
culture—and that they've had eight hundred yearsto develop it! Keeping our presence hidden might have
been the correct tactic after dl. And Thomas's headsirong desire to go in with his guns blazing could well
have led to exactly the kind of disaster | feared. Eight hundred years!

Since the girl was being so cooperative, Thwait decided to soften histone. It was possible held learn
more by being friendly.

"Ah, my child," he began, "l imagine you're wondering what al thisis about."

"y es"

"To bewaking through familiar countryside one moment, and the next to wake up, Strapped into a
chair in astrange room with an unknown man asking you questions, al that must make you wonder."

v



"Well..." He paused, unsure of how to continue. Her reaction was not what he had hoped for or
expected. She seemed too calm, too sure of hersalf. For amoment he wondered if sheredlly had been
unconscious the whole time. Then the thought struck him that perhaps she dready knew exactly where
she was and what was going on. But both ideas were so preposterous that he immediately rejected them,
disgusted with himsdlf for even thinking them. Data, Andrew, he reminded himsdlf. Data, not fantasies.

"Well," he repeated, "I am Bishop Andrew Thwait of the Power. And you are on a scout ship of the
imperid flegt. We are here to re-establish contact between this colony and Earth.”

Shenodded. "So. Yes. | understand. That explainswhy you are here. But it hardly explainswhy | am
here." Shelooked down at the bonds that held her to the chair, then back up at him with adight smile.

"Thebonds are aprecaution,” he said stiffly.

"Agang me?'

"Agang unexpected occurrences.”

"Haveany arisen?”

"No."

"Then?" sheraised an eyebrow in question, once again looking down at the trapsthat held her to the
char.

"Ah. Just part of procedure, my child. They will be removed when the questioning is completed.”

"l see. Questioning." Myai gave the bishop acool, gppraising look, adightly mocking smile playing
about her lips. She appeared relaxed, completely in command of both herself and the situation.

Behind the facade of externa calm, however, her mind raced furioudy. More "questioning.” What
would it be like thistime, she wondered. The last time had taught her that these people had unexpectedly
powerful resources at their command when it came to dealing with the mind. Thinking back, she
remembered the "questioning” she had undergone immediately following her arriva on the ship.

Shed il been feigning unconsciousness, so they'd strapped her to agurney and hurried her through
dim corridorsto asmall room. There they'd hooked her up to a strange machine unlike anything shed
ever seen before. Not knowing quite what to expect, she'd been astonished to discover that the machine
could enter her mind.

Her firgt impulse had been to resist. Sheld quickly redized the futility of that, however. The machine
had vastly more power than she did, and smply pushed her aside when shetried to stand in itsway.
Playing it cautious, shed backed off and watched passively for awhile asit bumbled about, tirring up
memories, copying them, and then relaying them out of her mind. For thelife of her, she couldn't figure
out the purpose behind the maching's actions. It didn't seem to have any particular sense of discrimination
or ability to evaluate the relative importance of the materia it copied. It just grabbed whatever cameto
hand and then moved on in an gpparently random pattern.

Moving very gently, sheld tried an experiment. Rather than attempting to stop the machine, sheld tried
deflecting it. The principle was smple, basic physics. The amount of force needed to shift the power of
the machine afew moleculesleft or right was sgnificantly lessthan that required to meet it head on. Ina
very short time sheld found she could steer it, giving it access to certain memories, keeping it away from
others.

The problem was, she dtill didn't know what the machine's purpose was in copying her memories.
And until she knew, it wasimpossible to know which information would be harmlessto yield and which
critical to withhold.

Therewas only oneway to find out. Carefully pushing the machine into what she remembered of
arithmetic, sheldd gone exploring, probing back into the machineitsdlf. It wasn't particularly difficult. The
machine used organic neurotransmittersin its circuitsinstead of €ectrons, so moving along them was
much like moving through her own mind. The circuitry wasrdatively Smple and not very interesting. But
what she discovered at the other end of the machine was both fascinating and frightening.

It was what was |eft of a human mind. An utter shambles, it had been twisted, torn, turned inside out,
scrambled, and emptied of most of its contents. Sill, it wasamind, and enough remained of the man who
had onceinhabited it to give her afairly accurate reading of his generd character. Sheld even sumbled
across his name, half buried amid the detritus scatered along his neurd pathways. Dunn.



Sheld paused for amoment, wondering what to do. It was plain the machine was feeding the
information gleaned from her own mind into Dunn's. There had to be a purpose behind the transfer,
though she couldn't imagine what it could be. Nevertheless, she wasfairly certain that whatever the
reason, it was meant to be used against Kensho. She couldn't stop it from happening, that much was
clear. But just possibly she might be able to turn it to advantage. Dunn appeared to be a decent sort,
even if hewas one of them. And there was more than ahint, both in what was left of hismind and in the
fact that someone had tried to destroy it, that suggested the man did not get dlong well with hisown
people. Perhaps, just perhaps, there was a chance that ...

She decided. Working feverishly, she assembled the bits and pieces of Dunn that were il left. Then
sheretreated back into her own mind and carefully fed Dunn the information she thought might help him
reconstruct his sense of self. Exhausted by her efforts, she'd barely been able to keep pace with the
machine. When it findly withdrew, she'd collgpsed.

Even then, sheld come back to consciousness long before the bishop redized. Myali had avoken to
find hersalf sirgpped into asort of chair. The air wasfilled with avery low, amost imperceptible humming
sound that grated on her nerves. She' d listened for amoment to familiarize hersalf with the sound in order
to make it perceptualy neutrd.

For perhaps a quarter of an hour she'd watched the man seated behind the table in front of her.
Through eyes barely open she was able to scrutinize his face and observe his every move as he pored
over some sheets of paper spread across the top of histable.

His character wasn't hard to read. Intelligence virtudly shone from his eyes. The strength of hiswill
was equally evident. Here was aman who knew what he wanted and how to get it. And did get it. That
was aso plain. A sense of power radiated from his every move, the way he held his head, the firm
motions of his hands. When this man gave an order, it was followed, immediately and without question.
Myadli shuddered inwardly. Despite hissmall Sze and gray hair, this one was dangerous.

But there were wesknesses aswell. He was incredibly proud and egotistical. The set of his mouth
betrayed a stubborn arrogance that knew no bounds. And the light in his eyes came from more than just
intelligence. There was agleam of fanaticism there and perhaps even aglimmer of madness.

One more thing completed her picture of him. At Josh'singistence, she had carried Mind Brothers
with her in hopes of being able to use them to communicate with home. It seemed adim hope, but now
the creatures proved vauable in another, unexpected way. They were highly sengitive to the darker side
of human nature and, attracted by something they detected in the man she was studying, they began to
gir. Carefully sheloosened her hold on them, alowing them to reach out and touch hismind.

The result was instant and shocking. A vast, seething turmoil broke over her: Hatred. Deep, violent
disgust and aversion toward dmost everyone and everything in the universe. Thiswas not thetiny kernel
of blacknessthat al men carried &t their center, thiswas a darkness aswide and deep asthe mind it filled
amogt to overflowing. She gasped and grabbed her Mind Brothers, struggling to hold them back.

He despises everyone he's ever met, sheredlized, and is predisposed to despise anyone he ever will
meet! People are less than nothing to him, pathetic creatures to be used and destroyed as he seesfit. He
keeps these secret fedings under tight congtraint, but | sense that they leak through congtantly, and
control his conscious mind dmost as much as his conscious mind controls them. That waswhy the Mind
Brothers had been able to detect them so easlly.

Theforce of his hatred momentarily stunned and confused her. The man was obvioudy aleader. Y et
how could he beif he despised everyone, including hisfollowers? A leader should love his people. Why
elsewould they follow?

Fear. As soon as she asked the question, the answer streaked across her consciousness. They
followed out of fear, fear of the power the leader wielded. Although together they were far stronger than
the leader could ever be, the fear divided them against each other, isolated them, made them week. His
power came from their fear and their fear came from his power. It was avicious circle and once sarted it
would be difficult indeed to break out of it.

A great sadnessweled up in her, bringing alump to her throat. How unhappy these mighty men of
Earth must be! How dreadful and bleak their lives! And this one, this gray-haired little man seated & the



tablein front of her wasthe mogt pitiful of dl. Inthe midst of dl hispower, dl hisintdligence, dl hispride,
was an emptiness that made everything futile and worthless.

The sadness passed and she saw him clearly again for what he was...the enemy of herself, her
people, and her planet. And she knew how to deal with him. Without waiting any longer, she'd stirred
and "woken up."

Myali watched him now as he rose from the table and came toward her. It was about to begin. Oh,
Gods, she wondered, am | redly strong enough? A momentary sense of panic was replaced by avision
of Fattier Kadir'skind face, then by the strong, determined lines of Mother Ilials. Whatever | am, she
realized, weak or strong, | am the one, and | can only try.

The bishop stopped and spoke to the air. "Equipment.” The small column rose from thefloor,
carryingitsload of syringes. Thwait picked one up and held it out so the bound young woman could see
it clearly. "Do you know whet thisis, my child?"

"It'sasyringe, used to inject liquids subcutaneoudy."”

He nodded. Her answer was one more proof that there had been no collapse of culture on this
planet. Y et if that wastrue, came the nagging question, why was there no evidence of an
industrid-technical civilization? It wasacritical piece of information he had to find out.

He replaced the syringe on the column top. She didn't appear to be afraid of it. Perhaps he would
savethethreat of usng it until later when she had learned to fear him.

"I wonder what else you know. Does 'laser' mean anything to you?' She nodded. "Quantum
mechanics?' Another nod. " Sarfatti-Aspect drive?' And another.

Musing, the bishop walked back and forth in front of his prisoner. "Hmmmmmm. Indeed. Y ou seem
remarkably well informed. Do your people have any lasers? No?Y et you know of them. Most strange.
Most contradictory.

"How about weapons, my child? Surely you have wegpons.”

"Y es, we have weapons.”

"Ah?" He gave her aquestioning look, encouraging her to continue.

"The sword, of course, The staff. Spears. The bladed staff Jerome created. Knives. Most recently,
the bow for ritual practice and meditation.”

Hiseyebrowsrose. "And?'

"That'sal, asde from our hands and feet."

"No fireerms?"

"None."

"No lasers?!

"None."

"Surely you don't expect meto believe you, my child?"

She shrugged as best she could in the restraining straps. "What you choose to believe is your
business. | merely answer your questions to the best of my ability."

Thwait controlled his anger and stalked over to apane of instruments on the left wall. When he
reached it, he grabbed adia and turned it al the way up. The subsonics were on fun blast now, to the
point where even he, with al histraining, began to fed their effects. He turned back to watch their effect
onthegirl.

Shewas amiling. "It doesn't bother me anywhere near as badly asit does you. For your own
comfort, you redly should lower the volume.”

Disregarding her comment, he walked back to the chair and stood glaring down &t her. "Y ou are
clever. But you arelying." He waved his hand to indicate the room and the ingruments withinit. "1 can
tear your mind gpart. | can strip you of every memory, every idea, every emotion. | canturnyouinto a
drained, empty shell. And then, at my leisure, | can poke and probe into what | have ripped out until | get
my ansvers”

"Likeyou did to Dunn," she declared softly.

Thwait was stunned to silence. His mouth opened severa times before he could form hiswords.
"Dunn?" hefinaly managed to say. "How in the name of Kuvaz do you know about Dunn?*



"I gave him my memories, or had you forgotten?”'

The bishop spun around and walked back to the table. He sat down and stared at Myali for several
moments. "Who the hell areyou?' hefinally asked, hisvoice heavy with menace.

"Mydi Wang," camethecam reply.

"Who areyou redly?' camethe demand.

Sheamiled and was silent.

"| cantear it out of you!" he screamed, jumping to his feet and knocking the chair backward to crash
on thefloor.

"| think you should turn that dia down again. Thelow tones are disturbing you."

"Damnyou, | can force you to tell mewho you redly arel”

"| doubt that," she responded almost wistfully, "since | don't know the answer to that question mysdif.
And I've been seeking the answer for along time.”

Thwait was about to yell at her again when he got control of himself. He looked down and saw that
his hands were shaking. What's wrong with me? he wondered. I'm | etting thislittle dip of awoman affect
me more strongly than anyone ever hasin my life! Heturned to look at the pand to hisleft. The did was
al theway to theright. The subsonics. That must beit. Theleve isabsurdly high. It must be affecting my
judgement. He walked over and shut it off completely.

There. That was better. It waslike suddenly releasing a pressure that had been building insde his
mind. Yes, it had to be the subsonics.

Picking up the chair, he sat down behind the table again and stared at the young woman. No, he
admitted, it isn't entirely the subsonics. It isat least partidly this... this creature. She annoyed him more
completely than any person he had ever met. Why? Was she doing it on purpose?

Andrew considered the data he'd gathered up to this point. In review, there was a surprising amount.
And agreat ded of it wastotally unexpected. First, she answered any question he asked her. He glanced
over at the readouts on the machines that monitored her through the chair. So far she had told the truth or
at least had not lied. Second, she wasn't afraid. Her calm was asreal asit was unnatura. The readouts
showed that, too. Third, she was immune to the subsonics and somehow knew about Dunn. Impossible.
Y et thereit was. And the answers about weapons! He shook his head. Something was very wrong here,
very wrong. The datadidn't correlate.

Reaching adecision, herose dowly and waked over to look down at Myali once more. Hisface
wore abrooding expression as he searched her for even the dightest signs of weakness or fear.

"I am afraid, my child, | have underestimated you and your people. There is more here than meetsthe
eye. Much more. Dangeroudy much more. Hmmmmmm. Indeed. | have been using the wrong
techniques. My own penchant for persond, ord questioning hasled mein the wrong direction with you."
He sghed. "It isamuch, much kinder technique since it leaves the mind intact. But in your case, | feer it
will beinadequate.” The bishop smiled and nodded. "Y es, in your case | must use a more thorough
method. Harsher, more destructive, but undoubtedly more effective.” He turned and picked one of the
syringes from the column top. "This, now,” he said, gazing in fond fascination at the orange-ish liquid in
thetube, "isavery potent drug developed by the Power during the Readjustment. It is shockingly hard
on the system, but it opens the mind up to the machine like ablossoming flower. Some say the holy
Kuvaz himsdf created it. It was only used on the most stubborn and difficult of cases. Likethe Zenigts.”
He moved behind her chair. "It must be injected in avery painful spot—just at the top of the spind chord
where it meetsthe lower part of the brain. That, you see, isthe reason the needleis so long.” With one
hand he grabbed her hair and jerked her head forward, exposing the curve of the back of her neck.
Slightly licking hisupper lip, his eyes hard with concentration, he dowly did the needle home and emptied
its contents. Pulling it out, he moved quickly around in front of Myai to catch the look on her face. She
appeared cam, detached, unreachable.

Disappointed, he turned and replaced the syringe. "Helmet,” he commanded the air. It lowered
smoothly from the ceiling to fit neatly over Mydi's head. Working swiftly, Thwait atached the wiresto
the young woman's body, dl the while stealing glances at her face and trying to pierce behind the
unreadable surface of her expression. Gradually, he saw her face go dack and her eyesdull.



Finishing, he stepped back. He rubbed his hands together as he returned to the table and sat down.
"Isolation,”" he ordered. The same shimmering circle of light that had surrounded Dunn prang up, making
Mydi dmog invisble. "Begin," the bishop said.

For severd minutes, Andrew Thwait sat Staring at the vague form twisting and straining against the
drapsthat hed it firmly in the chair. Then, bored, he got up and left the Room. "Inform me when the
processis complete,” he said just before the door closed.

"Nothing?" Thomas asked the blank screen. "Nothing at al?"

"Nothing that makes any sense," came the answer.

"Ha. Maybe Andrew's bitten off more than he can chew, eh?

"He'sturned the interrogation over to the machine.”

"Redlly? Bit of adefeat for him, I'd say. Good. Well, hell rip it out of her thisway. Let me know
what's discovered when the machine's through with her. Should be interesting. Swords and bows,
indeed! Ha!"

The screen went dead. Admira Y amada sat for sometime, nursing his Scotch and thinking over what
he'd just learned. Of course there was aways the chance that Chandra was lying—he had to alow for
that. But if not, one of two things had to be true: Firgt, the planet wasindeed helpless and he could blast
them into easy submission. Or second, those Kenshites were the most devious and dangerous enemies
since Quarnon.

He couldn't decide which would suit him better. Or which would make it easier to destroy Andrew.

Xl

She was flung back, gasping and redling at the violence of the attack. Thiswas no random probing
for memory like thefirst time, but an al-out assault bent on battering and utterly subjugeting her. It came
continually and from every direction with vicious, overwhelming strength.

There was no question of standing and fighting. Perhaps Father Kadir or Josh might have been able
to, but she doubted even they would last for long against power such asthis. Twisting and dodging, she
began to retreat. She had to save something, some little part of hersdlf, or the bishop would triumph. And
Kensho would lose.

But how? How could she escape? There was no place to go but farther into her own mind. Even as
shefled, deeper and deeper, she knew that the destroyer, the ravisher, wasright on her hegls. She
remembered Dunn's mind. What the machine had done to him, it was doing to her. Desperation gave her
strength and camed her growing sense of panic. Cautioudy and coolly, she began to fight the machine as
she had been taught to fight. But she knew it was only adelaying tactic and that ultimately she would lose.

Y amadawatched carefully as the bishop questioned the young technician in the brown robe. The
man was clearly nervous and uncomfortable. He was just as obvioudy telling the truth.

"No, Worship. Not on any frequencies known to us. Or any others. We did acomplete scan.”

"What about moonlets, asteroids, and wandering junk?'

"Checked out by the probes, Worship. Thoroughly. Nothing larger than afew yards across could
possibly have escaped our search.”

Andrew stared gloomily a the man for afew seconds, then curtly dismissed him with awave of his
hand. Asthe door closed behind him, Thomas chuckled. "Not even ablessing, Andrew? My, aren't you
abit hard on the poor child? After dl, he'sjust reporting what the data shows."

The overtones of malicious glee and hodtility were easily detectable in the admird's voice. Thwait
looked sharply at him. He's up to something, he caculated. Ordinarily hel's very careful to disguise his
feelings of hatred and contempt for me and the Power. What could have happened to make him so sure



of himself that he either forgets or feds he can afford to let histrue emotions show? It can't merely be that
the sensors and probes are proving him to beright in his estimate that the system is defensdless. No, that
isn't enough, since that fact would redound as much to my credit asto his. It's something else. Could he
know about the girl?

If he does know about Myadi then he might very well force the issue and demand accessto her, he
caculated.

Which would ruin my advantage in having a source of data heislacking. | can't alow that. Or can 1?
What if | actualy turn the girl over to him? After I've gotten what | want from her, of course. There
wouldn’t be much left to turn over, but what difference would that make? It al depends upon how soon |
can destroy her defenses and gain accessto her data. If necessary, | must use the full mgesty and
strength of the Power on the poor child. So beit.

"The data showswhat it shows, Admird. It iswhat it does not show that concerns me. We have a
mission on-planet at thisvery moment. | stick to my origind demand that we wait until the dataisin from
that mission before we take any action.”

"And | accept your demand, Andrew. But as of now I'm putting you on notice that upon completion
of that mission, some forty-eght standards from now | believe, | require that you turn over al collected
datato mefor officid fleet usage. All of it, Andrew.”

The bishop looked a him in stony sllence. Findly he spokein atight voice. "Are you invoking fleet
privilege, Admird?'

Y amada nodded. "Officidly. | am declaring thisa Triple Red Emergency, Class One."

"Y ou know the consequencesif you arewrong?"

The admird nodded again, hisface grim. "Aswell as you know the consequencesif I'mright,
Andrew.”

Chandrawatched the dimly visble form insde the shield. Incredible. The young woman was il
struggling, till fighting. He could see her body twitching weakly, straining feebly againg the straps. By
now she should be limp asarag doll. He wondered.

He thought back to the kidnapping. He'd disobeyed orders. Rather than knocking her out with an
anesthesiadart, he'd jumped out from behind atree and grabbed her. Hed intended to beat her up alittle
and rape her. And he'd looked forward to the terror and anguish he'd known her eyes would show as he
didit.

But it hadn't worked out that way. The look she'd given him was far from one of terror. Instead, her
eyeswerefull of cold contempt. The glance had stopped him in histracks. Then, before he could even
work up hisanger to the point of assaulting her, shed smply fainted and crumpled to the ground, dipping
through his numbed fingers.

Confused, held dung her over his shoulder and run back to the ship with her. She was till
unconscious and unmolested when held delivered her to Thwait.

Thewholeincident filled him with aresentful fury. Damn thelittle bitch! How had she chesated him of
hisfun? With just alook? Impossible! He wanted revenge. Long-drawn-out, brutal revenge. Smplerape
wasn't enough. He wanted to degrade her, to destroy her so thoroughly that she' d be ashamed of even
being human. No, he wanted to destroy even her humanity. He pictured her whimpering and cringing in
the corner of hiscabin, violated in every conceivable way again and again and again.

A warm excitement began to glow in the pit of his ssomach. He licked hislips and his eyes became
feverish ashe stared at her form there behind the shield. He imagined again some of the things he would
do to her and he became stiff and hard.

He was panting now, the swesat beginning to stand out on his upper lip. His hands were claw-like and
trembling. If only, he thought, she wasn't behind that damn shield, | 'd start right now. | 'd rape her and
choke her at the sametime. Hurt her. Bite her till shebled. I'd ...

Overpowered by apassion held never experienced before, he made a decision. The bishop wouldn't
be back for along time. Hoarsely, he croaked out, " Shield down.” Trembling as much from fear over the
audacity of what he was doing as from his sexua excitement, he watched the form of Myai appear asthe
shield disappeared. "Helmet up,” he whispered, histongue amost too thick to let the words by.



Asthe hemet rose, he legpt to the chair and began to pull off the wires. His hands were trembling so
badly he could scarcely undo the straps. There! Only two more to go. Damn! If only she was conscious
30 he could see her eyes when she realized what he was going to do ... The horror in their eyeswas the
most exciting part!

The last strap fell away and he grabbed her dumped form. Supporting her with hisright hand he
gripped her robe with hisleft and ripped it down the front, exposing her body. With astrangled cry he
flung her to the floor and crouched to spring down on her.

Chandrafrozein that position as the voice cut through his haze of excitement. Befuddled he looked
up to hisright. The bishop was standing there, alaser wand in his hand.

"Chandra, Chandra, your enthusiasm does you credit, " Thwait said coldly, "but you carry it too far
when you countermand my orders to the machine. Luckily, | left it ingtructionsto inform me when it had
completed itstask. When you interrupted the process, it contacted me with the completion message.
Littledid I think what form that completion had taken.”

Hewalked closer, the wand gtill pointed firmly at Chandra's midsection. "I had no ideayou had
formed such astrong attachment to our prisoner. Could it be acase of lust at first Sght? Surely you
satisfied yourself during the capture. No? Truly amazing. The young lady is even more interesting than |
thought.”

The bishop'svoice logt its dightly bantering edge and became hard and vicious. "Chandra, thisisrank
insubordination. Y ou will be punished.” Tothear hesaid, "Guards.”

For several moments the two of them stood there silently staring at each other. Then the door opened
and four of the bishop's specid security force came into the Room, laser guns drawn. One of them
placed hisweapon against Chandra's head from the right, another jabbed him in the back. The third
quickly searched the former chief of security, discovering a surprising assortment of wegponsin
unsuspected places. The fourth guard stood back several paces, covering everyone.

The search completed, the officer in charge turned to the bishop for orders.

"Sedate him thoroughly and put him in solitary confinement until | decide what to do with him. Double
guard." He motioned them to leave.

As Chandra reached the door he paused for amoment. "Thirteen years," he said softly.

"That iswhat | do not understand, my child. And | have always found that if | cannot understand a
man, the best thing isto destroy him. Goodbye, Chandra.”

Without warning, and beyond al hope, the attack ceased. Myadi didn’t even have time to be thankful
or to wonder at it. Utterly exhausted, she smply collapsed into degp unconsciousness. Her Mind
Brothers, separated during the battle with the machine, left Chandra as his emotions dammed to a sudden
halt, and nestled back down into Myali's mind, sated by their little med.

Bishop Thwait looked from the monitor readouts to the girl, once more strapped into the chair, and
back to the readouts. He didn't likeit. It wasn't anything definite, he admitted. The readouts seemed to
indicate things had gone as they should. But there were disturbing anomalies. Likethisflurry of activity
here long after anything but atotally flat response should have been observed. Or this strange spike here.
Or thelong, dow declinein the overall response curve. Too long, too dow.

Damn Chandral What in the hell could have possessed the man? Thirteen years of cold, controlled
sexua sadism, and suddenly he becomes so excited he can't contain himself. Unnatural. And worse yet,
unpredictable. If the fool hadn't broken into the process when he had, it would have gone to completion.
But asit is, theré'sno way to be absolutely sure how successful the operation was. What do al those
anomalous spikesin the readout mean? Damn it al!

Thevisud displays weren't detailed enough. Hard-copy printout would give more precise and
complete information. He tapped a code into the control pand and stepped back to watch the printout
feed swiftly into abin over to hisleft. Injust afew moments, the task was finished and he walked over,
scooped it up, and returned to Sit at histable. He liked the fed of the hardcopy, the heft, the weight, the
solidity. It reminded him of hisbooks. Somehow visua displayswere never satisfying to him. Even
though he admitted they were more versatile and practica, they lacked the substance of hardcopy. And
data, he believed should always have substance.



Carefully he went through the readouts. He paused occasiondly, musing, his gaze resting abstractedly
on the empty air, hisfingers drumming avague beat on the table top. Then he plunged back into his
study, more intent than ever.

When hewasfindly finished, and his eyesrose alast time from the information spread out on the
table, he gazed long and slently a Myai, a puzzled expression softening his usudly stern countenance. |
wonder what you really are? he thought. And what really took place between you and the machine? The
datarevea ed many anomalies, but there was no pattern to be found. The oddities were there, but
seemed random and meaningless.

Random, meaningless? He found that hard to accept. The machine had hit the girl and hit her hard.
She hadn’t responded the way most humans responded. But on the other hand, her response wasn't
totally unique elther. In generd, it had been quite as expected. And right now, for al he knew, her
information was totally accessible. Y et there were those little differences, those odd spikes where curves
should have been flat and flatness where there should have been spikes.

He got up from behind the table and began to pace back and forth in front of Myali, thinking,
chances are, she's been battered so thoroughly by the machinethat | can get anything | want from her. I'll
have to operate on that premise until | have reason to believe otherwise. Therefore, | should have her
moved to arecovery room, let her rest while she regains consciousness, and then question her inthe
usud manner. If anything seemsincorrect at that point, | can dways put her under the machine again and
seetoit that the process goes dl the way to completion.

Y es, he decided, stopping to stare down at her gtill form, that's the course I'll take. The only danger
isthat if | haveto put you under the machine again, I'll have wasted many precious hours. How long, he
wondered, until Thomas finds out about you, my child? | must get what | need before he does. | must
because | need it to maintain control of thismisson.

"Y ou areaproblem, my child,” he muttered out loud. "An unexpected problem. Rather than being the
asset | thought you would be, you have complicated the Situation. Y ou were to be a source of data, an
answerer of questions, asolver of mysteries. Instead, you have turned out to be as much amystery asthe
rest of your damnable planet.”

Heturned away from her and paced back behind the table. Placing his open palms on the table top,
he leaned forward and glared at her. "Y es, you have turned out to be a problem rather than a solution.

Y ou and your planet. A problem that cannot be alowed to remain unsolved. Thomaswould like smply
to smash you, the way he did Quarnon. But -that would not solve the problem; it would smply removeit.
No, the Power cannot alow that. For if thisanomaly has appeared once, it may appear again. Therefore,
we must be prepared to ded with it, to discover the origins and meanings of it, SO we can wipeit out at
its source.

"Y ou and your entire people are amiswoven patch in the fabric the Power is creating from mankind.
We must pluck you apart, thread by thread, and then reweave you to make you merge with the whole.
Ripping you out, destroying you, is not acceptable to the Power. Y ou must be made to blend, to
conform.”

The bishop stood upright, clasping his hands behind hisback. "1 was right, you know; my hunch was
correct. When | read the records of this Pilgrimage | immediately sensed a problem. Nakamura. The man
wasaZenist and ascientist, and those two groups were the bitterest enemies the Power fought when it
saved mankind."

He laughed shortly and began to pace again. "Hal Thomas, that shortsighted fool, thinks you helpless
and harmless merely because you lack atechnologica civilization and advanced wegponry. But | know
thered danger you represent and it has nothing to do with science and technology.”

"Yes. Yes They dl think the Power saved mankind from science, that we rescued them from the
destruction of the home planet, from the fouling of its skies and water, from the rape of its natura
resources. And they are right. We did. The Power stopped science dead in itstracks. Oh, yes. We took
the knowledge away from the scientists who had so badly misused it. Now the Power, and only the
Power, has accesstoit.”

"But science was not the true enemy. No, science was only a manifestation of the actual demon we



chained to save mankind.”

He spun around and glared at her unconscious figure once again. "Not science, my child. No, not
science. Freedom. Freedom was the beast we dew.”

In triumphant silence he paced briskly back and forth for severa minutes. "Hal It surprisesyou! But
that is only because you do not understand.”

"Mankind as awhole cannot handle freedom. It sets people adrift, lost in avast sea of insecurity.
Freedom gives them the duty of making their own decisions, but denies them any guidelines. Freedom
demands they take responsbility for their own fates, but failsto provide the power necessary to
accomplish it. Freedom promises them the universe, but neglectsto put even acrust of bread in their
mouths. Freedom isolates men, pitting them one againgt another in abitter struggle for surviva, awar of
dl agang dl."

"Here and there, of course, there are afew men who prosper under freedom. They are strong
enough, smart enough, vicious enough to grab the world by the throat and makeit yield what they
demand. They rob the wesak, taking for their own use what has been wrested from nature by the swest of
others. They grow rich and powerful.”

"Isit any wonder that the others, the mass of humanity, throng to these mighty ones, throwing down
the freedom they cannot bear, pleading to be allowed to serve? After dl, the powerful can providethe
very things freedom cannot ... warmth, wedlth, afull somach, and alevel of security unattainable by the
loneindividud. Frightened, hungry, insecure, confused, men cast aside the freedom that has become an
eternd damnation to them and seek salvation by bending their knee to someone or something greater and
more powerful than themsalves”

"But this partid yielding of freedom by the many to the few is not enough. The rule of the mighty ones
does not bring on a Golden Age of peace and prosperity. Instead, it intensifies the struggle. Now the war
of dl againgt dl that freedom makes inevitable takes place between organized groups of men. The
random pilferings and occasional murders of the past are replaced with violence on agrand scae. Armies
sweep through the land and whole populations are pillaged and daughtered.”

"Thusit had been for centuries on the home world before the holy Kuvaz spoke the Word. All was
chaos. The mighty, with their herds of followers, were locked in agrim deeth struggle. Scientists battled
politicians, environmentalists fought corporations, one nation attacked another. Race war, classwar,
religious war raged uncontrollably. On and on it went, amindless cycle of death and destruction.”

"Like many of the wisest, the holy Kuvaz saw the inevitable end approaching. But unlike the test,
who smply threw up their handsin anguish and despair, he saw the solution.”

" ' Take the burden of freedom from men's shoulders,” he declared. 'Give them bread to satisfy their
bodies, authority to satisfy their minds, and miraclesto satisfy their spirits. Makethem all, even the
mighty, once more like children so they may laugh and play in innocent happiness. "

"But the holy Kuvaz knew mankind and redlized that the mere wisdom and truth of hisideas were not
enough to guarantee their success. He understood that no matter how much men hated and feared
freedom, they ill desired it. How else could they fed? For generations they had been told freedom was
the most wonderful thing in the world, the ultimate goa of humankind. Wanting it had become like second
nature to them."

"No. The smpletruth could not defeet alie of this magnitude. Another, greater lie was necessary.
One that would concedl thetrue god, yet achieve it nonetheless. Thus was born the crusade against
science”

" Science was the perfect scapegoat. Those who followed its myriad disciplines were some of the
purest and strongest proponents of freedom. By defeating them, atremendous blow would be struck at
the very heart of the archenemy.”

"And for al itsincredible power, science was weak. Each scientist valued his own freedom to pursue
his own research above dl else. Hence they stayed aoof from therest of the society, jealoudly guarding
their independence. Even among themsdlves they generaly remained isolated, organizing only
occasiondly to meet someinvasion of their privacy and freedom to learn.”

"Even moretelling, though, was the fact that science had done agreat ded of evil aswdll asagreat



dedl of good. The good, naturally, was taken for granted. But the evil, ah, the evil was never forgotten
nor forgiven. It was everywhere. In the thick and stench-filled air. In the dead and polluted water. In the
ruined and barren land.”

"'So science became the enemy againgt which the holy Kuvaz ralied mankind. And none but the
innermost members of the Power ever redlized it was nothing but a surrogate through which we struck at
thered enemy.”

"It was not an easy fight. Science was stronger than anticipated. There were some who seemed
ingtinctively to understand what the holy Kuvaz was doing, and, unlikely asit might seem, became dlies
of science. The Zenists were the strongest and most dangerous of thelot.”

"But in the end, the Power triumphed. Science was shattered. The Zenists and the other dlies,
smashed. The knowledge came under the sole control of the Power and with the strength it gave us, we
were able to destroy the last feeble bagtions of freedom.”

"Thus the holy Kuvaz saved the human race. Peace, rigoroudy enforced by the Power, soread
across the Earth. Except for occasiond actions to root out recalcitrants, all was quiet. Production
increased because men no longer had to choose what to produce. The Power told them. There was
bread for dl. At the same time that men's bodies were satisfied, their minds were put at ease. The total
authority of the Power told them what was right and what wrong, what to think and what not. Difficult
decisons no longer tortured their days and nights. Nor was there any lack of miraclesto satisfy their
gpirits. By keeping the knowledgeto itself and surrounding it with mystery, the Power made even the
smplest feats of science seem wondrous.”

The bishop paced back and forth for severd moments. His face glowed with pridein the
achievements of the Power. He rubbed hislong, dender hands together in barely suppressed pleasure.
"Ah, yes, ah, yes," he muttered severd times. Suddenly he stopped dead and whirled on Myali, hisarm
thrugting out, hisfinger pointing directly &t her facelikealaser wand. "Yet ill," he hissed intensdly, "there
was danger! The Power was not totally secure! Freedom was dead on the home world, oh, yes. But out
there," he gestured grandly with hisarms, "out there in the rest of the galaxy where the Pilgrimage had
scattered the seed of humanity, freedom till lurked. Who knew," his voice dropped amost to awhisper,
"when it would return?"

"Condgder. The Pilgrimage had taken place before the holy Kuvaz had spoken the Word and initiated
the Readjustment to save mankind. Many of its leaders, men like Nakamura, had been the worst sort of
heretics. Those who followed them were equally dangerous since they had been so infected by the
poison of freedom asto leave the home world to seek it in far-off places. The archfiend could only
flourish in such ahotbed of iniquity.”

"It was not enough that the Power control only Earth. Or even just the solar system. If wewereto
achieve the goa of the Word and totally transform mankind and the universe, we had to control every
man, woman, and child in existence.” His eyes bright, the bishop raised hishandsin the Sign of the
Circle. "Webdievein redlity because we havefaith in our perceptions and we have faith in our
perceptions because we believein redity,” heintoned with ritua solemnity. "In the name of redlity, inthe
name of humanity, so beit and so it shall be."

For afew moments he stood silently, looking up at the circle made by hisfingers, hisface
transformed by alook of near ecstasy. Findly he spoke reverentidly in a soft voice. "Thisisthe central
core of the holy Kuvaz'svison. Thisiswhy freedom had to be defeated and forever denied. We cregte
redlity and redlity creastes us. Thereisno placefor freedom. We must grasp mankind and mold it to our
ends. Thuswe creete redity. And in turn, redity will reinforce what we create. Around and around it will
go, perfecting and improving with each feedback loop. We will become the ultimate masters of the
universe because we will createit in our own image at the sametimeit crestesusinits.”

"So you see, my child," he said, lowering hisarms and walking over once moreto stand directly in
front of the unconscious young woman, "you and your planet must be made to conform. Y ou must be
stripped of your freedom and blended into the whole we are creating. That iswhy, unlike Thomas, it is
not your technology or wegpons | fear—it isyour ideas. | must crush them.”

He returned dowly to the table, his head down, musing. Sitting, he leaned forward, his elbows on the



tabletop, hischinin hispams. "Firt," he murmured, "1 must find out exactly what the machine has done
to you. Theremay be no problem at al." He heditated. "And yet, | wonder. There is something strange
here. Something | cannot quite put my finger on." He gazed briefly down at the readouts.

"Ah, wdl," he Sghed as he sat back, "thereis nothing for it now but to put you in arecovery room
until you come to and then question you. Guards," he ordered. The door opened after afew moments
and two men entered the room, their security-force uniforms soothing to his state of mind. Ah, the
strength of the Power is evident on every hand, he thought complacently. 'Take her," he ordered, "to
C-forty-eight for recovery. Double guard. Cal meimmediately if she becomes conscious. Otherwise |
will begin questioning at 0600 hours.”

The two guards un-strapped Myadi from the chair, lifted her limp form to agurney, and then wheded
her quickly away. When the door closed behind them, the bishop sat for along time, staring off into
gpace, adight frown creasing hisforehead.

The admiral cursed. Damn that fucking son-of-a-bitch Chandral What a stupid-ass thing to do! Now
my source of information isgone.

"Shit! | don't have timeto corrupt another one of Andrew's people. I'll have to play my hand and
demand accessto the girl. It was alot better when he didn't know | knew. Got al theinfo | needed
without him one bit the wiser. Fucking, stupid asshole! If Andrew doesn't kill that cocksucker, 1 will."

Xl

It took Myali along timeto return to full consciousness. First she had to counteract the effects of the
drug the bishop had injected at the base of her skull. It had immediately goneto her mid-brain, attacking
the syngpses in her amygdaaand hypothaamus. There, in me cleft between the pre- and post-synaptic
membranes, it had somehow decreased the absol ute refractory period while acting asahighly efficient
transmitter substance. The result was an amost continuous firing of the neurons, which sent massive
waves of rage and fear surging through her mind. Without her training and the mutations in brain structure
which gave her conscious control of her limbic system, Myali would probably have been driven insane.
Instead, she was able to clamp down on the whole region, isolating it until the drug wore off.

The second half of the recovery wasthe part that worried her most. Exactly how much of her mind
had the machine destroyed? It had felt like alot while it was happening. Now, dowly and carefully, she
checked through her mind to assessthe full impact of the damage.

The result was more encouraging than she had hoped. A great many areas were badly battered and
scrambled, others had been knocked about, but were still reasonably well intact. Nothing, she was
pleased to discover, was entirely destroyed. It was dl till there— just rather jumbled and confused.

She st to work putting things back in order. The job took considerably longer than isolating the drug
had taken. Neverthel ess, within two hours the task was pretty well completed. She opened her eyes and
looked around.

The room she found herself in was rectangular, about twenty feet by fifteen. There was only one
door, directly opposite where she lay strapped to the gurney, on the other long wall of the room. Next to
the door, on the right, were a screen and some dias. Therest of the room wastotally bare.
Everything—walls, celling, floor, door—was the same dull gray color. Not avery inviting place to spend
aweekend, she decided.

Finishing her investigation of the room, shetook detailed stock of her Stuation. Physicaly and
mentaly, shewasin unexpectedly good condition. Not greet, mind you. There were plenty of bruisesand
grainsin both mind and body. And here and there an actua wound. But, even though she admitted she
was weaker than before, there was no question in her mind she was strong enough to carry on.

In compensation for being alittle weaker, she was alot smarter. Now she knew the enemy and how
to fight it. And athough she hadn't been able to beet the machine, she had been ableto avoid being



beaten by it. At least thistime.

Her previous experience with the memory probe had proved very useful. Although this assault had
been vastly more vicious and powerful than thefirgt, the machine's method of attack had been smilar. It
moved in sraight lines, smashing anything in its path by sheer brute force. She couldn't steer it thistime; it
wasjust too strong. But the technique she had used against the probe, combined with what she had
learned from the Magter of the Soft Way, had given her amethod for defending hersdlf.

"Always meet arectilinear attack with acircular defense,” the Master had explained. "Never try to
stop it dead initstracks or thrust it aside with a perpendicular force. Both may work on occasion, but
sooner or later you 're going to be too dow, too weak, or both. Instead, create a sphere of invulnerability
around yoursdf. Allow each of your enemy's blows to touch that sphere only asatangentid line. Then
use the energy he crestes as he touches your sphere to spin, deflecting and redirecting his force by your
moation. Thus hewill miss histarget and his own force will serveto give you the power to defeat him.”

It sounded so smple. She dmost smiled in remembrance. So Smple. Y et she had spent years
swesting in the hot sun of the practice yard trying to perfect the technique. " Softer," the Master had
corrected her again and again. " Softer. Direct al your force to creating and maintaining the sphere. Don't
reach out with your strength to grab the opponent. Let him come to you, graze your sphere, and impart
his power so that it becomes yours. Softly, softly. Pull in your power. Absorb his. Thus. So."

Eventudly it had come. And she became aMaster in her own right. Never quite good enough to
defeat her own Magter; she lacked something deep inside to accomplish that. But good enough, good
enough.

She had fought the machine that way—pulled hersdf into atight ball of safness againg its battering
drength.

The hardest choice, of course, had been picking which parts of her being to draw into the sphere and
which to leave outsde, helpless and vulnerable to the smashing power of the machine. She knew very
well the fate that awaited anything left outsde. The experience of Dunn's mind had been auseful warning.

Things had gone satisfactorily at first. But the machine wasn't like a human opponent. It never tired
and it never made foolish mistakes. It wasn't possible to turn its power back onit, to throw it off balance
and bring it hel plessto the ground. Every time she managed to twist and spin away from the machineg's
awesome might, she took another step back. And dowly but surely the battle had turned into a gradual
but inevitable retreat for her. A retreat that pushed her closer and closer to the one place she feared more
than any other ... the abysswithin.

The abyss, the void, the nothing, the endless dark that fell through all eternity! It was worse than
death itself. No, it was degth itsdlf, death at its most horrible. Degth of the sdlf, of meaning, of being; the
ultimate disntegration, thefind despair.

She knew the abyss. Every path shed ever followed had eventually led there. Time and time again,
just when sheld thought sheld findly caught up with that e usive thing she pursued, sheld found the void
yawning hungrily at her very feet. And trembling in horror, sheld sumbled back away from it, defeated
and despairing.

The Master had told her it was the thing she sought, that she should throw herself into the bottomless,
Stygian depthsand fall, fal, fal. The very thought took away her strength and left her quivering and
helpless. Tofdl eterndly. To disintegrate. To ... No.

What was the abyss? It was the place all who followed the Way came to sooner or later. The Way
showed the Seeker that the sense of redlity so carefully constructed to make being-in-the-world possible
was nothing but atissue of trangtory, limited, falible sense perceptions. When examined closdly, solidity
disappeared, time halted, and even the salf splintered into athousand unconnected fragments. The world,
the universe, smply evaporated like awisp of morning fog.

Thiswasthe point of gravest danger for the Seeker. For whileit freed one from the Mushin by
ridding one of degires, it dso set one adrift in adirectionless void. If the whole world-view derived from
the experience of being-in-the-world was nothing but the delusion of alimited and fallible sensua
aoparatus, if there was no true correlation between everyday redity and ultimate redlity, if even the salf
was but atrick played by consciousness—where was purpose in the universe? How could one actina



world without form? And why? Was there any vaue to struggle and striving if ultimately only entropy and
chaosruled?

Jerome had found the answer for himsalf. Many others had found it since then. Myai could not. She
only saw the void, the ceasdless flowing, theloss of dl place to stand and be.

It wasn't that she hadn't tried. The Gods knew sheld tried! Again, again, until the search had al but
consumed her energy and her life. Eventually sheld given up everything, family, career, friends, everything,
to become aWanderer and devote dl her timeto finding ... That was as close as she'd ever gotten. For
the darkness dways loomed in the background. And all she ever found for sure was despair.

Lucidly, the machine had been turned off before she'd reached the abyss. Luckily, because she didn't
know what to do if it pushed her to the edge.

No. She knew. And that was the final honor of dl. She only had two choices: Give up and let the
bishop have hisway with her mind—which meant death for Josh and Father Kadir and Dunnand ...
Kensho. Or leagp off into the dark—which meant the thing that was worse than degth for her.

The bishop dismissed the guards as he entered the room. Myadli lay quietly on the gurney, againgt the
far wal. He watched from the door for severa moments. The girl's breathing was regular, smooth, dow.
The drug had worn off and she was undoubtedly deeping.

Hewalked over and stood looking down at her. Heavy straps held her body securely in place, arms
tight againgt her sdes. The machine hadn't quite finished with itswork, but it should have done enough to
make it asmple matter to get the information he needed. It was time to wake her.

Before he could move, Myali's eyes snapped open and stared full into his. With ashock of surprise
and confusion, he stepped back. Her head turned to follow his motion.

Aninarticulate curse escaped hislips. "You ... youre..."

"I'm fine, thank you," she said, amocking smile curving her lips. "I've been better, of course, but
everything consdered, I'mfine."

"It can't be," he muttered, shaking his head in disbdlief. "It can't be. An hour and ahalf at least under
the machine. It's not possible. Thoselittle anomalies, they ..." He paused and gazed slently at her for a
long time. Hismind was racing, trying to understand it. The machine couldn't fail! Couldn't!

Without awarning, the door burst open and the admiral stood there, flanked by two marines with
drawn lasers. Throwing a swift, cold glance at the bishop, he strode over to the gurney and looked down
a Myadi. Thegirl looked back without flinching. " Somehow," she said drily, "I don't think thisisthe
cavdry to therescue.”

Thomas's face was quick to show his surprise, but equally quick to show his appreciation of her
humor. He smiled and laughed quickly. "Hal | see his Worship hasn't made adent in you. Good. That
means hel'slearned nothing.” He turned to Thwait, his smileturning vicious. “ So now anything welearn
will be shared equally by both the Power and the military.”

Andrew sighed in an admission of defeat. "All right, Thomeas. | intended to share the information with
you anyway."

"No doubt, no doubt. After you'd already used the most interesting part for your own ends.”

The bishop shrugged. "Irrelevant now. How did you know about her?!

Admira Y amadalooked smug. "Guess. Surely the devious Bishop Thwait can figure out the smple
plots of amere Admird of the Fleet."

"Hmmmmmm. Y es. Thereisredly only oneway, unlikdly asit might seem at first glance. Yes, |
should have gotten rid of Chandra earlier.”

Thomas gave an admiring nod. "Direct hit on thefirst sdlvo. Damn! How'd it get past you et dl?"

He shrugged again. "The obviousis dways the most difficult to see clearly. After thirteen years, | had
come to accept hisloydty as abasic assumption rather than as ahypothesis.”

Y amada nodded and turned his head toward Myali. "L et's not ignore the obvious thistime.”

"Meaning?'

"You'vefailed, Andrew. Miserably. Y ou've had her for two days now and been unable to break her,
machines or not."

"Any suggestions?'



"Nothing asrefined or sophisticated as the Power hasto offer. But perhaps abit more effectivein this
cae”

The bishop bowed hishead dightly. "Pray proceed. | am dl attention.”

Thomas snorted. "Huh. I'm the direct type. To hell with the needles and all that crap. Trouble with
thislittle lady is she'stoo damn cocky. | know the type. Thinks she'stougher and smarter than us." He
walked over and looked down at Myali again. "Need to knock alittle bit of the spunk out of her.
Physically. Teach her she'sjust another piece of meat. Too proud, my dear,” he said softly to her, "too
proud by a parsec. Got to humble you, drag you down through the shit and rub your facein it. Hurt you,
make you cry and whimper. Then, when you've redized your rea placein the scheme of things, why,
you'l open upto uslikealittle bird and sng and sng and sng.”

"Torture? Physical torture?' the bishop asked, distaste strong in hisvoice.

Y amadalooked back over his shoulder a him. "Yesand no. | think thelittle lady might be ableto
handle straight torture. Make her fed noble and dl that. | have in mind thorough, brutal degradation.
Something that will smash and destroy her spirit and self-esteem.”

He turned and walked back to face the bishop. "I'm thinking of anice, vicious gang rape.”

Andrew couldn't help the look of disgust that flitted across hisface. "Gang rape?”’

"Yes." Theadmira'sgrin was postively fera. He was clearly enjoying the bishop's discomfort. "1 was
thinking of locking her in aroom, this one would do, with Chandra and three very nasty marines of mine,
with ingtructions to do anything they liked to her. Short of killing her, of course. ' Take your time, boys,
I'd tell 'em. " Enjoy yourselves. Anything goes." Might take afew hours. But in the end, I'd be willing to
bet welll have ourselves avery cooperative little lady."

"Chandra," the bishop mused.

"Right. We both know what he's like. Besides, he might aswell be useful to both of usonelast time,
eh?'

Andrew turned and walked to the door. For amoment, the marines held their ground, then stepped
back to let him pass. Hafway through, he turned and spoke. Do what you wish. | will have no partin
anything so barbaric. Call mewhenitisover. If it fails, Thomas, you will have destroyed avauable
source of information. Just remember that."

One marine unstrapped her while the other kept hislaser aimed at her head. Once she was |oose, she
sat up on the edge of the gurney, flexing her body carefully to make sure everything wasin working
order. Then she stood and stretched alittle, getting the blood flowing again.

At that moment, she heard afaint voicein her head. Myali? it caled.

Josh? she responded.

Hey, yeh! | finally reached you. Knew we could do it!

Are you okay, Josh? How's Dunn?

I'm fine. Dunn's a mess. How are you?

Oh, I'm getting along. Thislink is very weak, Josh. | can barely hear you.

Concentrate harder .

Can't right now, big brother. Got other thingsto do. Think you could call back in, oh, an
hour?

Guess s0. It's night down here. Let me check with the others in the network. Yeh, okay. About
an hour. Ss, areyou all right?

Ask mein an hour.

If I'm gtill dive, she added slently.

Chandra swaggered in, aleer spread carelesdy across his face. Despite his bravado, Myai could
sense an underlying tension. Hisface was pae and drawn and his eyes had atight, hunted |ook about
them. His shoulders were dightly hunched and the musclesin his neck weretense. Therésfear just
benesth the surface of hismind, she thought. Myadi fet a tirring among the Mind Brothers she carried.
Yes, fear. And they senseit, too.



Thoughtfully, Myali evaluated Chandra as afighter. Big, strong, he looked fast the way hewaked
dightly up on histoes. Dangerous. His hands were large and hisfists would be enormous. She guessed,
given his sze and weight, he would be the type to close quickly and grapple. Oncein hisgrip, she
imagined most opponents wouldn't have much of achance.

Three more men came into the room at that moment, dressed in marine fatigues. All looked like nasty
customers. Onewastall and dender, with anarrow face, thin lipsthat he constantly licked, ahook nose,
and smdll, furtive eyes. The other two were rather nondescript. Medium height, alittle overweight, with
pasty, uninteresting faces. The only thing unusua about them was the burning, hungry look in their eyesas
they gazed at her. Thetal one, she decided, is dangerous. The other two are just brutal fools.

The admird cdled the four men over to him and whispered hisingtructions. She looked straight
ahead, out the door, at the two marines who stood there with their lasers till drawn. A third stood
halfway between the gurney where she sat and the door, his weapon trained on her chest. There wasno
escape short of instant death. She decided againgt it.

A snicker and athroaty laugh came from the group around the admird. A few more whispered
ingtructions and he stepped back with ahearty, "All right, boys. To work. Duty cdlsl™ The four chuckled
gppreciatively and turned to stare at Myali. Emotionlesdy, she returned their stare.

Y amadawalked to the door, motioning the one guard left in the room out ahead of him. Stepping
acrossthe threshold, he turned and looked a Myali. "Soon, my dear, you'll be telling us everything we
want to know. Oh, yes, soon. Men, well lock the door from the outside. When you've had your fun, and
don't hurry, just use the intercom and well open up for you. Enjoy yoursalves, ladd™ he did the door shut
and they al heard the lock click.

"Theroom," Chandra said softly, "is soundproof. Y ou can scream as much asyou like and no one
will hear. Not that there's anyone about to help you anyway." He began to move toward her. The other
three followed, the tall one'stongue out, furioudly licking hislips. Myali stood and dowly backed to the
far wdl. In dl too few steps, shefdt its cool firmness behind her.

There was no more room for retrest.

Bishop Thwait searched the face of the man standing in front of him. Kohlsky. Second in command
of his security force. Now, with Chandra's dismissal, first in command. Andrew had aready perused the
man's records. Excellent. A very competent servant of the Power. His only character weakness seemed
to be a penchant for young boys. But it had never gotten in the way of hisjob, so Andrew saw no reason
to be concerned. Besides, the current situation hardly had anything to do with young boys!

"Kohlsky," the bishop said gently, "Chandramade severa serious errors. | hope hisfate will serve as
an object lesson for you."

"Yes, Worship," cametheingant reply. "But, Worship, | need no lessons. My loydty is
unguestioned. |—"

Thwait shook hishead. "My child, no onesloyalty isunquestioned.” He sighed. "That was my
mistake with Chandra. | ceased doubting his loyaty. Which made it extremely easy for himto bedidoyal.
No, my child, from now on, no one's loydty is unquestioned. It is better that way."

"Yes, Worship."

"Now we must plan againgt the problem that faces us. | fear the admira has serious intentions of
seizing total control of this mission and forcing contact with the planet in his own manner. This cannot be
alowed. Control must remain with the Power. Do you understand?*

"Condition Kuvaz, Worship?'

"Y es, Kohlsky. Condition Kuvaz. All forcesto al Strategic postions. All secretly armed. All dert and
ready until further notice. Issue drugs as necessary. | will prepare the shunt into the ship'sintercom from
the Room so we can flood every compartment, every passageway with subsonics. Also seethat an
overrideisrigged on the externa comm channels. | do not want any unauthorized messages leaving this
ship once we gtrike. It must be swift and flawless. If wedo it right, great credit will redound to the entire
gaff. If wedo not... well, | do not like failure and neither doesthe hierarchy.”



"Therewill be no failure, Worship."

"Good, my child. Just remember Chandra.”

Thefour men closed in on her. Chandrawas dightly in the lead, about three stepsin front of the
others. Thetdl onewas on the far left, about four feet from the wall opposite the door. The other two
were bunched together on theright.

Chandralunged &t her, hisarmswide to grab no matter which way she darted. Myali didn’t run.
Instead she snapped a quick, vicious kick with her left foot up into Chandra's groin, moving forward to
bring her weight onto her kicking foot asit came smashing down onto the man'sright toes. Her hand, stiff
as aspear blade, dammed into Chandras throat just a the point where the chin meets the neck at the
sameingtant that her descending foot crushed his. Unable to even scream through his ruined windpipe,
Chandrasimply collapsed in a heap.

Without missing abesat, Myali spun to her |€eft, deflecting the tall man's reaching arms by striking his
elbow lightly with her right hand, pam open. Then she grabbed the arm just above the elbow, dipped her
left hand on the other Sde of hisarm near the wrist and jerked quickly in opposite directions, breaking
the arm nestly at the elbow. At the sametime her right foot dashed out and downward, striking his | eft
leg a the knee, didocating or bresking it instantly. The man twisted Sdeways and crashed against the
wall.

Myali turned her head just in time to see one of the two remaining men legp at her, fear and hatred
twigting hisfaceinto afury. The second wasfrozen in place, astunned look in hiseyes. Shethrew her
Mind Brothers at him and concentrated on the one who was attacking.

Having no time to turn, she dropped forward, placing her hands on the floor. From that position, like
amule, she kicked back and up, her hedd damming into the man's groin. He staggered back, merely
stunned, since the kick had not hit dead center. Myali sprang to her feet and attacked. A swift
roundhouse kick smashed into her opponent's left temple, followed by a solid punch which shattered his
nose and sprayed blood al over hisface. Stepping right up to his body, she thrust her elbow into his solar
plexus and swept hisleft foot out from under him. He hit the floor with athud, his head making a sound
like amelon breaking open when dropped from aheight.

The fourth man was no problem. He waswrithing in hisfind degth throes, driven into the Madness
by the Mind Brothers. She could sense them feeding joyoudy asthe last gurgle of terror escaped the
twisting bodly.

Suddenly it was silent in the room. The only sound was her own breathing. She went to check each
of the men. The Mind Brothers had done their job well. Dead. She retrieved them. The other one had
died when hishead had hit the floor. In three steps she was standing over the tal one. Helay in aheap,
his head at an odd, unnatura angle. Neck broken. Must have happened when he dammed into the wall,
she guessed.

She turned and examined Chandra. Dead. Histhroat was crushed. He had strangled, unable to make
asound. Carefully she straightened out his body. Then she pulled the others over beside Chandraand
gtraightened them out, too. Four bodies. Menacing in life, rather foolish-looking in death.

Finished, Mydi went back to the gurney, got up on it and arranged hersdlf in across-legged
meditation posture. Sowly, she calmed her bresthing and her mind. Four dead, she thought. How many
more to go? She waited, unaware of time, for Josh to call.

XIV

"No, sr. Not asound.” The marine's voice was crisply military.

"Hmmmmmm," responded Admird Y amada thoughtfully. "'Been three hours now. Shit, doing the job
right is one thing, but those boys are taking too much time. Stay here. I'm on my way down. Timeto
break it up." He cut the connection even as the marine was saluting.

A smadl worry lurked around the edges of his mind. Three fucking hours. Could anything have gone
wrong? What the hell could go wrong? Andrew. Did that bastard have some secret access to the room?



Had he dready taken away the girl to get theinformation from her? Damn! That 'd bejust like the
son-of-a-bitch. He picked up his pace, forcing the marine guard in front to trot to hold his position. He
heard the one behind puffing to keep up.

As he approached the corridor that led to the room where he had left Myali with the four men, he
saw the bishop with three of his security-force guards hurrying toward him. They met at the mouth of the
corridor. The bishop was blunt. " Something iswrong. | grew concerned when | realized three hours had
passed. | tried to raise them on the intercom. No reply.”

"Shit," Thomas said and began to run toward the room. The others pounded down the corridor after
him. Two marines were standing about fifty feet from the door, their weapons drawn. Asthe admira
came up, they cameto attention and saluted. "All's quiet, Sir,”" the senior one said.

"Still nothing, en?" asked the admirdl.

"Not apeep."

"Open the door," demanded the bishop. " Something iswrong, | tdll you.”

"Y ou bet your sweet ass something'swrong,” Thomas snarled. "That girl damn well better bein there,
Andrew, or the shit'sgoing to start flying." He gestured with hisleft fingers and suddenly al the marines
weapons were drawn and ready. The security-force men were an instant too dow and stood looking
foolishly at the lasers pointed at them. "Not a sound, Andrew. Not one fucking sound. Not amoveor a
twitch. Dead till, dead silent, or dead. You," he gestured to one of Andrew's men, "go open the door.
Slideit back quick and then hit thefloor to give my men aclear field of fire.” Heindicated two of hisown
men. "Y ou and you watch this scum. If they move, fry ‘'em dl." Heturned to the other two marinesas he
drew hisown laser pistol. "Come on." Together, the three moved toward the door, following the security
guard.

Arriving at the door, the three armed men placed themselvesin asemicircle so each could fireinto
the room without the danger of dl being hit with asingle blast from insde. The guard reached out,
fingered the lock open, and dammed the door back with a swift jerk.

He hit the floor with athud, twisting to get out of the way.

For amoment, there was a dead, stunned silence. Then the admiral said softly, "Holy shit,” and
walked to the door. Andrew hurried down the hdl, the othersfollowing in histrain.

He reached the door and looked in, discovering what had so amazed the admiral. There seated on
the gurney was Myali, unharmed and camly meditating. On thefloor, near the left wall of the room, lay
four bodies.

Admirad Y amadahad just finished examining the last of the four. He looked up at Andrew. "Deed,"
he said tersdly. "All four of 'em.” A thunderous scowl on hisface, he rose and stared at the bishop. His
laser pistol came up and pointed directly at Andrew's heart. "This hasto be your doing, you bastard!"

"Don't beafool," the bishop said. "How in the name of Kuvaz would | have doneit?Y ou had two
guardsin this corridor the whole time!™

"Must be afucking secret passage.”" The admiral swung his head around asif expecting to find one
dtill open.

"Then search theroom, if you redlly believe something so melodramétic.”

"I damnwel will!"

"No need to,” Myadli interrupted lightly. "I killed the four of them. The bishop really had nothing to do
withit." She unfolded her legs and let them hang over the edge of the gurney. "They attacked, so | killed
them. I'm sorry. | had no choice.”

Both the admira and the bishop stared at her in utter surprise. Y amadawas the first to respond.
"Holy shit," he said breethlesdly.

Thwait rounded on him. "This" he gestured to the dead bodies, "is the result of your meddling with
my attempts to obtain information from the prisoner. Fool! Four men killed. And from the looks of things,
they have been dead too long to be of usein the organ banks. A total waste."

"Torture! That'sthe only way. Bresk thelittle bitch!™

"No," the bishop shouted. "No! | let you have your way once and | will not alow it asecond time. In
the name of the Power | claim this prisoner, and any who stand in my way are eternaly damned!" He



glared around at the four marines who had crowded into the room. “Isthat clear?"

Y amada made amighty effort and brought himself under control. "Worship, | yield the prisoner to
you. But | demand access—equal access, to dl information gathered." The bishop nodded curtly. "What
do you intend to do with her?' Thomas asked.

"Themachine. Thistimeto completion.”

"I'll watch. Just to make sure.” Reluctantly, the bishop nodded his acquiescence.

‘Take her," he gestured to his men, "to the Room." Without waiting for the order to be carried out, he
turned and swept out.

For asecond time, Myali was wheeled into the Room and strapped into the chair. Thistime, though,
she was completely conscious of what was happening. And aware of what she faced. Fear of it struck
deep into her heart. She had fought aslong and hard as she could. The end was near. Soon she knew
she would face the ultimate, impossible choice: yield or legp into the void.

The bishop turned from calibrating the machine to check one more time on the positioning of the
wires and tightness of the straps. Y amada paced back and forth, watching the whole procedure with a
scowl on hisface.

Findly everything was ready and Thwait stepped back in satisfaction, looking triumphantly at Myali.
"Soon," he said happily, "you will tell me everything | want to know. | have turned the power up higher
than | have ever st it. It will be bruta but swift, my child. And then | shdl know at last.”

"Know what?' Myali asked innocently.

"Know what | want to know," the bishop responded tetily.

"And precisaly what do you want to know? |'ve answered every question you've ever put to me.
And I'vetold the truth, too. What more do you want to know?"

Y amada turned and watched as the bishop began to pace up and down in front of the girl. Thelittle
man's voice was angry and agitated as he spoke. "I do not want to know any one specific thing. Y ou do
not understand. The Power does not need to know any particular thing. | collect data. All the datal can
gather. When | have enough information, the truth emerges automaticaly. The only thing that ever sands
inthe way of understanding isalack of data. Once we have dl the formation, we know everything.”

"Therefore, my child, | want everything. | want al your memories, al your thoughts, dl your ideas
and hopes. Everything. Once they are accessible, | will have dl the datal need to learn everything | need
to know."

"But again, then, why not just ask me? I'll answer any question truthfully.”

The bishop smiled cynically. "Ah, yes. But you see, there are two obvious problems with that. First,
you place the burden upon the questioner. He must pose the correct question, or the answer, evenif true,
means nothing. To pose the correct question, he must know exactly what he wishes to know. That is not
the way of the Power, for the Power wishesto know everything."

"Second,” he continued, ™Y ou say you will answer truthfully. Truthfully' by whose standards? And do
you even redly know the'truth' | seek? | doubt it, my child.”

"So theway of the Power isthe best way. The machine will make dl the datain your mind accessible
to me. | will record, corrdate, andyze, and finaly discover everything | wish to know." Hefinished with a
snug amile

"But even granting dl that,” Myali protested, "wouldn't knowing what you were looking for ahead of
time make looking alot faster and easer? All that recording and correlating and analyzing takes time and
sounds pretty complex. Errors could creep in. | mean, if you're worried about our defense capahilities,
why not just hunt in my mind for those memories?!

"That is not the way of the Power," the bishop responded in an annoyed tone.

"S0," Myadli smiled in understanding, "I see. Y our machineisn't capable of digtinguishing between
thoughts. All it can do ismess my mind up so badly | lose control and you can teke over.”

"Thatisnot true," the bishop replied tiffly.

"Itistruel™ Myadi laughed triumphantly. "I remember from last time. Y our wonderful machine lacks
finesse. It isn't arapier, or even abroadsword. It'sjust aclub, aprimitive club! You turnit on, it invades
my mind and knocks everything to pieces. There's nothing left behind but broken junk. Then you open



me up and out it al pours, ababble of shattered trash. No order, no coherence, just disconnected
fragments." She snorted derisively. "And then from the midden hegp you've created, you try to rebuild
some kind of order. That's stupid. The whole technique is stupid—stupid and destructive. And probably
not even very successful.”

"No," Thwait shouted, anger reddening hisface. "No! Y ou do not, cannot understand. The Power is
too subtle for mere mortals to comprehend. The machineis perfect. It worksin accordance with the rules
of the Power. It cannot fail.”

"Then therules of the Power are primitive," Myai said quietly. "The method you describe, the mere
gathering of large quantities of data hoping some pattern will automaticaly emerge, isacrude verson of
the empiricism espoused by some of the early scientists on the home world. At firg blush it ssemsto
make sense. But it assumesthe world isamuch smpler placethan it actudly is. And it aso assumes that
thelaws and ruleswhich govern the world are equaly smple and self-evident. No such luck, Bishop. The
method didn't work. Collections of data are just that, collections of data. Until they're put into some kind
of meaningful order, they're useless. So naive empiricism was replaced by the technique of developing a
hypothesis first, and then looking for the specific factsthat prove or disprove the conjecture. The
hypothessitsdlf generdly came—"

"Enough!™ shouted the bishop. "Y ou speak blasphemy! The science of the ancients amost destroyed
Earth. Only the Power was able to save mankind from certain doom. The old scienceand all its
techniques are dead. The Power reigns supreme and cannot be questioned.”

"Shelsgaling, Andrew," Y amadainterjected drily.

Thwait looked at him sharply. "I can seethat. But aBishop of the Power cannot alow blasphemy to
go unanswered. | have answered and now ... Helmet," he called to the ceiling. The helmet lowered and
fitted over Myadli's head. "Isolation," the bishop demanded, and the flickering bubble formed around the
chair and its occupant. "Begin," he ordered.

Myali began to twitch and strain against the strapsthat held her tightly to the chair.

Kohlsky looked at the display grid on the wall. Each man was aglowing dot. The black lines
represented the bulkheads within the ship. Four levels, four grids.

Every member of the Power had been armed, mostly with the smal, inconspicuous laser wands.
They were quite deadly up close, even in the unskilled hands of novices and acolytes. His own men were
armed with fully charged |aser pistols, equal in every way to those carried by the marines on board. Here
and there, at strategic points, he had hidden laser rifles. Key men had been assigned to pull them out
when the sgnd was sounded.

Hefrowned dightly at the grid for lever three. The dotsin sector four were too bunched up. He hit
the comm button. " Three-Four, spread out. Move around naturdly. Don't group. Y ou make easy targets
and look suspicious." He watched with satisfaction as the dots spread out more evenly.

Smiling, he sat back for amoment and stretched. To anybody not paying close attention, it would
look like everything was norma al over the ship. The robed minions of the Power were bustling about
everywhere as usud. Perhaps there were afew more than ordinary on the bridge, in the comm room, and
in the engine room, but not enough to make anyone unduly suspicious. No, to the unsuspecting eye,
everything looked asit usudly did.

It wasn't. All he had to do was reach out, hit the comm button, say "Kuvaz,” and dl hell would break
loose. The marines quarters on the second level, section one, would be isolated and gassed. The engine
room, bridge, and comm room would be seized a any cost. Therest of the ship's crew would be forced
to surrender or would be burned down where they stood. If surprise wastotal, and he expected it to be,
he estimated some nine or ten casudtiesfor his own men, perhaps twenty-five on the other side, not
including the marines. He was supposed to keep fatdities aslow as possible among the crew because the
bishop felt they were needed to run the ship efficiently. Screw ‘em, Kohlsky thought. We can run the ship
on our own. Anybody getsin the way, we burn ‘em.

Sergeant Jackson, 3rd Marine Div., didn't likeit. Not one bit. That same friggin' novice had just



passed him for the third time. Something funny here. Jackson was afighting man, with al the subtle
senses of one. He'd survived quite afew heavy scrapes. More than just luck, hed dways said; ingtinct.
Right now hisingtinct told him it wastimeto do alittle scouting.

Casudly he began to saunter along the corridors of second level, section one. He counted robes.
Too friggin' many, especialy aong the periphery and at the key pointsleading into and out of the area.
Hetried to picture the layout of this part of the ship in hismind. The result wasn't reassuring.

Hetook the shaft up onelevel and went forward to the bridge. He counted robes. Same result. Too
many. Not awhole mess too many; just one or two... with abunch more in easy running distance.

Comm room turned out the same. No need to check the engine room. He already knew. One last
thing to find out. A young one was coming toward him. Heignored him and |et him pass, then began to
follow, about fifteen feet behind. The brown robe turned into asmaler corridor that led to some Storage
rooms. Jackson paused at the mouth of the corridor. No one around. He dipped the knife from his boot.

Five minutes later he knew everything. The acolyte had been carrying alaser wand, and arifle had
been stashed in the room. He had to find his company commander soonest.

It rushed down on her like an avalanche. No, she thought frantically, wrong image. No way to dodge
an avdanche. Must useimages | can ded with. Human comparisons aren't any good, though. 1t'stoo big,
too powerful to be anything human. It'slike ... like acrazed Strider. All teeth and madness. Roaring
down on her. Yes Shetwisted away and back. Another step given up, she redlized despairingly.
Another step toward ...

Thefight had gone pretty much the way it had last time. Except now the machine was vastly stronger
and swifter. From the very first attack shed known there was no way she could hope to win or even
keep from losing. This battle would be to the finish. Her finish.

Nevertheless, she hadn't given up. Like adancer, she’' d spun and swooped across her mind,
diverting the assaullts of the machine, snatching important parts of hersdlf into her tight little sohere,
abandoning others to be smashed and ground benegath the ponderous charge of her enemy.

Hold on, shetold hersalf as another fond memory dipped from her grasp to be blasted into chaotic
fragments. Keep going aslong as possible. Every second counts. There's dways achance ...

She remembered the tension she'd seen between the bishop and the admiral. The two men obviously
hated each other. Clearly, there was some sort of struggle for power going on between them. They were
amogt at the point of breaking into open warfare. And if they fought, perhaps Kensho could be saved! If
only, shethought, | can hold out long enough, perhaps their feud will come to ahead and boil over into
action. If only | can makeit alittle longer, there might be hope for Kensho. Might be hopefor ...

Kensho. The sun flooding a meadow. Forest looming deep green and cool around the edges. She
and Karl, naked and warm after having made love. Now they started again, dow, dow, fadter, faster, she
fetit build into arisng wave, atowering wave, a... crashing in the forest, smashing of trees, darknessin
the sky ... Therel There! Likeamoving mountain! Shefled, barely escaping asit roared by. The clearing
was crushed, the memory shattered into amillion pieces.

Back. Always back. She wondered briefly how Josh was doing with Dunn. HEd explained the
problem to her, told her the danger the Way-Farer faced. And then he'd gone on to say how much he
liked what was |eft of the man and how vdiantly he was struggling againgt the spy. Mydi had felt a
warmth growing in her chest when Josh praised him. I've been in hismind, she reminisced. Even broken it
was awonderful place.

Oh, Josh. Will I ever seeyou agan? Will | ever fed the warmth of sunlight on my skin? Or will | die
here, strapped inachair, sedled in ameta capsule, far from my people and my planet? Will they dump
my body out into the vacuum? Or keep it and put one of their dave mindsin it? Gods!

Her mother picked her up and held her, patting her head and crooning a song that covered her tears
and pain. It hurt so much. Oh! Nagty biting thing! She held up her hand, peering through misty eyesat the
torn finger. Bad, bad, biting thing! The pain was ebbing, though, and the blood flowing more dowly now.
Mother's voice was S0 soft and... bellowing, raging, through the wal it came, rending the memory.



Clutching it she reded back. Precious! She ssumbled and lost her grip. Oh! Logt, logt, lost forever!

Sherolled out of theway. Too dow. A glancing blow struck her and flung her to one sde. Shetried
to stand. Almost on her. Leap, fly! It roared past, just missing.

Three of them. In hoods. Dark, hidden faces. One was Fear, one Despair, one Death. Only the three
and her on an empty road, in the middle of the Plain. Coming closer. Fear pulled back its hood and she
looked into her own eyes. Despair showed its face and she saw her own. Death reached aclaw-like
hand to the cowl and she turned and fled.

Another step back. Closer to the place she feared.

And Degth lifted its hand.

She spun to her left, off balance. Almost faling, she reached out to steady herself. She touched the
robe and knew. Degth lifted its hand.

No placeto go. She stood at the brink and looked. All, dl empty. Dark, vast, hopeless, soundless,
endless. And behind she heard the stealthy step, the ponderous tread, the roaring tramp. The machine.

No placeto go. Give up. Yield. Allow the machine to splatter the little of yourself that remains across
the desolate landscape, the smoking ruins of your mind. Let the bishop have hisway. Yield.

Never! Betray Kensho? Josh? Dunn? Kadir? Ilia? Jerome? Edwyr? Chaka? Y olan? Nakamura?
Better the abyss, the void, the eternd fdling!

Desth lifted its hand.

With afind, despairing scream of defiance she legpt into Nothingness.

PART FOUR

The opposite of a correct statement is a fal se statement. But the opposite of a profound truth
may well be another profound truth.
—Sir NidsBohr

XV

"Now, Dunn!!!"

The laser wand flashed from his pocket, itsintense beam spitting a hissng sweep of light through the
ar. Dunn closed hiseyes, unable to look. Dimly he heard amuffled grunt of pain and surprise. He struck
out with every ounce of strength left in hismind and body ... then darkness hit him like afist and he
dammed back into oblivion.

He opened hiseyes. A celling looked back a him. Ingde. Sowly, without moving his head, he swept
his eyes back and forth. Smdl celling, smal room. Maybe ten by ten. A cdl? Plain walls, beige, unbroken
on left and right. A door and window, unbarred, in thewall by hisfeet. From the way the light lay in the
room, another window, unbarred, was behind his head. Not acdll, then. Just aroom.

To get abetter ook, he turned his head dightly—and instantly wished he hadn't. The pain waslike an
explosion. In aswift gesture, he brought his hands up from under the blanket that covered him to press
againg hisforehead.

There was only one hand.

Pain was forgotten. He stared at his hands. Correction: hand. Hisright hand. On the left was aneetly
bandaged stump.

Helet hisarms drop gently onto his chest again. With asigh, he closed his eyes. One hand. Of
course.

The pain began to ebb. | wonder if the rest went as planned? he thought. Cautioudy, he probed his
own mind. Spy? he queried. Myai? Face? There was nothing but silence and the retresting pain. He
followed the pain for awhile, pushing it every now and then, hurrying it on itsway. When it was gone, he
dept.

Hewoke, instantly aware of the other person sitting next to his bed. He opened his eyes and turned



his head. The face was familiar, even though he knew he had never seen it before with hisown eyes. It
was her chin, firm, determined. Thinner lips, but just as ready to smile. The nose wasthin and fine with
dightly flaring nogtrils. Her eyes, too. Brown and full of life. A higher forehead and lighter brown hair. The
family resemblance was strong.

"Hello, Josh," hesaid quietly.

"Hey, Dunn," Josh replied. "How are you feding?'

"Better. How areyou?"' he asked, noticing for thefirgt timethat Josh'sleft arm wasin ading.

Josh looked down at hisarm. "Okay, considering. Pretty nasty gash; right down to the bone. Took
twenty-seven gtitchesto closeit. I'm gonnabe moving kind of dow and careful for acouple of weeks.
How'sthe ... uh ... hand?'

Dunn lifted the sump and looked at it. "Funny. Tingly. | can ill fed thefingers. Weird."

"You did avery neat job. Nice clean cut right through the wrist bones. We only had to remove a
couple of fragments and cover it with synthetic flesh. Our medica sciences are pretty advanced, so youll
be up and about in aday or so. And itll hedl faster than you can believe. Only problem is, we aren't quite
up to regeneration yet. Takes too many machines, too much hard technology. Were trying to find amore
natura gpproach, but..."he shrugged his right shoulder, "until we do, you're stuck with astump.”

Dunn laid hisright hand over hisstump. "Oh, well, win afew, loseafew,” he said in awesk attempt
a good humor. Then he grew more serious. "Actudly, | think | won morethan | logt.”

Josh looked a him sharply. "Did you win, Dunn?’

Dunn nodded dowly. "Only one of usnow. Me. Not very complete, mostly gapsand Myadli's
memories, but the spy isgone.” Suddenly he sat bolt upright. " Shit, | forgot. Josh, get the hell out of herel
Get everybody out of the areal Oh, shit, the belly bomb!™"

The other man sat camly, a smile spreading across hisface. "Not to worry. We found the bombsfirst
thing. They went off hoursago.”

"Bombs? More than one?"

Josh nodded. "Three, to be exact. One at the base of your brain, one in your stomach, and one
attached to your sternum. Man, they were going to make hash of you."

"They never usethree” Dunn's forehead wrinkled thoughtfully. "Unless ... unless there was more than
oneof them."

"Could be. Myadli told me the bishop and the admira don't seem to be getting on too well. Could be
both of them put bombsin you, just to make sure each could deny the other tota control.”

"Sounds like the bastards,” Dunn muttered as he dumped back down onto the bed. "But that
accounts for two. Who set the third?" He paused for amoment, then shook his head asif to clear it.
Sowly, heraised hisleft arm and looked at the ssump. "Damn. Seemslikeamiracle." He looked up at
Josh. "Father Kadir?'

"Hell be dong soon. Wantsto find out what the hell you did. So do I. | don't understand it, Dunn. |
redly dont."

Asif on cue, the door opened and Father Kadir walked into the room. A dight smile played about
hislips as he saw Dunn begin to St up to greet him. He raised his hand to forestall the movement. "Re<t,”
he said gently. "Y ou can talk aswell lying down as sitting up. As Josh says, | am consumed by curiosity
asto what you did and how you did it. I honestly thought my final hour had come when | saw that laser
wand come out of your pocket."

Dunn chuckled. "It amost had. The whole thing was along shot. But there redlly wasn't any other
choice. Fact was, the spy had me pretty thoroughly under control. Up to apoint, | kept exhausting myself
struggling againgt him, but it was hopeless. He smply had more power than | did.”

"Then one of thelessons Myai had taught mereally sank in. Shelearned it from the Master of the
Soft Way. Never meet force with force. Always use the opponent's strength rather than your own. Wait
for the moment when he is extended, when his power is off balance, and then complete his movement,
upsetting him and establishing your own control.”

"Atfirgt, it looked hopeless. The spy had dl the cards. But | had anidea. A pretty farfetched one, |
admit, though it seemed the only one that even had a hope of working."



"So | pretended to continue the fight against the spy. | twisted and struggled, raged and fought—only
never a full force. It must have seemed | was growing weaker and weaker. | was, but | was also saving
asmuch energy as| could for one last attack, an attack that would take every bit of strength | had, an
al-out, do-or-die attempt delivered at precisely the right moment.”

"The problem was picking the right moment. Obvioudy the best time would be when the spy was
least sugpecting it, when his attention and energy were focused on something else. But even that wouldn't
be enough, | redized. | needed something €l se, something totally unexpected, something that would stun
him into momentary imbaance.”

"Only onetime and one circumstance fit my requirements. So we marched up the hill, sood in front
of the Way-Farer, and pulled out the laser wand." He smiled at Father Kadir. "Sorry if | gave you abad
moment there, Father. But you see, | had to get his attention focused on something other than me. And in
that moment, he was so sure of victory that he didn't pay attention to the fact that | had taken control of
the muscles of theright forefinger.”

Dunn chuckled happily. "There hewas, in dl his power, totdly in the front of my mind, totally
connected with my nervous system, gloating, triumphant. He screamed at me, 'Kill him, kill him!" All | had
wasthat forefinger, the one on the firing button. And before the wand got high enough to hit the
Way-Farer, | pushed and cut off my left hand.

"The shock hit him harder than anything | ever could have mustered. It staggered him, knocked him
over. That'swhen | struck—dammed into him with everything | had. | ripped and tore, destroying
everything | could get my handson.”

"Actualy, it was surprisingly easy. Hewas atight system, very rigidly ordered. All | had to do was
knock out afew pieces and the whole damn thing came tumbling down. Suddenly, | wasal aone. The
fight wasfinished before | hit the ground.”

He looked thoughtfully at his stump. "Seemskind of strange now. Quiet. No spy hectoring and
driving me, no Myadi helping and guiding me, no Face taunting and frustrating me. Nothing much but
dlenceand alittle bit of mein abig, empty space.”

The Way-Farer nodded. "Y es, it must be quite a change. But you're not really aone, you know.
They'redl dill here. Intime, you'l find them again. A piece here, abit there. And you'll grow, too, to fill
that empty space. Y ou've got alot of building to do, my son. Take your time.”

Dunn looked up at him. "Do we have the time, Father? The bishop and the admird aren't going to Sit
up there waiting forever. When they discover that their spy failed—"

"They've dready discovered that,” Josh interrupted grimly. "The belly bombs went off. Doesn't that
mean ... 7' Heleft the question hanging.

"Not necessarily,” Dunn replied. " They would've detonated the bombs on completion of the misson
inany case. Spiesare considered expendable. Even successful ones are embarrassing and potentialy
dangerousto have around, especidly if they fal into the wrong hands. So usudly as soon asthemissonis
over, or when it becomes obvious failure isimminent, somebody pushes the button, and it's goodbye to
the spy and anybody else in about aten-foot radius.” He paused, his brow furrowed in sudden thought.
"Hmmmmm. What | don't quite understand iswhy they waited so long to pull the plug on me. Y ou had
timeto find and remove the bombs. Strange. The spy was transmitting a detailed report of eventsright up
to the second | struck; then communication must have cut off aoruptly and totaly. That alone should have
been enough. Unlessthe very suddenness...." Helooked at Josh. "How long was it between thetimel
collapsed and the bombs going off?"

"We knew about them from monitoring your mind during your trip here, Dunn, so we went after them
at the same time we were working on your arm. Let's see ...couldn't have been more than an hour
between the time you cut off you hand and the explosions, right, Father?”

Kadir nodded. "Y es. We had them out of you in about twenty minutes. It was only about a half hour
later that they went off. And that was, oh, perhaps two and ahalf or three hours ago.”

A mdiciousgrin crept dowly across Dunn'sface. 1 just had awonderful idea,” he chuckled. The
other two leaned forward in anticipation. "My transmitter probably still works. It has its own power
source.” Hisgringrew larger. "Yeh. I've got ared wonderful idea."



He closed his eyes and reached histongue back to activate the switch in hismolar. The response was
immediate.

What the !11???

Reporting mission accomplished.

A stunned slence, then an equally stunned question: Dunn?

Reporting mission accomplished. Way-Farer assassinated. Have further discovered planetary
defenses are excellent. Some kind of exotic energy-beam emplacements in small, rounded hills
scattered seemingly at random over the planet's surface. Passive until activated by attack.

Dunn?

They're almost here. Too many to fight.

How in Kuvaz ...

Detonate bombs, imperative!

They've been detonated, damn you! You're dead!

Detonate before they capture me! Detonate!

Damn you! Damn you, you're dead! Dead!

Detonate! Deto— He hit the switch with histongue and cut the transmission.

For several minutes he couldn't stop laughing long enough to let Josh and Father Kadir in on the joke.
They, of course, had been unable to hear the conversation between Dunn and the ship. When hetold
them the details, they joined in hislaughter.

Josh, infact, laughed alittle too hard. The gash in his shoulder was il very recent and his strength
limited. His hilarity was cut crudly short by alancing pain that brought tearsto his eyes and drained the
color from hisface. The Way-Farer immediately caled for aid, and ayoung woman came and helped the
wounded man back to his own bed for more rest.

When the younger man had |eft the room, Father Kadir sat quietly next to Dunn for severa moments.
Findly, he spoke.

"You're still week, too. Don't try to overdo it, Dunn. Losing ahand, even intentiondly, isadreadful
shock to your system. Just take it easy for acouple of days."

"Do we have a couple of days, Father?!

Kadir fel slent again. Then he sghed. "Only the Gods know, my son. Thisisthe dark we could not
seeinto. All thelines of probability lie up there, now." He gestured toward the celling. "We have doneall
we can. Therest liesin other hands."

"Mydi?"

"Myali, the bishop, the admira, anyone and everyone on the ship. We know only afraction of what's
happening and so can't tell for sure what forces are shaping the outcome.”

"But Mydi'sthere, done?'

"Yes Alone”

Dunn looked down at the stump. "1 know thefedling. But at least | had her to keep me company.”

"Thisisthe path she must walk, that shewalksfor al of us. No one knowswhereit will lead.”

"lsn't there anything we can do, Father? | mean, can wetdk to her?"

"Josh communi cates through the network when he has enough strength.”

"Canl...Can| tak to her?

Kadir shook his head sadly. "I'm sorry. Y ou don't carry the Mind Brothers yet. That will take time.
No, you can't enter the network. Besides," he added after apause, "the last time Josh tried to call, he got
no answer." His voice sounded worried.

"No answer," Dunn echoed. "Doesthat mean ... 7'

"We don't know what it means." He sounded puzzled. "Even if sheld been deeping, he should have
been able to get through. But there was nothing. Just adead silence.”

"Themeaching" Dunn muttered.

"What?' the Way-Farer asked.

"The fucking machine. That bastard Thwait has her under the machine." Hisvoicerosein pitch, filled
with both anger and anguish. "They're trying to take her mind gpart. Doing to her what they did to me.



Oh, shit! Damn them!"

He brought himsdf back under contral. "The machine, Father. It's the way the Power maintainsits
control. If you step out of line, they put you under the machine. It scrambles your mind, sometimes even
wipesit clean likeit did mine. Then they just put in anew persondity, like my spy, and yourethers.
They've got her under the machine. She can't answer. She probably won't ever answer again. They'll take
her gpart to get the information they want, then readjust her.” Despair reduced his voice to awhisper.
"Myadi, oh damn, Mydi."

The Way-Farer was thoughtful. "This'machine,’ doesit attack the conscious mind?'

Dunn nodded. "Y es. And more. Memories, ideas, emotions. Oh, hdll, it dirsit al up. Everything.
Conscious, unconscious, the whole works."

"No," the Way-Farer said gently, "not everything. Thereis one place it cannot touch, cannot reach.”
Dunn looked up, hope and wonder lurking in hiseyes. "One place,” Kadir mused. "The abyss.”

"The abyss?' Dunn asked. "l ... | don't know what that is. Could ... Could Myali hide there? Would
ghe be safe from the machine in the abyss?'

"Safe? Inthe abyss? Yesand no. Init liestotal security ... and utter danger. It isthe source of both
hope and despair.”

"Will Myadli go thereto escape the machine?!

"Shewould never go there of her own will. It's the one place she fears more than degth itsdf. And
yet, | think it'sher only hope." He paused, contemplating. "Her search hasled her there again and again.
And now, ironicaly, it leads her back, finally and irrevocably.” He looked deeply into Dunn's eyes. "How
shefacesit will determine the outcome of thisentirething. Yes, | can see that now. The darkness shifts
asdejust enough to see.”

"And Mother Iliaknew that. Saw it clearly. Picked Myali for the task. The task she has never been
ableto achieve." The Way-Farer fell slent, his eyes softening and losing their focus. For some time he sat
there, staring off into nothing. Suddenly, unexpectedly, he stood, his eyes snapping back to life, hisface
purposeful. "So," hesaid. "Itisasitis. | will let you rest now. | must go to see Josh for afew minutes.
Then he, too, must rest. Thereismorefor all of usto do yet, if | see aright. Y es, we need not be totally
passive." Heturned to leave.

"Father," Dunn's voice was pleading. The Way-Farer turned back. "Father," he continued, "Myali. Is
shelost out there forever? Isthere any way to bring her back? | mean, if the machine doesn't destroy her,
can shereturn to Kensho?"

Kadir smiled. "That is precisely what | want to see Josh about. He claimsthereisaway. |, for one,
doubt him. But I'm about to go and seeif he can convince me." His face became solemn, but kind.
"Dunn, we dl want her back. Y ou aren't the only one who loves her, you know." With that, he turned
again and left the room.

Love her? Dunn wondered as he looked up at the ceiling. How can | love Myali when I've never
even met her? He laughed quietly at himsalf. Of course I've met her. Known her intimately for years.
Know her better than probably anybody in the whole universe. She'sin me, in my mind and soul. Without
her 1'd be dead meat right now, blown apart by the bombs. Without her I'd never have found Dunn
agan.

Love her? Utterly. Her joy, her sadness, her goodness, her evil, her bravery, her fear... her in every
sensethat sheis. | only hopethat | have the chanceto tell her so.

Without realizing what he was doing, Dunn prayed for thefirst timein hislife. Please, he asked the
universe, please let her escape the machine. And let her come back to Kensho. And to me.

Therewas no answer.

But hefdt better dl the same.

XVI

Faling.



No, not faling. Faling indicates motion, and herethereisno motion. Hereisonly sillness.

Can oneimaginetotd, utter stillness? Not the restful tillness of alate-summer afternoon when the
day has played itself out and everything waitsin aquiet supor for the lively coolness of evening. Nor the
pause just before the wind pounces down from the storm cloud to whip the grasdike growth of the Plain
into atossing seaof motion.

Thisstillnessis degper, going to the very core of things. It isthe exhaustion of fina entropy when all
exigence grindsto ahdt and even the last subatomic vibrations fade away.

Nothingness. Transcendent emptiness that deniesthe very possibility of being. One by one the senses
aredrained of their sureness, and perception shown for a patchwork fraud. What we see, what we hear,
what we smdll, what we touch, what we know, the whole fabric of redity we weave so carefully to cover
our nakednessin the face of existenceis plucked, pulled, unraveled, dissolved, revealing the chaotic,
ungraspable, seething turmoil that lies beyond. And beyond that ... the ftillness.

Inthe chaos all purpose dies. All attempts to give existence meaning, to impose order on the
universe, coil and writhein agonized frustration. And shatter. Existence amply is. All thingsare. Our
knowledge is no more than a crude approximation, areaching toward, never an arriving at. Explanation,
judtification are brought up short, here, there, dways just shy of understanding. Nothing isleft but amete
grunt of acceptance, an inarticulate acquiescence that merely dribbles off into the fillness.

The tillness. Once, long ago on the home world, a group of men declared that the world must be
divided into two parts: what we can say precisely and clearly; and the rest, which we can only pass over
inslence. They wereright in one sense, but then went on to spend al their time turned toward the part of
the world they could formulate, ignoring and finaly denying the importance of therest. Yet it would not
go away, nor could they keep from casting worried glances over their shoulders at the darkness that
loomed just beyond the feeble light their knowledge cast.

The gtillness. Beyond the chaos, absorbing it, dissolving it. Lying in the very center of things. The
Way does not "pass over” in sllence those things that cannot be said. It does not turn its back on the
unspeskable, the unknowabl e, the dark, the endless, wordless, meaningless, nothing. The Way dwells
there and those who follow the Way st in its center and become onewithiit.

That dwelling issilent. No Seeker of the Way speaks of the tillness any more than those who divide
the world into the knowable and the irrdlevant rest. But the silence of the Way is not an attempt to ignore
or deny what cannot be spoken of. It isafinger, pointing, pointing, mutely focusing attention.

But how isit possible to dwell where nothing is? What can possess a person to take the endless leap
into the unknown darkness?

Can knowledge, a sense of sureness based on even the most profound understanding, provide the
confidence necessary to take that fina step over the edge and into the abyss? No, for as we approach
the abyss, dl our knowledgeis proven merely conditional, afragile tissue of sense perceptionsand our
need to bein theworld. We can comprehend, in alimited sense, what the world is. But the fact that the
world isremains beyond us in the shadows of the unspeskable. To enter these shadows we must leave
knowledge behind and step naked into the dark.

If knowledgeisn't sufficient, can faith provide the motive force? No, for if one has dwelt in thelight,
onesfaith can only befounded in the light. And no matter how firmly based in intellectud certainty or
emotiona conviction, its foundations shift and dissolve in the darkness. The abyssis endless, bottomless.
The black dtillness shattersthe fight and the things of the light. Faith becomes hollow, hopeless, usdessin
the face of eternd nothingness.

What, then, isleft? Stripped of knowledge and faith, even hope cannot survive. Utter despair towers
over uslike athreastening wave. It bresks, beating us down, shattering us againgt the emptiness of an
indifferent, entropic universe. The inarticulate sound we utter in the presence of the unspeakable becomes
more than amere grunt of acceptance. It becomes acry torn in unspeakable anguish from the very
essence of dissolving being.

Thisisthe end, the last desth, the find defest.

Anditisherethejourney begins.

Here, to the abyss one can only say, "'l believe” Not "'l believein” or "'l believe because,” but smply



"I believe." Bdieving in or because implies something outs de, something beyond the act of belief toward
which it turnsfor judtification. In the sillnessthere is no beyond.

"l believe’ smply is. It depends on nothing outside itself. 1t is not subject to the unexpected twists of
fate. It demands nothing, expects nothing, hopes nothing, knows nothing. A world can be built onit. If
that world is swept away in an ingtant, it remains, asfirm and solid asever.

"l believe" does not create the world, does not change the world, does not make any demands on the
world. It does not deny the tillness, nor doesit transformiit. It makes no differencein anything. Yet it
makes dl the differencein everything. It dwdlsin the stillnessand isthe stillness. It dwdlsin theworld
and istheworld. It existsin both and is neither, in neither and is both. It does not question what the world
is. It iscontent with the wonder that theworld is.

Myadli reached that place where everything ends. Stripped of knowledge, her faith shattered, hopeless
and helpless before the power of the machine, she despaired. And in despair found that final ounce of
strength that knowledge, faith, and hope had alwaysfailed to provide. With acry of utter anguish, she
flung herself over me edge, denying the bishop victory even as she accepted defedt.

Shefdl.

Fdling.

No, not faling. Falling indicates motion, and here thereis no motion. Herethereis only stillness.

Can oneimaginetotd, utter stillness? Not the restful tillness of alate-summer afternoon when the
day ...
"I believe." It had aways been there, insde her, covered by layers of doubt and hope. Despair
stripped her clean and let it free.

Shewaited.

Bishop Thwait glanced from the monitorsto the figure of the young woman, quiet now, behind the
isolation shidd. At first the anomalies had appeared as before. Those queer spikesin the readouts,
unexpected flatnesses where pesks should have been. 1t had worried him, made him begin to doubt the
ability of the machine to subdue this strange being from the planet down below. But doubt was
impossible. The machine was al-powerful. And eventually it seemed that indeed hisfaith was borne out.

The monitorswere al normal now. As expected. Smooth, straight response curves, flattening out to
neutrality. No moreflickers. No more unpredictable bumps. Victory. The machine had won again.

Helooked over at the admiral and nodded. "Finished. Her defenses have been overwhelmed. The
machine has destroyed the structure of her mind, making everythinginit ble" He pointed to the
master screen. " See how me response curve has flattened out? It is nearly neutrd, indicating no remnant
of conscious organization or will. Personality is gone, the ability to resst outside suggestion shattered. The
mind istotaly malleable. We need only drain it of its memories, correlate the data, and we have anything
we need." Smugly, he smiled a Y amada. "The Power isin control, Admird, asadways."

Thomasturned his glance from the monitor to Thwait. The man's entirely too sure of himsdlf, he
thought. | don't likeit. Thereé's something up here, something that goes beyond this damn show with the
girl and the machine. Andrew has something up hisdeeve.

Casudly, he stood and walked over to the chair. "Can you let the shield down now?" he asked.
"When can we start with the questioning? | 'd like to get on with it. Enough time's been wasted.”

Thwait smiled again. "Everything is under control. Everything. Thereisnothing to worry abot,
Admird. Absolutely nothing. I..."

The door did open to reveal avery nervous Kohlsky. "Worship... I..." he ssammered as Thwait
swept him with acold, silent glare. "1.... wouldn't bother you but it'simportant.”

"I would hope so, my child. Theinterruption ismost untimely."

Kohlsky swalowed unhappily. "1... that is, we have lost contact with the spy, Worship."

" 'Lost contact'? What do you mean, 'lost'?"

"Worship, dl communication ceased abruptly.”

"All? Was there no report?’



"Nothing find, Worship. The running report smply ended suddenly, without warning.”

"Have you reviewed the tapes? When did it end?

"Asthe spy was about to strike at the Way-Farer, Worship.”

"There was no report of success or failure? No summary on the defense capabilities of the planet?
No findings or recommendations?' The bishop's voice rose on each sentence until he was dmost
shouting. "None? Nothing?"

"N-n-nothing, Worship." Kohlsky's voice was afrightened whisper.

The bishop looked grimly at Y amada. "He must have been destroyed in the act of assassinating the
Way-Farer."

Thomas returned hislook. "He had alaser wand, if | remember correctly." Andrew nodded
confirmation. " Then they must have something more powerful than swords and bows and arrows. Damn!
No report a al?" he asked Kohlsky. "Did you belly bomb him?"

"Yes gr."

"Immediatdy?'

"N-no, sir. We spent alittle time trying to reestablish communication. It was so sudden and we
wanted areport. So we—"

"How long?'

"Uh, about an hour," Kohlsky said weakly.

Theadmird turned to the bishop, registering his disapprova with aslent, frigid sare. Andrew WM
angry, both at Kohlsky for hisincompetence and at the spy for the failure of the mission. Damn you,
Dunn, he cursed, even now you cause problems. Well, he Sghed interndly, at least the mission bought
sometime. Now | have the woman in my power and can get the information | need from her. Dunnisno
major loss. Good riddance, actudly. Hope the belly bombs did athorough job of it.

He was about to turn back to the young woman in the chair, when he noticed that Kohlsky was il
gtanding there, fidgeting. "Y es, my child, isthere something ese?' Thetone of hisvoicewasdmost a
threat.

Kohlsky'sface drained of al its color. His hands began to shake ever so dightly. Severd times he
tried to open his mouth to speak, but no words came. Finaly, making aterrible effort, he managed to
croak out, "Worship, | ... thereis... something ... uh ..dse... . | ..."

"Out with it, man!" Y amada demanded harshly.

The man in the door began to shake. "' A-about ten m-minutes ago w-w-we got a message f-from the
Sspy," he stammered in anear whisper.

As soft and uncertain asthe voice was, it fell into an absolute silence that made it ring and crash
around the room. The admira and the bishop turned to stare at each other, dismay and astonishment
openly displayed on their faces. Y amadawas thefirst to recover from hissurprise. "A message? But you
said he was bombed. What the fuck are you talking about? A message from a dead man?"

The security man nearly dissolved in fright. But from some hidden source, he managed to gather
enough strength to answer. "Yes, Sr. A m-message.”

"Y ou checked voice patterns to make sure it was the spy and not someone else?' demanded the
bishop.

"Y es, Worship. Thereisno question. It was me spy."

"The message?'

"-it said, 'Reporting mission accomplished. Reporting mission accomplished. Way-Farer
nated. Have further discovered planetary defenses are excellent. Some kind of exotic
energy-beam emplacementsin smal, rounded hills scattered seemingly at random over the planet's
surface. Passive until activated by attack. They're amost here. Too many to fight. Detonate bombs,
imperative. Detonate before they capture me. Detonate. Detonate. Deton—' Transmission ends.” He
looked up from the small piece of paper that he was holding with both hands to keep it from shaking too
much.

The admird exploded. "God damnit! Thisisjust too fucking much. Exotic energy beams. Dead men
talking. What kind of shit isthis? What the hell are you trying to pull, you bastard?' He rounded on



Andrew, hisfacered in fury, hisfists bunched, hisbody taut, leaning dightly forward on the bals of his
feet, ready to atack. "I don't believe afucking word of it. Not one fucking word!"

Thwait took one involuntary step backward, then held hisground, glaring savagely &t thefurious
admiral. "How in the holy name of Kuvaz do | know what's going on? I'm as surprised asyou are.
Kohlsky, you idiot, have you triple-checked dl this? Yes? Damnit, | don't believe aword of it elther.
Energy beams! What kind of nonsenseisthat? We have checked and re-checked every conceivable
wave length, every possible source. Nothing!"

"Andrew," the admird cut in, hisvoice hard and tight with contral. "I'm not waiting any longer. I'm
ordering an immediate assault on the planet. Were going in shooting. And | don't give ashit what you or
the Power minks. I've had enough of your interference.”

"Kohlsky," the bishop commanded.

The security guard reacted as he had been trained, but his recent fear had weakened and dowed his
reflexes. Hislaser pistol cleared its holster about atenth of a second later than the admird's; Y amada's
beam hit him full in the chest and soun him into the door frame,

The two security guards outside the door were too stunned to move quickly, and the marines were
equally dow to react. It was al too sudden, too unexpected. Thomas, however, kept firing as he dove
for the floor and the door. One of the guards went down, hisface asmoking ruin.

Bishop Thwalit'slaser wand cut a hissing path through the air just asecond after Thomas's head left
the spot. He shot again at the rolling body and missed a second time. There was no chance for athird
shat, for the man was out of the door and pounding down the corridor before he could even take aim.
The surviving marine ran with him.

Andrew ran to the comm panel and punched the generd circuit. At the same time he palmed the door
to the room shut. "Condition Kuvaz!" he screamed into the comm. "Attack!" Trembling, he turned to look
at the unconscious Myai. "You," he muttered, "you will have to wait awhile. | must take care of the
admird firg. Thenwewill have our littletalk and find out if this rubbish of exotic energy beamsistrue or
not. That and alot more. Yes."

He walked over the Kohlsky's body and |ooked down at the man. Chandra never would have been
outdrawn, he thought. Right now | would have been looking down at Thomass corpseif Chandrawere
gtill my chief of security. Damn the man! | could use his ability right now.

| must get to my quarters, heredlized. That'sthe only place | can monitor the action and give orders
from. With Kohlsky deed, I'll haveto do it al mysdf. He leaned over and took Kohlsky's pistol from the
dtiffening grasp of the man's hand. He checked it: full charge, power on. Good.

Cautioudy he palmed the door open, standing to one side so anyone outside wouldn't have a clear
shot. There was no one. Carefully he peered around the door into the corridor. Empty. In the distance,
he could hear the hissand crackle of energy guns, but right hereit was quiet.

He dipped out and pamed the door shut again, locking it to his own thumbprint. Then he walked
swiftly off toward hisquarters.

Behind him, asthe door closed, Myai opened her eyes and smiled.

XVII

Hello, Josh.

Hi, little sister. Got time to talk?

Time enough. Might as well spend it talking to you since thereisn't much else | can do right
now. I'm strapped into a chair in a room. Until someone comes along and un-straps me, | can't do
much more than wiggle my fingers.

Myali, Dunn's here and he's all excited. Saysit sounds like they've got you wired up to the
same machine that scrambled his mind. You okay?

Fine, Josh, fine. Tell Dunn not to worry.

You sureyou're all right? You sound... different.



Different? Yes, | suppose so. But only in the sense that difference makes me more the same
than ever. I'm me, Josh, in a way |'ve never been before.

Ah. Thetrees aretrees, the streams, streams ...

And the mountains, mountains again, Myali finished. I'm not a Wanderer anymore, Josh.

Huh, he snorted in reply, about time you stopped running long enough to catch yourself. But
don't you think getting yourself strapped into a chair was a rather extreme way of going about it?

Shelaughed. Oh, before | forget, tell Dunn hislittle trick on the bishop and the admiral worked
like a charm. | wish you could have seen the looks on their faces when they heard that last
message from a man they'd been told was dead! They thought | was still unconscious and | didn't
want themto realize | wasn't. But | had all | could do to hold back the laughter .

Sounds like you're having a real fun time up there, sis. Aside from the jokes and gags, is
anything of interest going on? You know, anything that might decide the fate of Kensho?

WEell, the situation's deteriorated pretty badly. I've been using my Mind Brothers to prod both
Thwait and Yamada whenever the opportunity occurs. Didn't take much. The two of them hate
each other like poison. Things were already building toward a crisis, but Dunn'slittle message
seems to have blown the whole thing wide open. The admiral killed Kohlsky, the bishop's man,
and then burned his way out of this room. He took a couple of my Mind Brothers with himand |
let the rest loose for a white to help stir things up a bit. From the sound of it, fighting must have
broken out all over the ship. In any case, the Brothers had a real feast and are back, peacefully
resting right now.

Fighting among themselves? Josh chortled. Wonderful!

Yes and no. Whoever winswill probably attack Kensho. The only difference is that the admiral
will come in with guns blazing at any and everything that moves while the bishop will be far more
selective in whom he kills.

There was amoment of silence. Then Josh said, Dunn thinks that if enough men are killed,
neither one will attack. He says that if |osses are more than about twenty-five per cent, the winner
will probably go back to fleet headquarters for help.

How long before they'd return to Kensho?

Dunn estimates about five of our years, two and a half each way, given the time paradox of
the Sarfatti-Aspect drive.

Five years. That might be enough. Is there any way to make it take longer?

Well, our expert says that if you can knock out the comm before they call ahead, it'll add a
year for mobilization of me invasion task force. And if a drive tube can be knocked out, another
two. Total of eight, max.

Good. If | can get out of this chair, I'll take care of the comm. Can you activate the flagship?
Just one of the laser cannons to knock out the tube?

Father Kadir says yes. But that puts you in a lot of danger, sis. I'd like to get you out of there
before we start any shooting.

Shelaughed grimly. I've been in a lot of danger for some time now, big brother. Don't be overly
protective. We're trying to save Kensho, not Myali.

I'm working on both.

First things first. Besides, there's no way to get me out of here. | knew and accepted that when
| came.

Maybe, maybe not. Like | said, I'mworking on it.

Okay, okay. Let's talk about that some other time. Josh. Right now I've got an idea | want to
discuss with you and Father Kadir. Plus a lot of information about these people that could be very
useful .

Okay, sis. We'reall ears.

Mydi amiled. You look silly that way. Then she began to talk.



Sergeant Jackson snapped off aquick blast down me corridor, then ducked back around the corner.
Think | got the bastard. | better. Don't like being cornered herein this dead end. He heard a scrambling
sound. Reacting, he popped around the corner and fired again. Two of 'em. He hit one and the other
jumped back. Shit, he thought. Pistol's running low. He bent down to see if Nelson's had a better charge.
Y eh. Old Nelsbought it quick. Right in the throat. Pistol's good, though. Half charge left. He traded.

Got to get out of here, he redized. More footsteps. Must be three of 'em now from the sound of it.
He sneaked alook up the corridor. It was about twenty feet long, ending in a main cross-corridor. About
ten feet up, aong theright wall, was adoor. The door was whet al the fighting was about, why Nelson
and Jmmy had got killed. Not to mention old Tige up at the mouth of the corridor.

Doorscritical... back way into the bridge. Once the fuckers get in thereit'sal over. Right now our
boys are holding their own a the main entrance, but thisoneisvulnerable. Gotta keepit.

He snapped another shot around the corner just to et them know he was there. He wondered what
would have happened if he hadn't seen that acolyte and found the laser rifle.

Damn! Might have surprised us. But it didn't work that way. No sir, not abit. We were half ready for
‘em. Shit, another ten minutes and we would have wiped their asses. Now, even if they makeit, weve
made 'em pay plenty.

More noises from the head of the corridor. Sounded like they were getting ready to rush him. Fuck,
he thought, now I'll never be alieutenant. Luck run out.

The pounding of feet told him they were coming. He dove out in the center of the passageway, low,
firing up at them. Thefirst two he cut off a me knees. Their shots went high, up where he should have
been. If it had only been two, he would have won. But there were five. He burned one of the three others
before they could adjust to hisbeing on the floor. As he was swinging his pistol to bear on the survivors,
aboalt of light hit him squarein the chest.

Fuck. Doesn't even hurt, he thought as he fell into the darkest night held ever seen.

The bishop watched the display with growing dismay. It wasn't possible! The surprise hadn't worked.
He cursed Kohlsky, the admiral, and every damn marine held ever known. The engine room had fallen,
but he'd lost seven men in the process. Two was the estimated; four, the maximum. But seven! Holy
Kuvez!

Y amada's men till held the comm room and the bridge. The attempt to sed and gasthe marines
quarters had failed miserably. Most of them had been out, moving in squadsto key positionswhen it had
happened. Not more than five had died in the gassing.

How had they known? Was Kohlsky redly that utterly incompetent? Or was there still another spy in
his system, another informer who told Thomas his every move?

Wait! Ah, ah, that's more likeit. The bridge had been broken into from the back way. Now, now!
Kill them! He switched on the visua monitor. Y esl Thelasers spit deadly tongues of light. Damn, be
careful of me controlsl Two more marines down. Another brown robe tumbled, smoking, to the floor.
He punched the comm button and spoke to the bridge. " Surrender! Thisis Bishop Thwait demanding that
you surrender. Any one of you who dies fighting the Power is doomed to eternal damnation. We will toss
your bodiesinto deep space and you will never know buria. Throw down your wegpons and you will be
spared. Surrender! The Power demandsit.”

For amoment the fighting stopped asthe last defenders listened and considered. Suddenly amarine
shouted, "Fuck you and your fucking Power," and began firing again.

"Damn, damn, damn,” Andrew intoned hel plesdy. The marines didn't have achance. Surely they
could see that. The breaching of the rear entrance doomed them. But they refused to give up. More
bloodshed, more death. More than he could afford.

The outcome was inevitable. In afew more moments, the last of the resistance had been silenced and
the brown-robed members of hisforce moved in stunned wonder through the ruins of the bridge. For a
few seconds he watched as they searched for the admiral. He wasn't among the dead.

Andrew dapped the switch and the picture died. He looked at the monitor. Thefighting was il
raging at the comm room and in many of the main corridors. Wherethe hell is Thomas? he wondered as
he watched the display. Until that man is dead, I'm not safe. He must be found and killed.



But whereishe?

The marine burned the door open, thinking: Must beimportant if it'slocked. Three dead bodiesright
by it. Two guards and one of us. Must be important.

He kicked the smoking door and it collapsed on the floor. Cautioudy, he peered in.

Shit. All kinds of computer crap. Consoles. That kind of stuff.

Hiseyesfdl on afigure, its back to him, strapped into achair. He brought therifle up to ready and
moved quietly into, the room.

As he came around to the front of the seated figure, he redlized it was awoman. A woman? What
the hell was awoman doing here, tied up that way? She was awvake, her eyes open and staring at him.
Not fear, no. Something else.

Carefully he approached. Nice looking. Wore araobe, but not like the fucking Power bitcheswore.
Thisone was different. Y eh. Nicelooking.

"Y ou okay, honey?' he growled.

"Uh-huh. They tried to make me talk. Can you let meloose?"

Helicked hislips, trying to decide. Not one of 'em. Shit, nice. He nodded and moved to unfasten the
graps. It only took aminute. She pulled the wires off hersaf while he finished undoing the strgps that held
her legs.

The young woman smiled her gratitude. "Thanks. | won't forget the favor.” He liked the sound of that.
Likedit alot. Nice. Pretty. Shit. He felt the warmth risein hislower scomach. Been along time since held
had agirl. Shit. The barrel of hislaser rifle dropped just alittle and moved to the right. The girl stood, a
little shakily and stretched. Nice. Damn fucking nice. The barrel moved another fraction to theright ashis
eyes focused on the way her breasts strained againgt the robe when she stretched. Shit.

Myali'sfoot came up and caught him underneeth the chin. The force of the blow snapped his head
back and broke his neck. She checked briefly to make sure he was dead.

She picked up the laser rifle, sudying it. Pretty smple: firing stud here; charge meter here; half
charged. Good. She waked to the door, leaned out dightly and snapped a quick look right and left down
the corridor. Empty. Which way was the comm room? She remembered that the admiral had bolted |eft
when held shot hisway free of the room. Good enough, she thought. Left it is. At aquick trot, she
headed down the corridor, rifle chest-high and ready.

"Canyouredly doit?' Dunn asked.

Josh shrugged. "I think so. We can snatch amost anywhere on the planet. Aslong asthere are Mind
Brothers at both ends, and more at the arrival end than at the departure, it's pretty easy.”

"But from that far? The longest distance you'd ever have to snatch on Kensho is some five thousand
miles, right? From here to the scout's got to be agood five timesthat far."

"I'm not sure distance, at least our distance, makes any difference. Don't look so confused. I'll try to
explan.

"I have thistheory about the Mind Brothers. It's only atheory, and to be honest | don't even know
how to prove or disproveit. Anyway, | got to wondering about them.”

“I'll bite. What about them?"

"Maybe they're not ‘them." "

"What? Make sense, Josh. Remember, I'm not aKenshite and alot of what you peoplethink is
profound soundslike silly gibberishto me."

"No gibberish. | meant exactly what | said. | wonder if the Mind Brothers are redly 'them. Maybe
they're it instead. Look, think of it thisway. You'reafish, right?| stick my hand in the water to catch
you. What do you see at first? Five separate wiggly things, fingers and athumb, coming after you. But
that's only because the rest of the hand, the part that makesit one thing instead of five, isnot visbleto
you. It'sout of your plane of perception, above the waterline.

"Let'scarry the andogy in another direction. Suppose were two-dimensiona crestures on aplane
surface. Again, ahand is plunged down into our plane. What do we see? Five individua and separate



lines of varied length. If the fingerswiggle, the lines seem to move independently. No hint of anything
bigger or moresingular.

"If the hand comes farther into the plane, we begin to see the lines grow closer and closer together,
until finaly they merge into one large line. Many becomes one. If the hand pulls back up, one dissolves
into many.

"Follow? Now what if the Mind Brothers are redlly a creature from another, higher dimenson? A
single cresture. Oh, something totaly aien and unimaginable in form, mind you. But ill, in some sense,
sngular, aunit. It's quite possible that if that creature somehow got stuck partway into our space, we
might seeit as multiple beingsrather than asit actudly is.”

"Suppose | buy that. What's that got to do with snatching? Or getting Myali back?'

Josh looked around for a second, then saw the piece of paper Dunn had used when figuring out how
long the scout would take getting back to fleet headquarters. He picked it up and continued.

"Go back to the analogy with the creatures on the plane surface again. Suppose the planeisfolded,
not sharply in acrease, but just bent so that the two ends come close together.” He demonstrated by
bending the paper. "From our viewpoint, points on either end of the plane ate quite close together if
joined by alinethat lies outside the plane. But to the creatures on the plane, the points are asfar apart as
possible. Infact, you'll notice that alot of the points on the plane are closer in three space than they arein
two space. Actudly, those that are farthest gpart in one space are those most likely to be closest together
inthe other.

"Well, of course, what happensin three space isn't of much interest to a creature in two space sSince
he can't take advantage of it. But what happensif a creature from three space comes aong and moves
him from one side of the plane to the other, through three space? Assuming such athing is possible, he
jumps from one faraway spot to another by making a short journey."

Dunn nodded. "I get it. If the Mind Brothers are from, say, five space, then they, or it, might serve as
away of getting from one spot to another and distance aswe perceive it might beirrelevant.”

Josh grinned. "Y ou've got it! We know we can snatch from anyplace on Kensho to any other place
by using the Mind Brothers. Theoretically, we should be able to snatch Myadli off the ship. Theonly
apparent drawback isthe distance. But if I'm right, it may not be adrawback at al.”

"If you 'reright. That'sabigif, Josh.”

"l know," Josh replied grimly. "That's why 1'm going to get as many peopleinto the network as | can
beforel try it. I'm only going to have one chance."

She found a body about her size. The head was gone, but the robe was unburned. It took some
doing, but she tugged the garment off and pulled it on over her own. Now at least the forces of the
Power wouldn't shoot at her.

A pounding came from down the corridor. Severd people, running. She leveled therifle and waited.

Five brown robes came around the corner at adead run. At thefirst sight of her, one screamed,
"Don't firel” and they al threw themsalvesflat. Mydi held her fire and they rose, pale and trembling. The
leader tried to speak twice before he finally managed awesk "Thank Kuvaz." He rose and trotted to her.
"Comeon," he commanded, "to the comm room. The admira's holed up there. They'retryingtoriga
bypass on the comm to beam a message back to the fleet. Got to stop 'em before they doit." Myali fell in
behind them asthey darted off again.

They attacked a Sde door while other unitstried to smash away through the main entrance. It took a
good ten minutes, not to mention the lives of two of the five she was with, before they finally blasted their
way in.

The admird and two of his men worked feverishly a the comm controls right up to the last minute.
All three died where they stood, never even bothering to turn around.

Myadli walked over and looked down at Y amada. She knelt and turned his body over. From the front
helooked fine, aferd grin il fixed on hislips. Sheleft him like that and then looked up at the comm
pand. Thisis how they communicate with the flet, she redized. Without it, they'll have to hand ddliver
any message. An extrayear, she thought, remembering what Dunn had said. If they can't send word
ahead, maybe it'll take an extrayear.



She stepped back into the center of the room. Everyone was busy checking the dead and wounded
to make sure none were left dive. Camly shelifted the laser rifle and blasted the comm pand. Then,
before anyone could recover from their surprise, she turned therifle on every other piece of equipment in
view.

Myadi didn’t even see the blow coming, so intent was she on her work. It fell from behind, smashing
into her head behind theright ear. Theforce of it spun her around to face the open doorway. Asthe
blackness swept up and over, she saw the bishop standing there, his face twisted in rage ashe took in the
shambles she had made of the comm equipment. His eyes blazed with fury, but she dso saw morethan a
hint of feer.

She amiled asthe roaring darkness overwhelmed her.

XVIII

"Weve activated the portside laser cannon on the flagship. That and the fire-control section of the
main computer. From theinitial readouts, it doesn't ook like too difficult atask to knock out one of the
scout's drive tubes. Could probably knock out the whole ship if we wanted to.” The young Brother'sgrin
was infectious. Dunn found himself smiling back even ashe answered.

"Not as smple as you think. The scout has a passive shidld that could handle the impact of asingle
cannon on a broad beam. Y ou can punch through with avery narrow pin beam and go for the tube, but
from then on, the full shield will be up and you'd need everything your ship's got to even scratch the
surface.” He shook his head. "Also, they'd head for deep space, crippled or not, at the first sign of
hodtility." Dunn paused. "Hmmmm. And knowing Y amadaand Thwait, probably send afew robot
missiles planetside while they were doing it. No. Best bet isjust to go for the tube. It'sathreet, a
warning, but obvioudy not an al-out attack. Scare ‘em, make 'em run, but don't try to corner and attack
‘em. Scouts were built for just that kind of emergency and they're damn dangerous.”

Father Kadir nodded. " Sound advice, Dunn. Josh? All right, then, well just go for the tube.” The
young Brother gave them dl another grin, then rose and | eft the room.

For amoment, Kadir considered Dunn. Findly he said, "My son, it'salovely day outside. I'm sure
your wound iswell enough on the way to hedling to allow you to at least St in the sun awhile" Herose.
"Won' you join me?"'

Dunn immediately reached with hisright hand to pull back the covers on hisbed. Hisleft was hdfway
down to the bed to boost himsdlf up into Sitting position before he remembered it wasn't there. For a
brief second, he floundered, then used his elbow to push, swung hisfeet over the edge of the low
platform his mattress lay on, and stood. Josh grabbed hisright arm to steady him.

"Whoosh," he breathed out, surprised. "Been awhile since | stood. Guesslosing ahand takes alittle
out of you aswell asoff of you."

Josh and Father Kadir smiled. "Y ou didn't eat awholelot or rest much on your way here ether,
Dunn," reminded Josh. "1 ought to know, since | had to keep up with you!"

The three of them walked out into the sunlight that bathed the courtyard just beyond the door of
Dunn'sroom. It was aroom, he redlized now, not a separate cell. A room in along, low building that
gretched down one whole sde of the courtyard. There were smilar buildings on the other sdes of the
yard. One of them wastwo stories high.

In the center of the yard was a huge ko tree, its branches casting an intricate pattern of light and dark
on the ground around it. The sun, Dunn noticed, was high. Sept |ate again, he thought, amused with
himsalf. Broken the habit of years. The Power never letsyou deep late.

The brightness of the sun was almost more than he could bear, so he began to move toward the
shade of thetree. Only onetree, he thought. Not like the forest. He shuddered inwardly, remembering
briefly the ordedl he had suffered while trudging through that endless green maze. | wasinsane most of
thetime, heredlized. It wasamiraclel madeit.

Not completely amiracle, he admitted. A miracle and aMyadli. The very mention of the name



warmed him more deeply than the sun. It brought a brightness right into the very center of his heart.
Myali. | know you in away no person ever knows another. Y ou're part of me.

| am mysdlf. | am Dunn. | can no longer doubt that. The chase after the Facein theforest isover. |
know who | am. Now | merely haveto find out what | am. And what it meansto bewhat | am. He
laughed silently. That'sall.

Helooked sideways at Josh and Father Kadir. At least | 'min theright place to find out, hetold
himsdf. Careful to hold hisleft arm up, he lowered himsalf with hisright so that he was Sitting at the base
of the ko, hisback pressed against its trunk.

Good feding. Secure. Likein theforest. It may be night, with infinite blackness al around. But behind
me, it's solid and safe and fed's good.

Without that little bit of reassurance, that smal crumb of faith, the darkness could easily overwhelm
you. He knew. He remembered.

Yes, the ko'strunk felt good. But it felt even better having Josh and Kadir there. Friends. Not just
people you associate with, people you are thrown together with because you arein the same class a the
Temple of the Power or part of the same crew aboard ship. Friends. People who are with you because
they want to be. It was hard to describe. He'd never redlly had any friends before. Not in the Power.

Heremembered Y oko, hismate. Not afriend. A need, yes. A release, definitely. But never afriend.
Oh, hed wanted her to be more than just a partner for releasing sexual tension. He'd wanted, God,
needed someone to share his dreams and hopes with. But, then, dreams and hopes were not allowed in
the Power. And when held tried to share his, Y oko had become so frightened sheld turned him in. Not a
friend.

Myali. So much more than afriend. He didn't even have aword to describeiit. "Love'? Wesk.
"Love" seemed so limited aword. Or not limited enough. Too broad. It could be used to describe so
many things, such different things. Sexud lust for awoman or aman, fedingstoward a brother or sster
or parent or child or friend or thing or hobby or sport or idea or...Why do we only have one word? Why
not aword for each shading, each object, each relationship?

Y et a the sametime, only avast word would do to describe the swelling in his chest, thewarmthin
his somach, the brightening in his heart, every time he thought of Myali. It isn't just sex or friendship,
damn it, he thought. It'sbigger. | don't know how or when it happened. But now it'sthere, everywhere,
and | can't imagine how the hell | existed before it wasthere.

And what if Myali can't come back to Kensho? What if she's dready dead, up there in the scout?
What if she's dragged back to fleet headquarters aboard the ship? What if the bishop...? He pulled his
thoughts to asharp halt. Enough. Those are usel ess paths that cross and re-cross and lose themsalvesin
amorass of worry. It'sabeautiful day.

But, dear God, let her come back, asmall voice deep inside him pleaded.

Thefear was il in the bishop's eyes, and so was the anger. Her head hurt and she could fed the
lump over her right ear. She was in a chair—not the chair—and her hands weretied, tied, in front of her.
And that was dll. It amost made her smile. No room, no chair, no straps or wires. No machine. No
wonder there wasfear in hiseyes.

"I know you are conscious,” he said harshly.

Myadi smiled sweetly. "I hope you find yoursdlf in as good acondition.” Play with him, irritate him,
keep him off balance.

The bishop'slipstightened. "Woman, somehow you seem to have...." he had trouble saying the
word, "beaten the machine. | do not understand this. Perhapsit is smply because the machine on this
scout is somewhat limited. Back at fleet headquartersthere is amuch larger one with many more
resources. Therewe will see. Wewill see. Afterward, | will personally dissect your brain to discover
how it functions. A vivisection, of course.” His cold eyes bored into hers, looking, hoping to see
weaknessin her.

She laughed. "Back a headquarters? And what makes you think well ever let you leave? Or do you



even have enough of acrew left to leave?!

Thetightnessin hisface increased. It dmost seemed asif the skin was shrinking closer and closer to
his bones. "What do you mean?' he demanded tersely. "How can you stop us?'

Myali laughed again. "Look around this ship, Bishop. Count the bodies. With my own handsI've
killed seven of your people. And destroyed your comm room. With my own hands. Me. Onelittle lady
from Kensho."

"Y ou think you captured me. Y ou think it wasjust chancethat | happened to be right there when
your gpe Chandracame aong. You think it was just astrange fluke of fate.™

She shook her head. "No, Bishop. Y ou've been buried in your machines for too long. It was all
planned. Every hit of it. Even this." She gestured with her bound hands to indicate the whole debacle on
board the scout.

"That isnot possible,” he said dowly.

"It isone of many possibilities. And it's the one you have to ded with. Weve been playing with you,
Bishop. With you and dl your little toy machines and missiles and lasers and starships and marines and
computers. Playing. Like children teasing asand lizard.”

"No."

"Oh, yes. We can smash you any time we wish. But we wanted to |earn more about you, see what it
was that makes you tick, find out al your weak points. | was sent up here for that job."

"It was s0 easy. Y ou're such fools. So gullible. So overconfident.”

"No! Bequiet! All | haveto do, you littlefool, israise one hand, thus, and push one button, this one
right here, to inundate your worthlesslittle planet with fire. Missiles, with warheads of a power
unimaginable in your primitive society. Death. Destruction. | have that power, fool! | haveit!”

The young woman snorted derisively. "Oh, | don't doubt you have the power to push the button. A
small lizard has that much power. But to rain missiles on Kensho assumes the missles can reach the
surface of the planet. They never would."

"Youlie! You have no defenses! Even now, even with the remnants of my crew | can destroy you!"

"One of us has brought you to this Stuation, Bishop. Don't make the mistake of getting the rest of us
involved."

Thwait's face began to turn deep red. He seemed to be grasping for control, missing, and trying
again. Myali could sense the building of an explosion. Thelittle man's entire body wasrigid with the effort
to force his aroused emotions to bend to his cool will.

"Damnyou!" he suddenly shrieked as helegpt up. "Damn you and your stinking little planet! | will
destroy you! Now! Now!" He waved his bunched up fist under her nose. "Y ou, you bitch, I will
persondly dissect, bit by bit, kegping you dive, without anesthesia, to the very end. | will leave the pieces
of your body scattered across deep space, far from any planet or star. And | will burn your planet and
everything onit to acinder. | will make Quarnon look like an act of benevolencel™

He spun around and poised hisfinger over the missile-firing button. "This" he said triumphantly, "will
only be abeginning of the desth your peoplewill suffer!”

A sudden shock hit the ship and threw him sideways, damming him into another console. Mydi was
amogt thrown from the chair. The lightsflickered then failed, then came up again lower, redder. Sirens
sounded and lights began to blink wildly in severa panels.

Bishop Thwait legpt to hisfeet as severd acolytes tumbled in through the door. "W-w-worship,” one
of them stammered, "the flagship... it opened fire and hit our number-four tube. All shiddsare up
maximum. They want you on the bridge.”

Hisface drained of al emotion, Andrew turned and looked silently at Myadli. She returned his stare
camly, coolly. The anger was gone from his eyes. But the fear was there, stronger man ever. And deep
beneath that, aglimmer of madnessflickered to life.

He spun on his hedls and ran from the room, the othersfollowing.

Myadli looked around the room in the dim light. Over by the door, abody. She stood and walked to
it. Brown robe; hands empty, spread out. Took the blast right in the chest. She searched in the direction
his right arm pointed. There, at the base of aconsole. A laser wand. She picked it up. Not much of a



chargeleft.

For amoment she stood and considered. Not enough energy left to do both things. Choose. She
decided. Walking over to the pand the bishop had been standing in front of just before the flagship had
struck, she blasted the missile-firing controls until the wand was empty.

Kensho is safe, she thought. For eight years. That's enough time. | hope.

Dropping the usdless wand, she turned to Sit once morein the chair. The turn brought her facing the
door.

With agtart, she saw Bishop Thwait standing there, alaser pistol in hishand. His eyeswere staring at
the burned ruin of the missile-control pand. Sowly they rose and met Myadli's.

No anger. No fear. Just madness.

There were at least thirty of them seated around the ko tree now, and afew more were arriving.
Dunn could fed asrangetingling sensation in the air. The Mind Brothers, Josh had said. More Mind
Brothers than had ever been brought together in one place since the origind assault of the Mushin on the
Rilgrimsat First Touch.

Everyone became till. Father Kadir spoke softly into their silence. He welcomed them dl, thanked
them, warned them of the danger of what they were about to do. No one, he said, especidly not Josh (a
chucklefrom dl), knew exactly what would happen with anetwork of so many Mind Brothers. Ever
since Jerome had devised his plan for keeping the Mushin in the 'hoods, separated and under control,
ever snce Edwyr had discovered men could carry the Mind Brothers, the creatures had been isolated in
small groups. Now they were bringing them together again, recresting something approaching totdity.
Theresults... ?

But the need was great. Myali was aone and helpless on the scout. It wastimeto act. Theflagship
had been activated and had knocked out one of the scout's drive tubes. They would not stay around
much longer. If they were ever to save Myadli, now wasthetimeto act. If...

And he began to chant:

"Moons, moons, shining down on waters,
waters moving dowly,

moons moving dowly,

yet being ill.

Stll thewaters,

dill the moons.

Movement,

drife,

al longing isbut reflection,

passing to stillnesswhen themind iscamed.”

The chant went on asal of them joined in. It wrapped around Dunn, enfolding him, lifting him,
carying him.

Helost touch with anything but the flow and rhythm. Not quite able to merge with the others, he
drifted near them, buoyed up and swept along. Myali, he thought, werre coming.

For along time the bishop didn't speak. Then he laughed, softly, with just atinge of wildnessin the
high end of hisvoice. "So, " hefindly muttered. " So, once more you outwit me. Yes, yes. Again. But
never more. Noooooo. Not again. Now | know about you and your people. Oh, | should have guessed
from the very beginning. Nakamura, that wasthe clue. Nakamura." He gestured with the pistal,
demanding she st in the chair. As she obeyed, he stepped into the room.

"Yes" he continued, muttering amost asif to himsdlf. "Zen. Enemy. Haters of the Power. The Arch



Fend. The holy Kuvaz fought you and won. Now you try again.”

"Heisgone, the holy Kuvaz. But I, Andrew, the holy Andrew," he laughed shrilly, "I an hereto save
the Power. Power. Y es. One tube gone. Less power. Wewill limp back to the fleet. Limping, limping,
limping." He bent his back and moved farther into the room, limping in mimicry as he came.

"But," he straightened up suddenly as he stopped, "we will come back! With afleet of shipsand fiery
death for the enemy! And holy Andrew will rain desth down, down, down on the Fiend!"

Hiseyesbored into Myali's. "And you my dear, you will stay adive and become my dave. Yes. | will
destroy your mind, but not your body. No, not the lovely body. So lovely. | will burn off your feet with
thislaser pistol. Bum off your unholy, demon feet. And your foul, fiendish hands. Y es. Then you cannot
run away ever again. Or do bad things with laser wands. No." He laughed, the sound ricocheting
strangely off the walls of the room. "No, you will just lie there and watch the things | do to your body and
your world. Oh, yes. Thethings | will do!"

Sowly, Thwait lowered thetip of the pistol until it pointed at her |€eft foot. " One foot now. Another
later, when you recover. Then ahand. Then another. Maybe | will even burn off your aims and legsjust
to while away the time on the trip back to headquarters. Such along trip now, thanksto your friends."

Myadi could see hisfinger tensing to push the firing button. In desperation she did the only thing she
could think of: Shethrew her Mind Brothers.

The bishop went rigid asthey struck, hisfinger hitting thefiring button. A blaze of light flashed out.
The motion had been enough, though, and the beam hit the leg of the chair rather man her foot. It
collapsed as she sprang to her feet. Sheraced for the door.

In despair, she ran down the corridor. There was no real escape—except perhaps through her Mind
Brothers. But they were no longer with her.

Alone, shefled.

Riding the crest of amighty wave, Dunn swept on. Myadi, he cdled. Myali!

Now the wave became abeam of light, burrowing itsway through avast blackness that stretched out
and on forever. No other light relieved the darkness in any direction. Deeper and degper the beam
tunneled. And became thinner and dimmer the farther it went. Still Dunn rodeit, right at the leading edge,
his eyes straining to pierce the night that lay ever ahead. Isthere no end to it? he wondered.

There! A dim glowing up ahead. He felt a surge of recognition dl around him. Mind Brothers! those
inthe network cried. Myai! hereplied.

He reached, yearning as the beam sped on to meet the small dot of light. They merged and he
shouted out hisdismay. It wasn't Mydli!

Breathless, she sank against one of the bulkheads aong the corridor. Twice she had barely managed
to escape patrols of the brown robes. 1t wouldn't be long now. They'd catch her. Already sheld heard the
warning bellsthat told they were readying the drive. There was nowhere to go. And soon Kensho would
be lost far behind in space.

Kensho, she moaned inwardly. Josh, and Father Kadir and Dunn. All gone. All left impossibly far
behind. Oh, Gods!

But |eft safe. With achance. With hope. | give them mine, for | have none.

Shetook afew more deep gulps of air and pushed hersdf from thewall. It hurts, she admitted, but |
have the strength to go on. I've always had it. Just never redlized it. Mother lliasaw it. The strength. To
save Kensho. Nothing else mattered.

Dunn could fed their despair. They'd found the Mind Brothers, but not Myali. The creatures had
been attacking the mind of Bishop Thwait. They were quiet now, under the control of thosein the
network.



Josh and the others were trying to decide what to do. The strain of holding the path open to the scout
was beginning to tell. They couldn’t keep it up much longer. If Myali didn’t show up or didn't cdl her
Mind Brothersto her, they'd have to abandon the rescue mission.

Dunn couldn't participate in the discussion because he wasn't redly one of them, didn't know how to
usethe Mind Brothersin that strange, wordless, mind-to-mind communication they used. But evenif he
couldn't converse, he could hear them, could fed what they were saying. It sStunned him. Leave Myadli?
Pull back to Kensho and leave her aone on the scout? Never!

Myali! he cried out, focusing every ounce of hisenergy on the woman whose mind was part of his
own. Mydi!

She came around the corner and knew it was dl over. Strangely, shefdt relieved. Asthe bishop
raised the laser pistol, shelooked up and smiled into hisface.

Hisfeatures were atwigting, writhing horror. He wastotally, hopelesdy mad. The Mind Brothers had
driven him to the Madness, but for some reason hadn't finished the job and sucked hismind dry. Strange.
Why? And where were they?

The cdl came from deep within. Soft, urgent, it trembled at the edge of awareness. Just one word,
"Myali," her name, filled with urgency and longing. Sheld never felt anything likeit before. Not even the
direct communication of the network came fromwithin. It was... It was...

Suddenly she knew. The bishop, the missing Mind Brothers, thecdl, it dl fdl into place.

With alaugh that shook the whole corridor and stopped Thwait dead in histracks, she called out,
"Dunn! Josh!"

And disappeared.

Andrew Thwait, Bishop of the Power, stood and stared at the spot where she had been. Then with a
scream of rage heflung hislaser pistal at the wal. Still screaming, he ran to the place and jumped up and
down, slamping and smashing the floor again and again.

Hedidn't even hear the find warning bell. Asthe drive arted, the ship jerked avkwardly and he lost
his balance. With athump, he careened into the wall and did to the floor. Tears poured down hisface,
his voice muttered hoarsaly, dulled from al his screaming. Hisfists pounded the floor weskly, hopelesdy.
Nothing he said made any sense. Just a stream of words, disconnected, meaningless.

"Damn, holy Kuvaz, Thomas, oh, Thomas, ah, ah, Kensho, damn, hate, bitch, bitch, Kuvaz, can do
it, find them, kill, ah, ah, Chandra, I ... 1 ..."

Sowly the scout moved out from behind the moon, heading for deep space. It would haveto get far
beyond the gravity well of the system before it went into Sarfatti-Aspect drive. With one tube missing, it
couldn't take the chance of jumping in a spacetime that was too strongly curved. That would makethe
trip longer, but it wasthe only safe way.

Home and security were along way off. Like abadly wounded animal, the scout limped toward
them.

EPILOGUE

Dunn sat in the shade of the ko. The late afternoon sun did over the wall of the 'hood and beneeth the
branches of the tree to warm hisface. It felt good.

Most of the others had already gone. Only Josh, Father Kadir, and Myai remained. "I can't explain
it, Father," the young woman said. "It wasn't like anything I've ever felt before. Not like talking through
the network. Moreinternd. Likeit camefrom insde me. Asif one part of mewas calling therest.”

Kadir nodded. "Hmmmmm. Yes." Helooked a Dunn with considering eyes. "Like one part of you
cdled therest. My son, you're being awfully quiet.”

Dunn grinned. "Happiness doesn't need avoice.”

Josh laughed. "Hal Y ou're dready beginning to sound like one of ugl"

Myali looked serious. "Dunn. Does love need avoice?’

He met her eyes. "It has one. But not everyone can hear it. Those that can, know. It spesks even



whenitisslent.”

"And itssmalest whisper isamighty shout,” she murmured quietly.

"That can be heard across space and time," he finished.

For severd momentsthey al sat in companionable silence, enjoying the late-afternoon sun on their
faces. Finadly Father Kadir stirred with asigh. "We walk in new places. But they are places of great
beauty. There's no need to hurry, and much reason to linger.”

"Dunn, will they be back?'

"Hopefully, yes™"

"Hopefully?" asked Josh.

Myali answered. "Y es, Josh, 'hopefully.'" He looked at her, unsure of how to take her reply.

"Josh," she began, "do you remember the Council meeting and that merchant?' He nodded. "He was
right, you know. It istime for usto move out into the universe. We vejust learned what can happen if
you St and wait for it to come to you.

"We were lucky thistime. What came was our own, people we could understand and ded with.
Next time we might not be so fortunate.”

"We may not be so fortunate when they come back, sster. I've astrong feding they'll arrive
shooting.”

"Not quite," Dunnreplied. "They’ll arrive, ring the planet, and ddiver an ultimatum. If we say no,
then, poof, no more Kensho."

Myali nodded to Dunn. "Yes, | agree. Well have at least afull day after their arrival.”

"Will that be enough?' Kadir asked.

"If we'reready,” Myadi answered. "We have eight yearsto prepare.”

"Ah," hesaid asherose, "eight years. It took Jerome eight years to pen up the Mushin and free our
people. If such athing-asthat is possible, surdly thisis, too. Come, Josh, we have things to discuss.”

Asthetwo of them left, Myai and Dunn fdll silent. For many minutes, quiet pervaded everything.
Then, asthe sun eased itself beneath the wall of the 'hood and covered them born in shadow, the air was
filled with the evening song of alizard.

They listened, their eyesfinding each other. Asthelast notes died away, Dunn smiled. "Why doesthe
lizard Sng?" he asked softly.

Myali smiled back. "Wewalk in new places”

"Thenlet uswak dowly."

"Yes. Sowly."

"Andfor along time."

"Yes A longtime"

Her eyesdrifted up toward the sky. Two moonswere just becoming visible. "They will come," she
sghed.

He nodded, looking up too. "They will come."

"And then will the universe be ours, Dunn?"

He reached out with hisright hand and covered her left whereit lay on her thigh.

"It dready is, Mydi."



