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Our world was now truly theirs. All theway across Eyrop | could see that the invaders had taken
everything, and we bel onged to them as beastsin abarnyard belong to the farmer.

They were everywhere, like fleshy weeds taking root after astrange storm. They waked with cool
confidence, asif telling us by their deekness of their movements that the Will had withdrawn favor from
us and conferred it upon them. They were not cruel to us, and yet they drained us of vitdlity by their mere
presence among us. Our sun, our moons, our museums of ancient relics, our ruins of former cycles, our
cities, our palaces, our future, our present, and our past had al undergone atransfer of title. Our lives
now lacked meaning.

At night the blaze of the stars mocked us. All the universe looked down on our shame.

The cold wind of winter told usthat for our sins our freedom had been lost. The bright heat of summer
told usthat for our pride we had been humbled.

Through a changed world we moved, stripped of our past selves. |, who had roved the stars each day
now had lost that pleasure. Now, bound for Jordem, | found cool comfort in the hope that asaRilgrim |
might gain redemption and renewa in that holy city. Olmayne and | repested each night the rituas of our
Pilgrimage toward that end:

“Weyidd to the Will.”

“Weyiddtothe Will.”

“Indl thingsgreat and smdl.”

“Indl thingsgreat and smadl.”

“And ask forgiveness”

“And ask forgiveness”

“For gnsactua and potentid.”

“For snsactua and potentid.”

“And pray for understanding and repose.”
“And pray for understanding and repose.”
“Through dl our days until redemption comes.”
“Through dl our days until redemption comes.”

Thus we spoke the words. Saying them, we clutched the cool polished spheres of starstone, icy as
frogtflowers, and made communion with the Will. And so we journeyed Jordemward in thisworld that no
longer was owned by man.

2

It was at the Tayan approach to Land Bridge that Olmaynefirst used her cruelty on me. Olmayne was
crud by first nature; | had had ample proof of that in Perris; and yet we had been Pilgrims together for
many months, traveling from Perris eastward over the mountains and down the length of Talyato the
Bridge, and she had kept her claws sheathed. Until this place.

The occasion was our hating by acompany of invaders coming north from Afreek. There were perhaps



twenty of them, tall and harsh-faced, proud of being masters of conquered Earth. They rodein a
gleaming covered vehicle of their own manufacture, long and narrow, with thick sand-colored treads and
small windows. We could see the vehicle from far away, raising acloud of dust asit neared us.

Thiswasahot time of year. The sky itsalf wasthe color of sand, and it was stresked with folded sheets
of heat-radiation—glowing and terrible energy streams of turquoise and gold.

Perhaps fifty of us stood beside the road, with the land of Tayaat our backs and the continent of Afreek
before us. We were avaried group: some Filgrims, like Olmayne and mysalf, making the trek toward the
holy city of Jordem, but also arandom mix of the rootless, men and women who floated from continent
to continent for lack of other purpose. | counted in the band five former Watchers, and dso severd
Indexers, a Sentinel, apair of Communicants, a Scribe, and even afew Changelings. We gathered into a
straggling assembly awarding the road by default to theinvaders.

Land Bridgeis not wide, and the road will not allow many to useit at any time. Y et in norma timesthe
flow of traffic had dways gonein both directions a once. Here, today, we feared to go forward while
invaders werethis close, and so we remained clustered timidly, watching our conquerors approach.

One of the Changdings detached himself from the others of hiskind and moved toward me. He was
small of stature for that breed, but wide through the shoulders; his skin seemed much too tight for his
frame; hiseyeswere large and green-rimmed; hishair grew in thick widely spaced pedesta-like clumps,
and his nose was barely perceptible, so that his nostrils appeared to sprout from his upper lip. Despite
this he was less grotesque than most Changelings appear. His expression was solemn, but had a hint of
bizarre playfulnesslurking somewhere.

He said in avoice that waslittle more than afeathery whisper, “Do you think well be delayed long,
Rlgrims?’

In former times one did not address a Filgrim unsolicited—especidly if one happened to be a Changeling.
Such customs meant nothing to me, but Olmayne drew back with ahiss of distaste,

| said, “Wewill wait here until our masters alow usto pass. Isthere any choice?’
“None, friend, none”

At thatfriend , Olmayne hissed again and glowered at thelittle Changdling. He turned to her, and his
anger showed, for suddenly six parald bands of scarlet pigment blazed brightly beneath the glossy skin
of his cheeks. But his only overt response to her was a courteous bow. He said, “1 introduce mysdlf. | am
Berndt, naturally guildiess, anative of Nayrub in Deegper Afreek. | do not inquire after your names,
Rilgrims. Areyou bound for Jordem?’

“Yes” | said, as Olmayne swung about to present her back. “ And you? Home to Nayrub after travels?’
“No,” said Berndt. “| goto Jordem aso.”

Ingtantly | felt cold and hogtile, my initiad response to the Changdling's suave charm fading a once. | had
had a Changeling, fase though he turned out to be, as atraveling companion before; he too had been
charming, but | wanted no more like him. Edgily, distantly, | said, “May | ask what business a Changeling
might havein Jordem?’

He detected the chill in my tone, and his huge eyes registered sorrow. “We too are permitted to vidt the
holy city, | remind you. Even our kind. Do you fear that Changelings will once again seize the shrine of
renewal, aswe did athousand years ago before we were cast down into guildliessness?” He laughed



harshly. “I threaten no one, Pilgrim. | am hideous of face, but not dangerous. May the Will grant you
what you seek, Pilgrim.” He made a gesture of respect and went back to the other Changelings.

Furious, Olmayne spun round on me.
“Why do you talk to such beastly creatures?’

“The man approached me. He was merely being friendly. We are dl cast together here, Olmayne,
and—"

“Man. Man!Y ou cal a Changdling aman?’
“Theyare human, Olmayne.”

“Just barely. Tomis, | loathe such mongters. My flesh cregpsto have them near me. If | could, I'd banish
them from thisworld!”

“Whereisthe serene tolerance aRememberer must cultivate?’

She flamed at the mockery in my voice. “We are not required to love Changelings, Tomis. They are one
of the curseslaid upon our planet—parodies of humanity, enemies of truth and beauty. | despise them!”

It was not aunique attitude. But | had no time to reproach Olmayne for her intolerance; the vehicle of the
invaders was drawing near. | hoped we might resume our journey once it went by. It dowed and halted,
however, and severd of the invaders came out. They walked unhurriedly toward us, their long arms
dangling like dack ropes.

“Who isthe leader here?’ asked one of them.
No onereplied, for we were independent of one another in our travel.

Theinvader said impatiently, after amoment, “No leader? No leader? Very well, dl of you, listen. The
road must be cleared. A convoy is coming through. Go back to Palerm and wait until tomorrow.”

“But | must bein Agupt by—" the Scribe began.
“Land Bridgeisclosed today,” said the invader. “ Go back to Plerm.”

Hisvoice was calm. Theinvaders are never peremptory, never overbearing. They have the poise and
assurance of those who are secure possessors.

The Scribe shivered, hisjowls swinging, and said no more.

Severd of the others by the side of the road looked asiif they wished to protest. The Sentindl turned
away and spat. A man who boldly wore the mark of the shattered guild of Defendersin his cheek
clenched hisfistsand plainly fought back asurge of fury. The Changdlings whispered to one another.
Berndt smiled bitterly at me and shrugged.

Go back to Palerm? Waste aday's march in this heat? For what? For what?
Theinvader gestured casudly, telling usto disperse.

Now it was that Olmayne was unkind to me. In alow voice she said, “Explain to them, Tomis, that you
areinthe pay of the Procurator of Perris, and they will let the two of us pass.”



Her dark eyes glittered with mockery and contempt.

My shoulders sagged asif she had loaded ten years on me. “Why did you say such athing?’ | asked.
“It'shot. I'mtired. It'sidiotic of them to send us back to Palerm.”

“| agree. But | can do nothing. Why try to hurt me?’

“Doesthe truth hurt that much?’

“I am no collaborator, Olmayne.”

Shelaughed. “Y ou say that so well! But you are, Tomis, you are! Y ou sold them the documents.”
“To savethe Prince, your lover,” | reminded her.

“Y ou dedlt with the invaders, though. No matter what your motive was, thet fact remains.”
“Stopit, Olmayne.”

“Now you give me orders?’

“Olmayne—"

“Go up to them, Tomis. Tl them who you are, make them let us go ahead.”

“The convoyswould run us down on theroad. In any case | have no influence with invaders. | am not the
Procurator's man.”

“I'll die beforel go back to Palerm!”
“Die, then,” | said wearily, and turned my back on her.
“Traitor! Treacherousold fool! Coward!”

| pretended to ignore her, but | felt the fire of her words. There was no falsehood in them, only malice. |
had dealt with the conquerors, | had betrayed the guild that sheltered me, | had violated the code that
calsfor sullen passivity asour only way of protest for Earth's defeat. All true; yet it was unfair for her to
reproach mewithit. | had given no thought to higher matters of patriotism when | broke my trust; | was
trying only to save aman to whom | felt bound, aman moreover with whom shewasin love. It was
loathsome of Olmayne to tax me with treason now, to torment my conscience, merely because of a petty
rage at the heat and dust of the road.

But thiswoman had coldly dain her own husband. Why should she not be maiciousin triflesaswell?

Theinvaders had their way; we abandoned the road and straggled back to Palerm, adismal, sizzling,
deepy town. That evening, asif to console us, five Hiers passing in formation overhead took afancy to
the town, and in the moonless night they came again and again through the sky, three men and two
women, ghostly and dender and beautiful. | stood watching them for more than an hour, until my soul
itself seemed lifted from me and into the air to join them. Their great shimmering wings scarcely hid the
garlight; their pale angular bodies moved in graceful arcs, arms held pressed closeto sides, legs together,
backs gently curved. The Sght of these five stirred my memories of Avludaand left metingling with
troublesome emotions.

The Hiers made their last pass and were gone. The false moons entered the sky soon afterward. | went



into our hostelry then, and shortly Olmayne asked admittance to my room.

She looked contrite. She carried a squat octagona flask of green wine, not a Talyan brew but something
from an outworld, no doubt purchased at great price.

“Will you forgive me, Tomis?’ she asked. “Here. | know you like these wines”
“I would rather not have had those words before, and not have the wine now,” | told her.
“My temper grows short in the hest. I'm sorry, Tomis. | said astupid and tactlessthing.”

| forgave her, in hope of a smoother journey theregfter, and we drank most of the wine, and then she
went to her own room nearby to deep. Pilgrims mugt live chaste lives—not that Olmayne would ever
have bedded with such awithered old fossil as|, but the commandments of our adopted guild prevented
the question from arising.

For along while | lay awake beneath alash of guilt. In her impatience and wrath Olmayne had stung me
at my vulnerable place: | was abetrayer of mankind. | wrestled with the issue dmost to dawn.

—What had | done?

| had revealed to our conquerors a certain document.

—Did theinvaders have amoral right to the document?

It told of the shameful treatment they had had at the hands of our ancestors.
—What, then, was wrong about giving it to them?

One does not aid one's conquerors even when they are morally superior to one.
—Ilsasmdl treason a serious thing?

There are no small treasons.

—Perhaps the complexity of the matter should be investigated. | did not act out of love of the enemy, but
toadafriend.

Nevertheless | collaborated with our foes.
—This obgtinate self-laceration smacks of sinful pride.
But | feel my guilt. | drown in shame.

In this unprofitable way | consumed the night. When the day brightened, | rose and looked skyward and
begged the Will to help me find redemption in the waters of the house of renewal in Jordem, at the end of
my RFilgrimage. Then | went to awaken Olmayne.
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Land Bridge was open on this day, and we joined the throng that was crossing over out of Talyainto
Afreek. It wasthe second time | had traveled Land Bridge, for the year before—it seemed so much
farther in the past—I had come the other way, out of Agupt and bound for Roum.

There aretwo main routes for Pilgrims from Eyrop to Jordem. The northern route involves going through
the Dark Lands east of Talya, taking the ferry at Stanbool, and skirting the western coast of the continent



of Aisto Jordem. It wastheroute | would have preferred since, of all theworld's greet cities, old
Stanbool isthe one | have never visited. But Olmayne had been there to do research in the days when
shewas a Rememberer, and didiked the place; and so we took the southern route—across Land Bridge
into Afreek and along the shore of the great Lake Medit, through Agupt and the fringes of the Arban
Desert and up to Jordem.

A true Rilgrim travels only by foot. It was not an ideathat had much gpped to Olmayne, and though we
walked a greeat deal, we rode whenever we could. She was shamelessin commandeering transportation.
On only the second day of our journey she had gotten us aride from arich Merchant bound for the
coadt; the man had no intention of sharing his sumptuous vehicle with anyone, but he could not resist the
sensudity of Olmayne's deep, musical voice, even though it issued from the sexless grillwork of a
Rlgrim's mask.

The Merchant traveled in style. For him the conquest of Earth might never have happened, nor even dll
the long centuries of Third Cycle decline. His self-primed landcar was four times the length of aman and
wide enough to house five people in comfort; and it shielded its riders againgt the outer world as
effectively asawomb. Therewas no direct vison, only aseries of screens revealing upon command what
lay outside. The temperature never varied from a chosen norm. Spigots supplied liqueurs and stronger
things, food tablets were available; pressure couchesinsulated travelers againgt the irregul arities of the
road. For illumination, there was davdight keyed to the Merchant's whims. Beside the main couch sait a
thinking cap, but | never learned whether the Merchant carried apickled brain for his private usein the
depths of the landcar, or enjoyed some sort of remote contact with the memory tanks of the cities
through which he passed.

Hewas aman of pomp and bulk, clearly asavorer of hisown flesh. Deep olive of skin, with athick
pompadour of well-oiled black hair and somber, scrutinizing eyes, hergoiced in hissolidity and in his
control of an uncertain environment. He dedlt, we learned, in foodstuffs of other worlds; he bartered our
poor manufactures for the delicacies of the starborn ones. Now he was en route to Marsay to examinea
cargo of hdlucinaory insects newly comein from one of the Belt planets.

“You likethe car?’ he asked, seeing our awe. Olmayne, no stranger to ease herself, was peering at the
dense inner mantle of diamonded brocade in obvious amazement. “It was owned by the Comt of Perris,”
he went on. “Yes, | mean it, the Comt himsdlf. They turned his paace into amuseum, you know.”

“I' know,” Olmayne said softly.

“Thiswas his chariot. It was supposed to be part of the museum, but | bought it off acrooked invader.

Y ou didn't know they had crooked onestoo, en?” The Merchant's robust laughter caused the sensitive
mantle on the walls of the car to recail in disdain. “ This one was the Procurator's boy friend. Y es, they've
gotthose , too. Hewas looking for a certain fancy root that grows on a planet of the Fishes, something to
give hisvirility alittle boost, you know, and he learned that | controlled the whole supply here, and so we
were able to work out alittle deal. Of course, | had to have the car adapted, alittle. The Comt kept four
neuters up front and powered the engine right off their metabolisms, you understand, running the thing on
thermd differentiads. Well, that's afine way to power acar, if you'reaComt, but it usesup alot of
neuters through the year, and | flt I'd be overreaching my statusif | tried anything like that. It might get
me into trouble with the invaders, too. So | had the drive compartment stripped down and replaced with
astandard heavy-duty rollerwagon engine—aredly subtle job—and there you are. You're lucky to bein
here. It'sonly that you're Pilgrims. Ordinarily | don't let folks comeinside, on account of them feding
envy, and envious folks are dangerous to aman who's made something out of hislife. Y et the Will
brought you two to me. Heading for Jordem, eh?’

“Yes” Olmayne sad.



“Metoo, but not yet! Not just yet, thank you!” He patted hismiddle. “I'll be there, you can bet oniit,
when | fed ready for renewd, but that's agood way off, the Will willing! Y ou two been Rilgriming long?’

“No,” Olmayne sad.

“A lot of folkswent Pilgrim after the conquest, | guess. Well, | won't blame ‘em. We each adapt in our
own waysto changing times. Say, you carrying thoselittle stonesthe Rilgrims carry?’

“Yes” Olmayne said.

“Mind if | see one? Always been fascinated by the things. There wasthistrader from one of the Darkstar
worlds—little skinny bastard with skin like 0ozing ta—he offered me ten quintals of the things. Said they
were genuine, gave you thereal communion, just likethe Pilgrims had. | told him no, | wasn't going to
fool with the Will. Some things you don't do, even for profit. But afterward | wished I'd kept oneasa
souvenir. | never even touched one.” He stretched a hand toward Olmayne. “Can | see?”

“We may not let others handle the starstone,” | said.

“I wouldn't tell anybody you let me!”

“Itisforbidden.”

“Look, it's private in here, the most private place on Earth, and—"
“Please. What you ask isimpossible.”

Hisface darkened, and | thought for amoment he would halt the car and order us out, which would have
caused me no grief. My hand dipped into my pouch to finger the frigid starstone spherethat | had been
given at the outset of my Pilgrimage. The touch of my fingertips brought faint resonances of the
communion-trance to me, and | shivered in pleasure. He must not haveit, | swore. But the crisis passed
without incident. The Merchant, having tested us and found resistance, did not choose to pressthe
meatter.

We sped onward toward Marsay.

Hewas not alikable man, but he had a certain gross charm, and we were rarely offended by hiswords.
Olmayne, who after dl was afastidious woman and had lived most of her yearsin the glossy seclusion of
the Hall of Rememberers, found him harder to take than I; my intolerances have been well blunted by a
lifetime of wandering. But even Olmayne seemed to find him amusing when he boasted of hiswedlth and
influence, when he told of the women who waited for him on many worlds, when he catalogued his
homes and his trophies and the guildmasters who sought his counsdl, when he bragged of hisfriendships
with former Masters and Dominators. He talked amost wholly of himself and rarely of us, for which we
were thankful; once he asked how it wasthat amae Filgrim and afemale Pilgrim were traveling together,
implying that we must be lovers, we admitted that the arrangement was dightly irregular and went onto
another theme, and | think he remained persuaded of our unchastity. His bawdy guesses mattered not at
al tomenor, | believe, to Olmayne. We had more serious guilts as our burdens.

Our Merchant's life seemed enviably undisrupted by thefdl of our planet: hewasasrich asever, as
comfortable, asfreeto move about. But even hefelt occasiondly irked by the presence of the invaders,
aswe found out by night not far from Marsay, when we were stopped at a checkpoint on the road.

Spy-eye scanners saw us coming, gave asignd to the spinnerets, and a golden spiderweb spurted into
being from one shoulder of the highway to the other. The landcar's sensors detected it and instantly
sgnaled usto a hdt. The screens showed a dozen pae human figures clustered outside.



“Bandits?’ Olmayne asked.

“Worse” said the Merchant. “ Traitors.” He scowled and turned to his communicator horn. “What isit?’
he demanded.

“Get out for ingpection.”
“By whosewrit?’
“The Procurator of Marsay,” camethereply.

It was an ugly thing to behold: human beings acting as road-agents for the invaders. But it wasinevitable
that we should have begun to drift into their civil service, snce work was scarce, especidly for those who
had been in the defensive guilds. The Merchant began the complicated process of unsedling hiscar. He
was stormy-faced with rage, but he was stymied, unable to pass the checkpoint'sweb. “I go armed,” he
whispered to us. “Wait indde and fear nothing.”

He got out and engaged in alengthy discussion, of which we could hear nothing, with the highway guards.
At length some impasse must have forced recourse to higher authority, for three invaders abruptly
appeared, waved their hired collaborators away, and surrounded the Merchant. His demeanor changed,;
hisface grew oily and dy, his hands moved rapidly in e oquent gestures, hiseyes glistened. Heled the
three interrogators to the car, opened it, and showed them his two passengers, ourselves. Theinvaders
appeared puzzled by the sght of Pilgrimsamid such opulence, but they did not ask usto step out. After
some further conversation the Merchant rejoined us and sealed the car; the web was dissolved; we sped
onward toward Marsay.

Aswe gained velocity he muttered curses and said, “ Do you know how I'd handle that long-armed filth?
All we need isacoordinated plan. A night of knives: every ten Earthmen make themsalves responsible
for taking out one invader. We'd get them al.”

“Why has no one organized such amovement?’ | asked.

“It'sthe job of the Defenders, and haf of them are dead, and the other haf'sin the pay of them. It'snot
my placeto set up ares stance movement. But that's how it should be done. Guerrillaaction: snesk up
behind ‘em, give ‘em the knife. Quick. Good old First Cycle methods; they've never lost their value.”

“Moreinvaderswould come,” Olmayne said morosaly.
“Treat ‘em the same way!”
“They would retdiate with fire. They would destroy our world,” she said.

“These invaders pretend to be civilized, more civilized than ourselves,” the Merchant replied. “Such
barbarity would give them abad name on amillion worlds. No, they wouldn't come with fire. They'd just
get tired of having to conquer us over and over, of losing so many men. And they'd go away, and wed
befreeagain.”

“Without having won redemption for our ancient Sins” | said.
“What'sthat, old man? What's that?”’
“Never mind.”

“| suppose you wouldn't joinin, either of you, if we struck back a them?’



| said, “Informer lifel wasaWatcher, and | devoted mysdlf to the protection of this planet against them.
I am no more fond of our masters than you are, and no less eager to see them depart. But your planis
not only impracticd: itisaso mordly vaudess. Mere bloody resstance would thwart the scheme the Wil
has devised for us. We must earn our freedom in anobler way. We were not given this orded smply so
that we might have practicein ditting throats.”

Helooked a me with contempt and snorted. “1 should have remembered. I'm talking to Rilgrims. All
right. Forget it al. | wasn't serious, anyway. Maybe you like theworld theway it is, for al | know.”

“l donot,” | said.

He glanced at Olmayne. So did I, for | half-expected her to tell the Merchant that | had aready done my
bit of collaborating with our conquerors. But Olmayne fortunately was slent on that topic, as shewould
be for some months more, until that unhappy day by the approach to Land Bridge when, in her
impatience, she taunted me with my solefal from grace.

We left our benefactor in Marsay, spent the night in a Pilgrim hostelry, and set out on foot along the coast
the next morning. And so wetraveled, Olmayne and I, through pleasant lands svarming with invaders;
now we walked, now we rode some peasant's rollerwagon, once even we were the guests of touring
conquerors. We gave Roum awide berth when we entered Talya, and turned south. And so we cameto
Land Bridge, and met delay, and had our frosty moment of bickering, and then were permitted to go on
across that narrow tongue of sandy ground that links the |ake-sundered continents. And so we crossed
into Afreek, at last.
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Our firgt night on the other side, after our long and dusty crossing, we tumbled into agrimy inn near the
lake's edge. It was a square whitewashed stone building, practically windowless and arranged around a
cool inner courtyard. Mogt of its clientele appeared to be Pilgrims, but there were some members of
other guilds, chiefly Vendors and Transporters. At aroom near the turning of the building there stayed a
Rememberer, whom Olmayne avoided even though she did not know him; she smply did not wish to be
reminded of her former guild.

Among those who took lodging there was the Changeling Berndt. Under the new laws of the invaders,
Changdlings might stay at any public inn, not merely those set asde for their specia use; yet it seemed a
little strange to see him here. We passed in the corridor. Berndt gave me atentative smile, asthough
about to speak again, but the smile died and the glow |eft his eyes. He appeared to redlize | was not
ready to accept hisfriendship. Or perhaps he merely recdled that Pilgrims, by the laws of their guild,
were not supposed to have much to do with guildless ones. That law il stood.

Olmayne and | had agreasy med of soups and stews. Afterward | saw her to her room and began to
wish her good night when she said, “Wait. Well do our communion together.”

“I've been seen coming into your room,” | pointed out. “ There will be whispering if | stay long.”
“Well goto yours, then!”

Olmayne peered into the hal. All clear: she seized my wrist, and we rushed toward my chamber, across
theway. Closing and sealing the warped door, she said, “ Y our starstone, now!”

| took the stone from its hiding place in my robe, and she produced hers, and our hands closed upon
them.

During thistime of Pilgrimage | had found the starstone a great comfort. Many seasons now had passed



sncel had last entered a Watcher'strance, but | was not yet reconciled entirely to the bresking of my
old habit; the starstone provided akind of subgtitute for the swooping ecstasy | had known in Watching.

Starstones come from one of the outer worlds—I could not tell you which—and may be had only by
goplication to the guild. The stoneitsalf determines whether one may be a Pilgrim, for it will burn the hand
of onewhom it considers unworthy to don the robe. They say that without exception every person who
has enrolled in the guild of Pilgrims has shown uneasiness as the stone was offered to him for the first
time

“When they gave you yours,” Olmayne asked, “were you worried?’
“Of course”
“Sowasl.”

We walited for the stonesto overwhelm us. | gripped minetightly. Dark, shining, more smooth than glass,
it glowed in my grasp like apellet of ice, and | felt mysalf becoming attuned to the power of the Will.

Firgt came a heightened perception of my surroundings. Every crack in the wals of thisancient inn
seemed now avalley. The soft wail of thewind outside rose to a keen pitch. In the dim glow of the
room'slamp | saw colors beyond the spectrum.

The quality of the experience the sarstone offered was dtogether different from that given by my
instruments of Watching. That, too, was atranscending of sdf. When in a state of Watchfulness| was
capable of leaving my Earthbound identity and soaring at infinite Speed over infinite range, percaiving dl,
and thisis as close to godhood asaman islikely to come. The starstone provided none of the highly
specific datathat a\Watcher'strance yidded. In the full spell | could see nothing, nor could | identify my
surroundings. | knew only that when | let myself be drawn into the stone's effect, | was engulfed by
something far larger than mysdlf, that | wasin direct contact with the matrix of the universe.

Cdl it communion with the Will.

From agreat distance | heard Olmayne say, “ Do you believe what some people say of these stones?
That thereis no communion, that it'sall an eectrica deception?”

“I have no theory about that,” | said. “1 am lessinterested in causes than in effects.”

Skeptics say that the starstones are nothing more than amplifying loops which bounce aman'sown
brain-waves back into his mind; the awvesome oceanic entity with which one comesin contact, these
scoffershold, ismerely the thunderous recycling oscillation of asingle shuttling eectrica pulse beneath the
roof of the Pilgrim's own skull. Perhaps. Perhaps.

Olmayne extended the hand that gripped her stone. She said, “When you were among the Rememberers,
Tomis, did you study the history of early rdigion? All through time, man has sought union with theinfinite.
Many religions—not dl!'—have held forth the hope of such adivine merging.”

“And there were drugs, too,” | murmured.

“Certain drugs, yes, cherished for their ability to bring the taker momentarily to asensation of oneness
with the universe. These starstones, Tomis, are only the latest in along sequence of devicesfor
overcoming the greatest of human curses, that is, the confinement of each individua soul withinasingle
body. Our terrible isolation from one another and from the Will itsdlf is more than most races of the
universe would be able to bear. It seems unique to humanity.”



Her voice grew feathery and vague. She said much more, speaking to me out of the wisdom she had
learned with the Rememberers, but her meaning e uded me; | was dways quicker to enter communion
than she, because of my training as aWatcher, and often her fina words did not register.

That night as on other nights | seized my stone and felt the chill and closed my eyes, and heard the distant
tolling of amighty gong, the lapping of waves on an unknown beach, the whisper of thewindin an dien
forest. And fet asummons. And yielded. And entered the state of communion. And gave mysdf upto
the Will.

And dipped down through the layers of my life, through my youth and middle years, my wanderings, my
old loves, my torments, my joys, my troubled later years, my treasons, my insufficiencies, my griefs, my
imperfections.

And freed mysdlf of mysalf. And shed my selfness. And merged. And became one of thousands of
Pilgrims, not merely Olmayne nearby, but others trekking the mountains of Hind and the sands of Arba,
Rilgrimsat their devotionsin Aisand Palash and Stralya, Filgrims moving toward Jordem on the journey
that some complete in months, somein years, and some never a al. And shared with dl of them the
ingtant of submergence into the Will. And saw in the darkness a deep purple glow on the horizon—uwhich
grew inintengty until it became an al-encompassing red brilliance. And went into it, though unworthy,
unclean, flesh-trapped, accepting fully the communion offered and wishing no other state of being than
thisdivorce from sdf.

And was purified.

And awakened done.
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| knew Afreek well. When till ayoung man | had settled in the continent's dark heart for many years.
Out of restlessness| had left, findly, going asfar north as Agupt, where the antique rdlics of First Cycle
days have survived better than anywhere else. In those days antiquity held no interest for me, however. |
did my Watching and went about from place to place, snce a Watcher does not need to have afixed
dtation; and chance brought mein contact with Aviuglajust as| wasready to roam again, and so | |eft
Agupt for Roum and then Perris.

Now | had come back with Olmayne. We kept close to the coast and avoided the sandy inland wastes.
AsPilgrimswe were immune from most of the hazards of travel: we would never go hungry or without
shelter, even in aplace where no lodge for our guild existed, and al owed us respect. Olmayne's great
beauty might have been ahazard to her, traveling as she was with no escort other than ashriveled old
man, but behind the mask and robe of a Pilgrim she was safe. We unmasked only rarely, and never
where we might be seen.

| had no illusions about my importance to Olmayne. To her | was merely part of the equipment of a
journey—someoneto help her in her communions and rituds, to arrange for lodgings, to smooth her way
for her. That role suited me. Shewas, | knew, adangerous woman, given to strange whims and
unpredictable fancies. | wanted no entanglements with her.

Shelacked aRilgrim's purity. Even though she had passed the test of the starstone, she had not
triumphed—as a Pilgrim must—over her own flesh. She dipped off, sometimes, for haf anight or longer,
and | pictured her lying masklessin some dley gasping in a Servitor'sarms. That was her affair entirdly; |
never spoke of her absences upon her return.

Within our lodgings, too, she was careless of her virtue. We never shared aroom—no Rilgrim hostelry
would permit it—but we usualy had adjoining ones, and she summoned meto hers or cameto mine



whenever the mood took her. Often as not she was unclothed; she attained the height of the grotesque
onenight in Agupt when | found her wearing only her mask, al her gleaming white flesh belying the intent
of the bronze grillwork that hid her face. Only once did it seem to occur to her that | might ever have
been young enough to fed desire. Shelooked my scrawny, shrunken body over and said, “How will you
look, | wonder, when you've been renewed in Jordem? I'm trying to picture you young, Tomis. Will you
give me pleasurethen?’

“| gavepleasureinmy time,” | said obliqudly.

Olmayne didiked the heat and dryness of Agupt. Wetraveled mainly by night and clung to our hostelries
by day. The roads were crowded at all hours. The press of Filgrims towards Jordem was extraordinarily
heavy, it appeared. Olmayne and | speculated on how long it might take usto gain accessto the waters
of renewa a such atime.

“Y ou've never been renewed before?’ she asked.

“Never.”

“Nor |. They say they don't admit al who come.”

“Renewd isaprivilege, not aright,” | said. “Many are turned away.”

“I understand dso,” said Olmayne, “that not al who enter the waters are successfully renewed.”
“I know little of this”

“Some grow older instead of younger. Some grow young too fast, and perish. There are risks.”
“Would you not take those risks?’

Shelaughed. “Only afool would hestate.”

“You arein no need of renewad at thistime,” | pointed out. “Y ou were sent to Jordem for the good of
your soul, not that of your body, as| recall.”

“I'll tend to my soul aswell, when I'min Jordem.”
“But you tak asif the house of renewa isthe only shrine you mean to vist.”

“It'stheimportant one,” she said. Sherose, flexing her supple body voluptuoudy. “True, | have atoning
to do. But do you think I've come dl the way to Jordem just for the sake of my spirit?’

“I have,” | pointed out.

“You! Y ou're old and withered! Y ou'd better look after your spirit—and your flesh aswell. | wouldn't
mind shedding some age, though. | won't have them take off much. Eight, ten years, that'sal. Theyears|
wasted with that fool Elegro. | don't need afull renewd. You'reright: I'm still inmy prime.” Her face
clouded. “If the city isfull of Pilgrims, maybe they won't let meinto the house of renewd at dl! They'll say
I'm too young—tell meto come back in forty or fifty years—Tomis, would they do that to me?’

“Itishard for meto say.”

Shetrembled. “They'll letyou in. Y ou're awaking corpse aready—they have to renew you! But
me—Tomis, | won't let them turn me away! If | haveto pull Jordem down stone by stone, I'll get in
somehow!”



| wondered privately if her soul werein fit condition for one who poses as a candidate for renewal.
Humility is recommended when one becomes a Pilgrim. But | had no wish to fed Olmaynesfury, and |
kept my slence. Perhaps they would admit her to renewa despite her flaws. | had concerns of my own.
It was vanity that drove Olmayne; my gods were different. | had wandered long and done much, not al
of it virtuous; | needed acleansing of my conscience in the holy city more, perhaps, than | did alessening
of my years.

Or wasit only vanity for meto think so?
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Severd days eastward of that place, as Olmayne and | walked through a parched countryside, village
children chattering in fear and excitement rushed upon us.

“Please, come, come!” they cried. “ Filgrims, come!”

Olmayne looked bewildered and irritated as they plucked at her robes. “What are they saying, Tomis?|
can't get through their damnable Aguptan accents!”

“They want usto hdlp,” | said. | listened to their shouts. “Intheir village,” | told Olmayne, “thereisan
outbreak of the crystdlization disease. They wish usto seek the mercies of the Will upon the sufferers.”

Olmayne drew back. | imagined the disdainful wince behind her mask. Sheflicked out her hands, trying
to keep the children from touching her. To me she said, “We can't go there!”

“Wemug.”

“Werein ahurry! Jordem's crowded; | don't want to waste time in some dreary village.”
“They need us, Olmayne.”

“Arewe Surgeons?’

“WearePilgrims” | said quietly. “ The benefits we gain from that carry certain obligations. If we are
entitled to the hospitdity of al we meset, we must also place our souls at the free disposa of the humble.
Come.”

“I won't go!”
“How will that sound in Jordem, when you give an accounting of yoursdlf, Olmayne?’
“It'sahideous disease. What if we get it?’

“Isthat what troubles you? Trugt in the Will! How can you expect renewa if your soul isso deficient in
grace?’

“May yourot, Tomis” shesaid inalow voice. “When did you become so pious? Y oure doing this
deliberately, because of what | said to you by Land Bridge. In astupid moment | taunted you, and now
you'rewilling to expose us both to aghastly affliction for your revenge. Don't doit, Tomig!”

| ignored her accusation. “The children are growing agitated, Olmayne. Will you wait here for me, or will
you go on to the next village and wait in the hostelry there?’

“Don't leave me donein the middle of nowhere!”

“I haveto gotothesick ones,” | said.



In the end she accompanied me—I think not out of any suddenly conceived desire to be of help, but
rather out of fear that her sdfish refusal might somehow be held againgt her in Jordem. We came shortly
to the village, which was small and decayed, for Agupt liesin aterrible hot deep and changeslittle with
the millennia. The contrast with the busy citiesfarther to the south in Afreek—citiesthat prosper on the
output of luxuriesfrom their great Manufactories—isvas.

Shivering with heat, we followed the children to the houses of sickness.

The crysdlization diseaseis an unlovely gift from the stars. Not many afflictions of outworlders affect the
Earthborn, but from the worlds of the Spear came thisalment, carried by alien tourists, and the disease
has settled among us. If it had come during the glorious days of the Second Cycle we might have
eradicated it in aday; but our skills are dulled now, and no year has been without its outbreak. Olmayne
was plainly terrified as we entered the first of the clay huts where the victims were kept.

Thereisno hope for one who has contracted this disease. One merely hopes that the healthy will be
gpared; and fortunatdly it isnot ahighly contagious disease. It worksingdioudy, transmitted in an
unknown way, often failing to pass from husband to wife and legping instead to the far Sde of acity, to
another land entirdly, perhaps. Thefirst symptom isascainess of the skin; itch, flakes upon the clothing,
inflammeation. There follows aweaknessin the bones as the calcium is dissolved. One grows limp and
rubbery, but thisis still an early phase. Soon the outer tissues harden. Thick, opague membranesform on
the surface of the eyes; the nostrils may close and sedl; the skin grows coarse and pebbled. In this phase
prophecy iscommon. The sufferer partakes of the skills of a Somnambulist, and utters oracles. The soul
may wander, separating from the body for hours at atime, dthough the life-processes continue. Next,
within twenty days after the onset of the disease, the crystalization occurs. While the skeletal structure
dissolves, the skin splitsand cracks, forming shining crystasin rigid geometrica patterns. Thevictimis
quite beautiful at thistime and takes on the appearance of areplicaof himsdf in precious gems. The
crystasglow with rich inner lights, violet and green and red; their sharp facets adopt new dignmentsfrom
hour to hour; the dightest illumination in the room causes the sufferer to give off brilliant glittering
reflectionsthat dazzle and ddight the eye. All thistime the internal body is changing, asif some strange
chrysdisisforming. Miraculoudy the organs sustain life throughout every transformation, athoughin the
crystdline phase the victim is no longer able to communicate with others and possibly is unaware of the
changesin himsdf. Ultimately the metamorphosis reeches the vitd organs, and the processfails. Thedien
infestation is unable to reshgpe those organs without killing its hogt. The crisisis swift: abrief convulsion,
afind discharge of energy dong the nervous system of the crystdlized one, and thereisaquick arching
of the body, accompanied by the delicate tinkling sounds of shivering glass, and then al isover. Onthe
planet to which thisis native, crystdlization is not adisease but an actua metamorphoss, the result of
thousands of years of evolution toward a symbiotic relationship. Unfortunately, among the Earthborn, the
evolutionary preparation did not take place, and the agent of change invariably bringsits subject to afatal
outcome.

Sincethe processisirreversble, Olmayne and | could do nothing of real value here except offer
consolation to these ignorant and frightened people. | saw at once that the disease had seized thisvillage
sometime ago. Therewere peoplein al stages, from the first rash to the ultimate crystallization. They
were arranged in the hut according to the intengity of their infestation. To my |eft was a somber row of
new victims, fully conscious and morbidly scratching their arms as they contemplated the horrors that
awaited them. Along the rear wall werefive palets on which lay villagersin the coarse-skinned and
prophetic phase. To my right were those in varying degrees of crystallization, and up front, the diadem of
thelot, was onewho clearly wasin hislast hours of life. His body, encrusted with false emeralds and
rubies and opals, shimmered in admost painful beauty; he scarcely moved; within that shell of wondrous
color hewaslost in some dream of ecstasy, finding at the end of his days more passion, more delight,
than he could ever have known in al hisharsh peasant years.



Olmayne shied back from the door.

“It'shorrible,” shewhispered. “I won't goin!”

“We must. We are under an obligation.”

“I never wanted to bea Pilgrim!”

“Y ou wanted atonement,” | reminded her. “It must be earned.”
“Well catch the disease!”

“The Will can reach us anywhereto infect uswith this, Olmayne. It strikes at random. The danger isno
greater for usingdethisbuilding thanitisin Perris”

“Why, then, are S0 many inthisonevillage amitten?’
“Thisvillage has earned the displeasure of the Will.”

“How nestly you serve up the mysticiam, Tomis,” she said bitterly. “1 migudged you. | thought you were
asensble man. Thisfatdism of yoursisugly.”

“I watched my world conquered,” | said. “1 beheld the Prince of Roum destroyed. Calamities breed such
attitudes as | now have. Let usgo in, Olmayne.”

We entered, Olmayne il reluctant. Now fear assailed me, but | conceded it. | had been dmost smugin
my piety while arguing with thelovely Rememberer woman who was my companion, but | could not
deny the sudden seething of fright.

| forced mysdlf to be tranquil.

There are redemptions and redemptions, | told mysdf. If thisdiseaseisto be the source of mine, | will
abide by the Will.

Perhaps Olmayne came to some such decision too, aswe went in, or maybe her own sense of the
draméatic forced her into the unwanted role of the lady of mercy. She made the rounds with me. We
passed from pallet to pallet, heads bowed, starstonesin our hands. We said words. We smiled when the
newly sick begged for reassurance. We offered prayers. Olmayne paused before one girl inthe
secondary phase, whose eyes aready were filming over with horny tissue, and knelt and touched her
garstoneto the girl's scaly cheek. The girl spokein oracles, but unhappily not in any language we
understood.

At last we cameto the terminal case, he who had grown his own superb sarcophagus. Somehow | felt
purged of fear, and so too was Olmayne, for we stood along while before this grotesque sight, silent,
and then she whispered, “How terrible! How wonderful! How beautiful!”

Three more huts Smilar to this one awaited us.

The villagers clustered at the doorways. Aswe emerged from each building in turn, the hedthy onesfdll
down about us, clutching at the hems of our robes, stridently demanding that we intercede for them with
the Will. We spoke such words as seemed gppropriate and not too insincere. Those within the huts
received our words blankly, asif they dready redized there was no chance for them; those outside, till
untouched by the disease, clung to every syllable. The headman of the village—only an acting headman;
thetrue chief lay crystallized—thanked us again and again, as though we had done something redl. At



least we had given comfort, which is not to be despised.

When we came forth from the last of the sickhouses, we saw adight figure watching us from adistance;
the Changeling Berndt. Olmayne nudged me.

“That creature has been following us, Tomis. All theway from Land Bridge!”
“Hetravelsto Jordem also.”

“Y es, but why should he stop here? Why in thisawful place?’

“Hush, Olmayne. Becivil to him now.”

“ToaChangeling 7’

Bernalt approached. The mutated one was clad in a soft white robe that blunted the strangeness of his
appearance. He nodded sadly toward the village and said, “A greet tragedy. The Will liesheavy on this
place”

He explained that he had arrived here severa days ago and had met afriend from his native city of
Nayrub. | assumed he meant a Changeling, but no, Bernalt's friend was a Surgeon, he said, who had
hated hereto do what he could for the afflicted villagers. Theideaof afriendship between aChangeling
and a Surgeon seemed a bit odd to me, and positively contemptible to Olmayne, who did not trouble to
hide her loathing of Berndt.

A partly crystdlized figure staggered from one of the huts, gnarled hands clutching. Berndt went forward
and gently guided it back within. Returning to us, he said, “There aretimesoneisactualy glad oneisa
Changding. That disease does not affect us, you know.” His eyes acquired asudden glitter. “Am |
forcing mysdf onyou, Pilgrims?Y ou seem like stone behind your masks. | mean no harm; shall |
withdraw?’

“Of coursenat,” | said, meaning the opposite. His company disturbed me; perhaps the ordinary disdain
for Changelings was a contagion that had at |ast reached me. “ Stay awhile. | would ask you to travel with
usto Jordem, but you know it isforbidden for us.”

“Certainly. | quite understand.” He was coally polite, but the seething bitternessin him was closeto the
surface. Most Changelings are such degraded bestia things that they are incapable of knowing how
detested they are by norma guilded men and women; but Bernalt clearly was gifted with the torment of
comprehension. He smiled, and then he pointed. “My friend is here.”

Three figures approached. One was Berndt's Surgeon, adender man, dark-skinned, soft-voiced, with
weary eyes and sparse yellow hair. With him were an officid of the invaders and another outworlder
from adifferent planet. “1 had heard that two Pilgrims were summoned to this place,” said theinvader. “|
am grateful for the comfort you may have brought these sufferers. | am Earthclam Nineteen; thisdidtrict
isunder my adminigtration. Will you be my guests a dinner thisnight?’

| was doubtful of taking an invader's hospitdity, and Olmayne's sudden clenching of her fist over her
sarstone told me that she d so hesitated. Earthclaim Nineteen seemed eager for our acceptance. He was
not astall asmost of hiskind, and his mal proportioned arms reached below his knees. Under the blazing
Aguptan sun histhick waxy skin acquired a high gloss, athough he did not perspire.

Into along, tense, and awkward silence the Surgeon inserted: “No need to hold back. In thisvillage we
al are brothers. Join ustonight, will you?’



Wedid. Earthclaim Nineteen occupied avillaby the shore of Lake Medit; in the clear light of late
afternoon | thought | could detect Land Bridge jutting forward to my |eft, and even Eyrop at the far sde
of the lake. We were waited upon by members of the guild of Servitorswho brought us cool drinkson
the patio. Theinvader had alarge staff, al Earthborn; to me it was another sign that our conquest had
become ingtitutionaized and was wholly accepted by the bulk of the populace. Until long after dusk we
talked, lingering over drinks even as the writhing auroras danced into view to herdd the night. Berndt the
Changeling remained apart, though, perhapsill at easein our presence. Olmayne too was moody and
withdrawn; amingled depression and exatation had settled over her in the stricken village, and the
presence of Berndt at the dinner party had reinforced her silence, for she had no idea how to be politein
the presence of a Changeling. The invader, our host, was charming and attentive, and tried to bring her
forth from her bleakness. | had seen charming conquerors before. | had traveled with one who had
posed as the Earthborn Changeling Gormon in the daysjust before the conquest. Thisone, Earthclaim
Nineteen, had been a poet on his native world in those days. | said, “I1t ssems unlikely that one of your
inclinations would care to be part of amilitary occupation.”

“All experiences strengthen the art,” said Earthclaim Nineteen. “I seek to expand mysdlf. In any casel
am not awarrior but an adminigtrator. Isit so strange that a poet can be an administrator, or an
adminigtrator apoet?’ He laughed. “ Among your many guilds, thereisno guild of Poets. Why?”

“There are Communicants,” | said. “They serve your muse.”
“Butin ardigiousway. They areinterpreters of the Will, not of their own souls”

“Thetwo are indigtinguishable. The versesthey make are divindy inspired, but rise from the hearts of
their makers” | said.

Earthclaim Nineteen looked unconvinced. “Y ou may arguethat al poetry isat bottom religious, |
suppose. But this stuff of your Communicantsistoo limited in scope. It ded's only with acquiescence to
the Will.”

“A paradox,” said Olmayne. “The Will encompasses everything, and yet you say that our Communicants
scopeislimited.”

“There are other themesfor poetry besdesimmersion in the Will, my friends. The love of person for
person, the joy of defending one's home, the wonder of standing naked beneath the fiery sars—" The
invader laughed. “Can it be that Earth fell so swiftly becauseits only poets were poets of acquiescenceto
destiny?’

“Earth fdl,” said the Surgeon, “because the Will required usto atone for the Sin our ancestors committed
when they treated your ancestors like beasts. The qudity of our poetry had nothing to do withit.”

“The Will decreed that you would lose to us by way of punishment, eh? But if the Will is omnipotent, it
must have decreed the Sin of your ancestors that made the punishment necessary. En? Eh? The Will
playing gameswith itsdf?'Y ou see the difficulty of believing in adivineforce that determinesal events?
Whereisthe dement of choice that makes suffering meaningful? To force you into asin, and then to
require you to endure defeat as atonement, seems to me an empty exercise. Forgive my blasphemy.”

The Surgeon said, “Y ou misunderstand. All that has happened on this planet is part of a process of moral
ingtruction. The Will does not shape every event great or smdll; it providesthe raw materia of events,
and dlows usto follow such patterns aswe desire.”

“Example?



“The Will imbued the Earthborn with skills and knowledge. During the First Cycle we rose from savagery
inlittle time; in the Second Cycle we attained greatness. In our moment of greatness we grew swollen
with pride, choosing to exceed our limitations. We imprisoned intelligent crestures of other worlds under
the pretense of ‘ study,” when we acted redlly out of an arrogant desire for amusement; and we toyed
with our world's climate until oceans joined and continents sank and our old civilization was destroyed.
Thusthe Will ingructed usin the boundaries of human ambition.”

“| didikethat dark philosophy even more,” said Earthclaim Nineteen. “I—"

“Let mefinish,” said the Surgeon. “The collapse of Second Cycle Earth was our punishment. The defeat
of Third Cycle Earth by you folk from the starsis a completion of that earlier punishment, but dso the
beginning of anew phase. Y ou are the instruments of our redemption. By inflicting on usthefina
humiliation of conquest, you bring usto the bottom of our trough; now we renew our souls, now we
begin torise, tested by adversities.”

| stared in sudden amazement at this Surgeon, who was uttering ideas that had been tirring in medl
along the road to Jordem, ideas of redemption both persond and planetary. | had paid little attention to
the Surgeon before.

“Permit me agtatement,” Bernalt said suddenly, hisfirst wordsin hours.
Welooked a him. The pigmented bandsin hisface were ablaze, marking his emaotion.

He said, nodding to the Surgeon, “My friend, you speak of redemption for the Earthborn. Do you mean
all Earthborn, or only the guilded ones?’

“All Earthborn, of course,” said the Surgeon mildly. “Arewe not al equally conquered?’

“We are not equd in other things, though. Can there be redemption for a planet that keegps millions of its
people thrust into guildiessness? | speak of my own folk, of course. We sinned long ago when we
thought we were striking out against those who had created us as monsters. We strove to take Jordem
from you; and for thiswe were punished, and our punishment has lasted for athousand years. We are
il outcasts, are we not? Where has our hope of redemption been? Can you guilded ones consider
yoursdf purified and made virtuous by your recent suffering, when you still step on us?’

The Surgeon looked dismayed. “Y ou spesk rashly, Berndlt. | know the Changedlings have a grievance.
But you know aswell as| that your time of ddliveranceisat hand. In the daysto come no Earthborn one
will scorn you, and you will stand beside us when we regain our freedom.”

Bernalt peered at the floor. “Forgive me, my friend. Of course, of course, you speak the truth. | was
carried away. The heat—this splendid wine—how foolishly | spoke!”

Earthclam Nineteen said, “ Areyou telling me that aresstance movement isforming that will shortly drive
usfrom your planet?’

“I gpeak only in abstract terms,” said the Surgeon.

“I think your res stance movement will be purely abstract, too,” the invader replied eadily. “ Forgive me,
but | seelittle strength in aplanet that could be conquered in asingle night. We expect our occupation of
Earth to be along one and to meet little opposition. In the months that we have been here there has been
no sign of increasing hodtility to us. Quite the contrary: we are increasingly accepted among you.”

“Itispart of aprocess,” said the Surgeon. “As apoet, you should understand that words carry meanings
of many kinds. We do not need to overthrow our alien mastersin order to be free of them. Isthat poetic



enough for you?’

“Splendid,” said Earthclaim Nineteen, getting to hisfeet. “ Shal we go to dinner now?’
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There was no way to return to the subject. A philosophica discussion at the dinner tableis difficult to
sugtain; and our hogt did not seem comfortable with thisanalysis of Earth's destinies. Swiftly he
discovered that Olmayne had been a Rememberer before turning Pilgrim, and thereafter directed his
wordsto her, questioning her on our history and on our early poetry. Like most invaders he had afierce
curiosity concerning our past. Olmayne gradually came out of the silence that gripped her, and spoke at
length about her researchesin Perris. She talked with great familiarity of our hidden past, with Earthclaim
Nineteen occasiondly insarting an intelligent and informed question; meanwhile we dined on ddlicacies of
anumber of worlds, perhapsimported by that same fat, insensitive Merchant who had driven usfrom
Perristo Marsay; the villawas cool and the Servitors attentive; that miserable plague-stricken peasant
village haf an hour'swalk away might well have been in some other galaxy, so remote wasit from our
discourse now.

When we | €ft the villain the morning, the Surgeon asked permission to join our Pilgrimage. “ Thereis
nothing further | can do here,” he explained. “ At the outbreak of the disease | came up from my homein
Nayrub, and I've been here many days, more to console than to cure, of course. Now | am called to
Jordem. However, if it violates your vows to have company on the road—"

“By dl meanscomewith us,” | said.
“Therewill be one other companion,” the Surgeon told us.

He meant the third person who had met us at the village: the outworlder, an enigma, yet to say aword in
our presence. This being was a flattened spike-shaped creature somewhat taller than aman and mounted
on ajointed tripod of angular legs,; its place of origin wasin the Golden Spird; its skin was rough and
bright red in hue, and vertical rows of glassy ova eyes descended on three sides from the top of its
tapered head. | had never seen such a creature before. It had come to Earth, according to the Surgeon,
on adata-gathering mission, and had aready roamed much of Aisand Stralya. Now it was touring the
lands on the margin of Lake Medit; and after seeing Jordem it would depart for the greet cities of Eyrop.
Solemn, unsettling inits perpetud watchfulness, never blinking its many eyes nor offering acomment on
what those eyes beheld, it seemed more like some odd machine, some information-intake for amemory
tank, than aliving cresture. But it was harmless enough to let it come with usto the holy city.

The Surgeon bade farewel| to his Changeling friend, who went on aone ahead of us, and paid afind cal
on the crystdlized village. We stayed back, since there was no point in our going. When he returned, his
face was somber. “Four new cases,” he said. “This entire village will perish. There has never been an
outbresk of this kind before on Earth—so concentrated an epidemic.”

“Something new, then?’ | asked. “Will it spread everywhere?”

“Who knows? No onein the adjoining villages has caught it. The patternisunfamiliar: asnglevillage
wholly devastated, and nowhere else besides. These people seeit as divine retribution for unknown sins.”

“What could peasants have done,” | asked, “that would bring the wrath of the Will so harshly upon
them?’

“They are asking that too,” said the Surgeon.

Olmayne said, “If there are new cases, our vist yesterday was usdess. Werisked ourselves and did



them no good.”

“Wrong,” the Surgeon told her. “ These cases were aready incubating when you arrived. We may hope
that the disease will not spread to those who ill werein full health.”

He did not seem confident of that.

Olmayne examined hersalf from day to day for symptoms of the disease, but none appeared. She gave
the Surgeon much trouble on that score, bothering him for opinions concerning red or fancied blemishes
of her skin, embarrassing him by removing her mask in his presence so that he could determine that some
gpeck on her cheek was not thefirst trace of crystallization.

The Surgeon took dl thisin good grace, for, while the outworld being was merdly a cipher plodding
alongside us, the Surgeon was aman of depth, patience, and sophigtication. He was native to Afreek,
and had been dedicated to hisguild & birth by hisfather, since healing was the family tradition. Traveling
widely, he had seen most of our world and had forgotten little of what he had seen. He spoke to us of
Roum and Perris, of the frostflower fields of Stralya, of my own birthplace in the western idand group of
the Lost Continents. He questioned us tactfully about our starstones and the effects they produced—I
could see he hungered to try the stone himsdlf, but that of course was forbidden to one who had not
declared himsdlf a Pilgrim—and when he learned that in former life | had been aWatcher, he asked mea
great ded concerning the ingtruments by which | had scanned the heavens, wishing to know what it was|
perceived and how | imagined the perception was accomplished. | spoketo him asfully as| could on
these maiters, though in truth | knew little.

Usudly we kept to the green strip of fertile land bordering the lake, but once, at the Surgeon'sinsistence,
we detoured into the choking desert to see something that he promised would be of interest. He would
not tell uswhat it was. We were at this point traveling in hired rollerwagons, open on top, and sharp
winds blew gusts of sand in our faces. Sand adhered briefly to the outworlder's eyes, | saw; and | saw
how efficiently it flushed each eye with aflood of blue tears every few moments. Therest of ushuddledin
our garments, heads down, whenever the wind arose.

“Wearehere” the Surgeon announced finaly. “When | traveled with my father | first visted this place
long ago. We will go indde—and then you, the former Rememberer, will tel uswherewe are.”

It was abuilding two stories high made of bricks of white glass. The doors appeared seded, but they
gave a the dightest pressure. Lights glowed into life the moment we entered.

Inlong aides, lightly strewn with sand, were tables on which instruments were mounted. Nothing was
comprehens ble to me. There were devices shaped like hands, into which one's own hands could be
inserted; conduits led from the strange meta glovesto shining closed cabinets, and arrangements of
mirrors transmitted images from the interiors of those cabinetsto giant screens overhead. The Surgeon
placed his handsin the gloves and moved hisfingers; the screens brightened, and | saw images of tiny
needles moving through shalow arcs. He went to other machines that rel eased dribbles of unknown
fluids; he touched small buttons that produced musical sounds; he moved fredly through alaboratory of
wonders, clearly ancient, which seemed il in order and awaiting the return of itsusers.

Olmayne was ecdtatic. She followed the Surgeon from aideto aide, handling everything.
“Wdl, Rememberer?’ he asked findly. “What isthis?’
“A Surgery,” shesaid in lowered voice. “A Surgery of the Y ears of Magic!”

“Exactly! Splendid!” He seemed in an oddly excited state. “We could make dazzling monsters here! We



could work miracles! Fliers, Svimmers, Changdings, Twiners, Burners, Climbers—invent your own
guilds, shape men to your whimsl Thiswasthe place!”

Olmayne said, “These Surgeries have been described to me. There are six of them |eft, are there not, one
in northern Eyrop, one on Palash, one here, onefar to the south in Deeper Afreek, one in western Ais—"
Shefdtered.

“And onein Hind, the grestest of al!” said the Surgeon.
“Yes, of course, Hind! The home of the FHliers!”

Their awe was contagious. | said, “ This was where the shapes of men were changed? How wasit
done?’

The Surgeon shrugged. “ The art islost. The Y ears of Magic werelong ago, old man.”
“Yes, yes, | know. But surely if the equipment survives, we could guess how—"

“With these knives,” said the Surgeon, “we cut into the fabric of the unborn, editing the human seed. The
Surgeon placed his hands here—he manipulated—and within that incubator the knives did their work.
Out of thiscame Fliersand al the rest. The forms bred true. Some are extinct today, but our Hiers and
our Changelings owe their heritage to some such building asthis. The Changelings, of course, werethe
Surgeons mistakes. They should not have been permitted to live.”

“| thought that these monsters were the products of teratogenic drugs given to them when they till were
within thewomb,” | said. “Y ou tell me now that Changdlings were made by Surgeons. Which isso?’

“Both,” hereplied. “ All Changdingstoday are descended from the flaws and errors committed by the
Surgeons of the Y ears of Magic. Y et mothersin that unhappy group often enhance the monstrousness of
their children with drugs, so that they will be more marketable. It isan ugly tribe not merely inlooks.
Small wonder that their guild was dissolved and they were thrust outside society. We—"

Something bright flew through the air, missing hisface by less than a hand's breadth. He dropped to the
floor and shouted to usto take cover. Asl fdl | saw a second missile fly toward us. The outworld being,
gill observing dl phenomena, sudied it impassively in the moment of lifethat remained to it. Then the
weapon struck two thirds of the way up the outworlder's body and severed it instantly. Other missiles
followed, clattering againgt the wall behind us. | saw our attackers. aband of Changelings, fierce,
hideous. We were unarmed. They moved toward us. | readied mysdlf to die.

From the doorway avoice cried out: afamiliar voice, using the thick and unfamiliar words of the language
Changelings speak among themsalves. Ingtantly the assault ceased. Those who menaced usturned
toward the door. The Changeling Berndt entered.

“I saw your vehicle” hesaid. “I thought you might be here, and perhapsin trouble. It sesems| camein
time”

“Not dtogether,” said the Surgeon. He indicated the fallen outworlder, which was beyond dl aid. “But
why this attack?’

Berndt gestured. “ Theywill tdl you.”

We looked at the five Changelings who had ambushed us. They were not of the educated, civilized sort
such as Berndlt, nor were any two of them of the same styles; each was atwisted, hunched mockery of
the human form, one with ropy tendrils descending from his chin, one with aface that was afeatureess



void, another whose ears were giant cups, and so forth. From the one closest to us, a creature with small
platformsjutting from his skin in athousand places, we learned why we had been assaulted. In abruta
Aguptan didect he told us that we had profaned atemple sacred to Changelings. “We keep out of
Jordem,” hetold us. “Why must you come here?’

Of course he was right. We asked forgiveness as sincerely as we could, and the Surgeon explained that
he had visited this place long ago and it had not been atemple then. That seemed to soothe the
Changeling, who admitted that only in recent years had hiskind used it as ashrine. He was soothed even
more when Olmayne opened the overpocket fastened between her breasts and offered afew glittering
gold coins, part of the treasure she had brought with her from Perris. The bizarre and deformed beings
were satisfied at that and allowed usto leave the building. We would have taken the dead outworlder
with us, but during our parley with the Changelings the body had nearly vanished, nothing but afaint gray
stresk remaining on the sandy floor to tell uswhereit had fallen. “ A mortuary enzyme,” the Surgeon
explained. “ Triggered by interruption of the life processes.”

Others of this community of desert-dwelling Changelings were lurking about outside the building aswe
came forth. They were atribe of nightmares, with skin of every texture and color, facia festures arranged
at random, dl kinds of genetic improvisations of organs and bodily accessories. Bernat himsdlf, though
their brother, seemed appalled by their monstrousness. They looked to him with awe. At the Sight of us
some of them fondled the throwing wegpons at their hips, but a sharp command from Berndt prevented
any trouble.

Hesaid, “| regret the treatment you received and the death of the outworlder. But of courseit isrisky to
enter aplace that is sacred to backward and violent people.”

“Wehad noidea,” the Surgeon said. “We never would have gonein if we had realized—"

“Of course. Of course.” Was there something patronizing about Berndt's soft, civilized tones. “Well,
again| bid you farewel.”

| blurted suddenly, “No. Travel with usto Jordem! It'sridiculousfor usto go separately to the same
place”

Olmayne gasped. Even the Surgeon seemed amazed. Only Bernalt remained cam. He said, “ Y ou forget,
friend, that it isimproper for Pilgrimsto journey with the guildiess. Besides, | am hereto worship at this
dhrine, and it will take meawhile. | would not wish to delay you.” His hand reached out to mine. Then he
moved away, entering the ancient Surgery. Scores of hisfellow Changdings rushed in after him. | was
grateful to Berndt for histact; my impulsive offer of companionship, though sincerely meant, had been

impossible for him to accept.

We boarded our rollerwagons. In amoment we heard a dreadful sound: adiscordant Changeling hymnin
praise of | dare not think what deity, ascraping, grinding, screeching song as misshapen as those who
uttered it.

“The beasts,” Olmayne muttered. “A sacred shrine! A Changdling temple! How |oathsome! They might
havekilled usdl, Tomis. How can such mongters have ardigion?’

| made no reply. The Surgeon looked at Olmayne sadly and shook his head as though distressed by so
little charity on the part of one who claimed to beaPilgrim.

“They dso are human,” hesaid.

At the next town along our route we reported the starborn being's desth to the occupying authorities.



Then, saddened and silent, we three survivors continued onward, to the place where the coastline trends
north rather than east. We were leaving deepy Agupt behind and entering now into the borders of the
landinwhich holy Jordem lies.
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The city of Jordem sits some good distance inland from Lake Medit on a cool plateau guarded by aring
of low, barren, rock-strewn mountains. All my life, it seemed, had been but a preparation for my first
glimpse of thisgolden city, whoseimage | knew so well. Hence when | saw its spires and parapetsrising
inthe eadt, | felt not so much awe as a sense of ahomecoming.

A winding road took us down through the encircling hillsto the city, whose wall was made of squared
blocks of afine stone, dark pink-gold in color. The houses and shrines, too, were of this stone. Groves
of trees bordered the road, nor were they star-trees, but native products of Earth, aswasfitting to this,
the oldest of man's cities, older than Roum, older than Perris, itsroots deep in the First Cycle.

Theinvaders, shrewdly, had not meddled with Jordem'’s administration. The city remained under the
governorship of the Guildmaster of Pilgrims, and even an invader was required to seek the Guildmaster's
permission to enter. Of course, thiswas Strictly amatter of form; the Filgrim Guildmaster, likethe
Chancdllor of the Rememberers and other such officias, wasin truth a puppet subject to our conquerors
wishes. But that harsh fact was kept concedled. The invaders had |eft our holy city asacity apart, and
we would not see them swaggering in armed teams through Jordem's streets.

At the outer wall we formally requested entry from the Sentinel guarding the gate. Though ésewhere
most Sentinels now were unemployed—since cities ood open by command of our masters—this man
wasin full guild array and camly inssted on thorough procedure. Olmayne and |, as Rilgrims, were
entitled to automatic access to Jordem; yet he made us produce our starstones as evidence that we came
by our robes and masks honestly, and then donned a thinking cap to check our names with the archives
of our guild. Intime we met approva. The Surgeon our companion had an easier time; he had gpplied in
advancefor entry whilein Afreek, and after amoment to check hisidentity he was admitted.

Within the walls everything had the aspect of great antiquity. Jordem aone of the world's cities il
preserves much of its First Cycle architecture: not merely broken columns and ruined aqueducts, asin
Roum, but whole streets, covered arcades, towers, boulevards, that have lasted through every upheaval
our world has seen. And so once we passed into the city we wandered in wonder through its
strangeness, down streets paved with cobbled stones, into narrow alleys cluttered with children and
beggars, across markets fragrant with spices. After an hour of thiswefdt it wastime to seek lodgings,
and hereit was necessary for usto part company with the Surgeon, since hewasindigibleto stay a a
Pilgrim hostdlry, and it would have been costly and foolish for usto stay anywhere ese. We saw himto
the inn where he had previoudy booked aroom. | thanked him for his good companionship on our
journey, and he thanked usjust as gravely and expressed the hope that he would see usagain in Jordem
in the daysto come. Then Olmayne and | took leave of him and rented quartersin one of the numerous
places catering to the Pilgrim trade.

The city exists soldly to serve Pilgrims and casud tourists, and so it isreally one vast hostelry; robed
Rilgrims are as common in Jordem's streets as FHiersin Hind. We settled and rested awhile; then we
dined and afterward walked aong a broad street from which we could see, to the east, Jordem'sinner
and most sacred digtrict. Thereisacity within acity here. The most ancient part, so smal it can be
traversed in less than an hour on foot, iswrapped in ahigh wall of itsown. Therein lie shrinesrevered by
Earth'sformer religions. the Chrigters, the Hebers, the Midams. The place where the god of the Christers
died issaid to be there, but this may be adistortion wrought by time, since what kind of god isit that
dies? On ahigh placein one corner of the Old City stands a gilded dome sacred to the Midams, whichis



carefully tended by the common folk of Jordem. And to the fore part of that high place are the huge gray
blocks of a stone wall worshiped by the Hebers. These things remain, but the ideas behind them are lot;
never while | was among the Rememberersdid | meet any scholar who could explain the merit of
worshiping awall or agilded dome. Y et the old records assure us that these three First Cycle creeds
were of great depth and richness.

Inthe OId City, a0, isa Second Cycle place that was of much more immediate interest to Olmayne and
mysalf. Aswe stared through the darkness at the holy precincts Olmayne said, “We should make
gpplication tomorrow at the house of renewa.”

“I agree. | long now to give up some of my years.”

“Will they accept me, Tomis?’

“Speculating onitisidle” | told her. “Wewill go, and we will gpply, and your question will be
answered.”

She said something further, but | did not hear her words, for at that moment three Fliers passed above
me, heading east. One was male, two female; they flew naked, according to the custom of their guild; and
the Hier in the center of the group wasadim, fragile girl, mere bones and wings, moving with agrace that
was exceptiond even for her airy kind.

“Aviuda!” | gasped.

Thetrio of Hiers disappeared beyond the parapets of the Old City. Stunned, shaken, | clung to atreefor
support and struggled for bregth.

“Tomis?’ Olmaynesad. “Tomis, areyouill?’

“I know it was Avludla. They said she had gone back to Hind, but no, that was Aviuelal How could |
mistake her?’

“Y ou've sad that about every Hier you've seen since leaving Perris,” said Olmayne coldly.
“But thistimeI'm certain! Whereisathinking cap? | must check with the Fliers Lodge at oncel”

Olmayne's hand rested on my arm. “It'slate, Tomis. Y ou act feverish. Why this excitement over your
skinny Flier, anyway? What did she mean to you?’

1] S,]e_”

| halted, unable to put my meaning in words. Olmayne knew the story of my journey up out of Agupt
with the girl, how as a cdibate old Watcher | had conceived akind of paternal fondnessfor her, how |
had perhaps felt something more powerful than that, how | had lost her to the false Changeling Gormon,
and howhe in turn had lost her to the Prince of Roum. But yet what was Avludato me? Why did a
glimpse of someone who merdly might have been Avluda send meinto this paroxysm of confuson?|
chased symbolsin my turbulent mind and found no answers.

“Come back to theinn and rest,” Olmayne said. “ Tomorrow we must seek renewal.”

Firg, though, | donned a cap and made contact with the Fliers' Lodge. My thoughts dipped through the
shielding interface to the storage brain of the guild registry; | asked and received the answer | had sought.
Avludaof the Flierswasindeed now aresdent in Jordem. “ Take thismessagefor her,” | said. “The
Watcher she knew in Roum now is here asa Pilgrim, and wishesto meet her outside the house of



renewa a midday tomorrow.”

With that done, | accompanied Olmayne to our lodgings. She seemed sullen and aoof; and when she
unmasked in my room her face appeared rigid with—jealousy? Y es. To Olmayne dl men werevassas,
even one so shriveled and worn as |; and she loathed it that another woman could kindle such aflamein
me. When | drew forth my starstone, Olmayne at first would not join me in communion. Only when |
began therituas did she submit. But | was so tense that night that | was unable to make the merging with
the Will, nor could she achieveit; and thus we faced one another glumly for haf an hour, and abandoned
the attempt, and parted for the night.
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One must go by one's sdif to the house of renewal. At dawn | awoke, made a brief and more successful
communion, and set out unbreakfasted, without Olmayne. In haf an hour | sood before the golden wall
of the Old City; in half an hour more | had finished my crossing of theinner city'stangled lanes. Passing
before that gray wall so dear to the ancient Hebers, | went up onto the high place; | passed near the
gilded dome of the vanished Midams and, turning to the left, followed the stream of Pilgrimswhich
aready at this early hour was proceeding to the house of renewal.

Thishouseisa Second Cycle building, for it was then that the renewal process was conceived; and of all
that era's science, only renewa has come down to us approximately asit must have been practiced in
that time. Like those other few Second Cycle structuresthat survive, the house of renewal is supple and
deek, architecturally understated, with deft curves and smooth textures; it is without windows; it bears no
externa ornament whatever. There are many doors. | placed myself before the easternmost entrance,
and in an hour'stime | was admitted.

Just insde the entrance | was greeted by a green-robed member of the guild of Renewers—the first
member of thisguild | had ever seen. Renewers are recruited entirely from Pilgrimswho arewilling to
makeit their liféswork to remain in Jordem and aid otherstoward renewd. Their guild is under the same
adminigration asthe Filgrims, asingle guildmaster directs the destinies of both; even the garb isthe same
except for color. In effect Pilgrims and Renewers are of one guild and represent different phases of the
same effiliation. But adidtinction isaways drawn.

The Renewer'svoice was light and cheerful. “Welcome to this house, Pilgrim. Who are you, where are
you from?’

“I amthe Pilgrim Tomis, formerly Tomis of the Rememberers, and prior to that a Watcher, born to the
name Wudlig. | am native to the Lost Continents and have traveled widely both before and after

beginning my Rilgrimage”

“What do you seek here?’

“Renewa. Redemption.”

“May the Will grant your wishes,” said the Renewer. “Comewith me.”

| wasled through aclose, dimly lit passage into a smal stone cell. The Renewer instructed me to remove
my mask, enter into astate of communion, and wait. | freed mysdlf from the bronze grillwork and clasped
my sarsonetightly. The familiar sensations of communion stole over me, but no union with the Will took
place; rather, | felt aspecific link forming with the mind of another human being. Although mydtified, |
offered no resistance.

Something probed my soul. Everything was drawn forth and laid out asiif for ingpection on the floor of
the cell: my acts of sdfishness and of cowardice, my flaws and falings, my doubts, my despairs, aboveal



the most shameful of my acts, the salling of the Rememberer document to the invader overlord. | beheld
these things and knew that | was unworthy of renewal. In this house one might extend one'slifetime two
or threetimes over; but why should the Renewers offer such benefits to anyone aslacking in merit as1?

| remained along whilein contemplation of my faults. Then the contact broke, and adifferent Renewer, a
man of remarkable stature, entered the cell.

“The mercy of the Will isupon you, friend,” he said, reaching forth fingers of extraordinary length to
touch thetipsof mine.

When | heard that deep voice and saw those white fingers, | knew that | wasin the presence of aman |
had met briefly before, as| stood outside the gates of Roum in the season before the conquest of Earth.
He had been a Pilgrim then, and he had invited meto join him on hisjourney to Jordem, but | had
declined, for Roum had beckoned to me.

“Wasyour Pilgrimage an easy one?’ | asked.

“It wasavaluableone,” hereplied. “And you? Y ou are aWatcher no longer, | see”
“l aminmy third guild thisyear.”

“With one more yet to come,” he sad.

“Am | tojoin you in the Renewers, then?’

“I did not mean that guild, friend Tomis. But we can talk more of that when your years are fewer. You
have been approved for renewd, | rgoiceto tell you.”

“Despitemy Sns?’

“Because of your sins, such that they are. At dawn tomorrow you enter the first of the renewa tanks. |
will be your guide through your second birth. I am the Renewer Tamit. Go, now, and ask for me when
you return.”

“One question—"’
1] YS?’

“I made my Rilgrimage together with awoman, Olmayne, formerly a Rememberer of Perris. Can you tell
meif she has been approved for renewa aswell?’

“I know nothing of thisOlmayne.”

“She's not agood woman,” | said. “ Sheisvain, imperious, and cruedl. But yet | think sheisnot beyond
saving. Can you do anything to help her?’

“I have no influencein such things,” Tdmit said. “ She must face interrogation like everyone e <e. | cantell
you this, though: virtueis not the only criterion for renewd.”

He showed me from the building. Cold sunlight illuminated the city. | was drained and depleted, too
empty even to fed cheered that | had qudified for renewal. It was midday; | remembered my
gppointment with Avluela; | circled the house of renewd in risng anxiety. Would she come?

Shewaswaiting by the front of the building, beside aglittering monument from Second Cycle days.
Crimson jacket, furry leggings, glassy bubbles on her feet, telltale humps on her back: from afar | could



make her out to beaFlier. “Aviudal” | caled.

She whirled. Shelooked pale, thin, even younger than when | had last seen her. Her eyes searched my
face, once again masked, and for amoment she was bewildered.

“Watcher?’ shesad. “Watcher, isthat you?’
“Cal meTomisnow,” | told her. “But I am the same man you knew in Agupt and Roum.”

“Watcher! Oh, Watcher! Tomis.” She clung to me. “How long it's been! So much has happened!” She
sparkled now, and the palenessfled her cheeks. “ Come, let'sfind aninn, aplaceto sit and talk! How did
you discover me here?’

“Through your guild. | saw you overhead last night.”

“I came hereinthewinter. | wasin Farsfor awhile, hafway back to Hind, and then | changed my mind.
There could be no going home. Now | live near Jordem, and | help with—" She cut her sentence sharply
off. “Have you won renewd, Tomis?’

We descended from the high place into ahumbler part of theinner city. “Yes” | said, “1 am to be made
younger. My guide isthe Renewer Tamit—we met him as a Pilgrim outsde Roum, do you remember?’

She had forgotten that. We seated oursalves at an open-air patio adjoining an inn, and Servitors brought
usfood and wine. Her gaiety wasinfectious; | felt renewed just to be with her. She spoke of thosefina
cataclysmic days in Roum, when she had been taken into the palace of the Prince as a concubine; and
shetold me of that terrible moment when Gormon the Changeling defeated the Prince of Roum on the
evening of conquest—announcing himself as no Changeling but an invader in disguise, and taking from the
Prince a once histhrone, his concubine, and hisvision.

“Did the Prince die?’ she asked.

“Yes, but not of hisblinding.” | told her how that proud man had fled Roum disguised asa Pilgrim, and
how | had accompanied him to Perris, and how, while we were among the Rememberers, he had
involved himsdf with Olmayne, and had been dain by Olmayne's husband, whose life was thereupon
taken by hiswife. “1 dso saw Gormonin Perris,” | said. “He goes by the name of Victorious Thirteen
now. Heishighin the councils of theinvaders”

Avluelasmiled. “Gormon and | were together only a short while after the conquest. He wanted to tour
Eyrop; | flew with him to Donsk and Sved, and there helost interest in me. It wasthen that | felt | must
go hometo Hind, but later | changed my mind. When does your renewa begin?’

“At dawn.”

“Oh, Tomis, how will it be when you are ayoung man? Did you know that | loved you? All thetimewe
traveled, al while | was sharing Gormon's bed and consorting with the Prince, you werethe one |
wanted! But of course you were a\Watcher, and it was impossible. Besides, you were so old. Now you
no longer Watch, and soon you will no longer be old, and—" Her hand rested on mine. “1 should never
have |eft your Sde. We both would have been spared much suffering.”

“Welearn, from suffering,” | said.
“Yes. Yes. | seethat. How long will your renewal take?’

“The usud time, whatever that may be.”



“ After that, what will you do?What guild will you choose? Y ou can't be aWatcher, not now.”

“No, nor aRememberer either. My guide Talmit spoke of some other guild, which he would not name,
and assumed that | would enroll init when | was done with renewd. | supposed he thought I'd stay here
and join the Renewers, but he said it was another guild.”

“Not the Renewers” said Avludla. Sheleaned close. “ The Redeemers,” she whispered.
“Redeemers? That isaguild | do not know.”

“Itisnewly founded.”

“No new guild has been established in more than a—"

“Thisisthe guild TAmit meant. Y ou would be a desirable member. The skills you developed when you
were a\Watcher make you exceptiondly useful.”

“Redeemers,” | sad, probing the mystery. “ Redeemers. What doesthisguild do?’

Avludasmiled jauntily. “ It rescues troubled souls and saves unhappy worlds. But thisisno timeto talk of
it. Finish your businessin Jordem, and everything will become clear.” Werose. Her lips brushed mine.
“Thisisthelast timeI'll see you asan old man. It will be strange, Tomis, when you're renewed!”

Sheleft methen.

Toward evening | returned to my lodging. Olmayne was not in her room. A Servitor told me that she had
been out dl day. | waited until it was|ate; then | made my communion and dept, and at dawn | paused
outsde her door. It was sealed. | hurried to the house of renewal.
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The Renewer Tamit met me within the entrance and conducted me down a corridor of greentileto the
first renewd tank. “The Pilgrim Olmayne,” heinformed me, “has been accepted for renewa and will
come here later thisday.” Thiswasthe last reference to the affairs of another human being that | wasto
hear for some time. TAmit showed meinto asmall low room, close and humid, lit by dim blobs of
davdight and smdling faintly of crushed desthflower blossoms. My robe and my mask were taken from
me, and the Renewer covered my head with a fine golden-green mesh of some flimsy metd, through
which he sent a current; and when he removed the mesh, my hair was gone, my head was as glossy as
thetiled wals. “I1t makesinsertion of the eectrodes smpler,” Tamit explained. “Y ou may enter the tank,

A gentleramp led me down into the tank, which was atub of no great size. | felt the warm soft
dipperiness of mud benesth my feet, and Talmit nodded and told me it wasirradiated regenerative mud,
which would stimulate the increase of cdll division that was to bring about my renewd, and | accepted it.
| stretched out on the floor of the tank with only my head above the shimmering dark violet fluid that it
contained. The mud cradled and caressed my tired body. Talmit loomed above me, holding what seemed
to be amass of entangled copper wires, but as he pressed the wiresto my bare scalp they opened as of
their own accord and their tips sought my skull and burrowed down through skin and bone into the
hidden wrinkled grayness. | felt nothing more than tiny prickling sensations. “ The dectrodes,” Tamit
explained, “seek out the centers of aging within your brain; we transmit sgnalsthat will induce areversa
of the norma processes of decay, and your brain will loseits perception of the direction of the flow of
time. Y our body thuswill become more receptive to the stimulation it receives from the environment of
the renewd tank. Close your eyes.” Over my face he placed a breathing mask. He gave me agentle
shove, and the back of my head dipped from the edge of the tank, so that | floated out into the middie.



Thewarmth increased. | dimly heard bubbling sounds. | imagined black sulfurous bubbles coming up
from the mud and through the fluid in which | floated; | imagined that the fluid had turned the color of
mud. Adriftin atideess seal lay, distantly aware that a current was passing over the electrodes, that
something wastickling my brain, that | was engulfed in mud and in what could well have been an amniotic
fluid. From far away came the deep voice of the Renewer Tamit summoning me to youth, drawing me
back across the decades, unredling time for me. Therewas ataste of sdt in my mouth. Again | was
crossing Earth Ocean, beset by pirates, defending my Watching equipment againgt their jeers and thrusts.
Again | sood beneath the hot Aguptan sun meeting Avludafor thefirst time. | lived once more on
Pdash. | returned to the place of my birth in the western ides of the Lost Continents, in what formerly
had been Usa-amrik. | watched Roum fall a second time. Fragments of memories swam through my
softening brain. There was no sequence, no rationa unrolling of events. | wasachild. | wasaweary
ancient. | was among the Rememberers. | visited the Somnambulists. | saw the Prince of Roum attempt
to purchase eyes from an Artificer in Dijon. | bargained with the Procurator of Perris. | gripped the
handles of my instruments and entered Watchfulness. | ate sweet things from afar-off world; | drew into
my nogrilsthe perfume of springtime on Paash; | shivered in an old man's private winter; | svamina
surging sea, buoyant and happy; | sang; | wept; | resisted temptation; | yielded to temptations; |
quarrded with Olmayne; | embraced Avluela; | experienced aflickering succession of nightsand days as
my biologica clock moved in strange rhythms of reversal and acceleration. Illusions beset me. It rained
firefrom the sky; time rushed in severd directions; | grew small and then enormous. | heard voices
gpeaking in shades of scarlet and turquoise. Jagged music sparkled on the mountains. The sound of my
drumming heartbeats was rough and fiery. | was trapped between strokes of my brain-piston, arms
pressed to my sides so that | would occupy aslittle space as possible as it rammed itself home again and
again and again. The stars throbbed, contracted, melted. Aviudasaid gently, “We earn a second
youthtime through the indul gent, benevolent impulses of the Will and not through the performance of
individua good works.” Olmayne said, “How deek | get!” Tamit said, “ These oscillations of perception
signify only the dissolution of the wish toward self-destruction that lies at the heart of the aging process.”
Gormon said, “ These perceptions of oscillation Sgnify only the salf-destruction of the wish toward
dissolution that lies a the aging process of the heart.” The Procurator Manrule Seven said, “We have
been sent to thisworld asthe devices of your purgation. We are ingruments of the Will.” Earthclam
Nineteen said, “On the other hand, permit me to disagree. Theintersection of Earth's destiniesand oursis
purdly accidental.” My eydidsturned to sone. The small creatures comprising my lungs began to flower.
My skin doughed off, reveding strands of muscle clinging to bone. Olmayne said, “ My pores grow
amadler. My flesh growstight. My breasts grow smdl.” Aviudasaid, “ Afterwards you will fly with us,
Tomis” The Prince of Roum covered his eyeswith his hands. The towers of Roum swayed in the winds
of the sun. | snatched a shawl from a passing Rememberer. Clownswept in the streets of Perris. Talmit
said, “ Awaken, now, Tomis, come up from it, open your eyes.”

“l anyoung again,” | said.
“Y our renewa has only begun,” he said.

| could no longer move. Attendants seized me and swathed me in porous wrappings, and placed meon a
rolling car, and took me to a second tank, much larger, in which dozens of peoplefloated, eechina
dreamy seclusion from the others. Their naked skulls were festooned with electrodes; their eyeswere
covered with pink tape; their hands were peacefully joined on their chests. Into thistank | went, and
there were no illusions here, only along dumber unbroken by dreams. Thistime | avakened to the
sounds of arushing tide, and found mysdlf passing feet first through a constricted conduit into asedled
tank, where | bresthed only fluid, and where | remained something more than aminute and something
lessthan acentury, while layers of sin were peded from my soul. It was dow, taxing work. The Surgeons
worked a adistance, their hands thrust into glovesthat controlled the tiny flaying-knives, and they
flensed me of evil with flick after flick after flick of thelittle blades, cutting out guilt and sorrow, jedlousy



and rage, greed, lust, and impatience.

When they were done with me they opened thelid of the tank and lifted me out. | was unable to stand
unaided. They attached instrumentsto my limbs that kneaded and massaged my muscles, restoring the
tone. | walked again. | looked down at my bare body, strong and taut—fleshed and vigorous. Tamit
cameto me and threw ahandful of mirror-dust into the air so that | could see myself; and asthetiny
particles cohered, | peered at my gleaming reflection.

“No,” | said. “You havetheface wrong. | didn't look like that. The nose was sharper—the lips weren't
50 full—the hair not such adeep black—"

“We have worked from the records of the guild of Watchers, Tomis. Y ou are more exactly areplica of
your early self than your own memory redlizes.”

“Can that be?’

“If you prefer, we can shape you to fit your salf-conceptions and not redlity. But it would be afrivolous
thing to do, and it would take much time.”

“No,” | sad. “It hardly matters.”

He agreed. He informed me then that | would have to remain in the house of renewa awhile longer, until
| wasfully adapted to my new self. | was given the neutral clothes of aguildless oneto wear, for | was
without affiliation now; my status as Pilgrim had ended with my renewa, and | might now opt for any
guild that would admit me once | left the house. “How long did my renewd last?’ | asked Tamit as|
dressed. Hereplied, “Y ou came herein summer. Now it iswinter. We do not work swiftly.”

“And how faresmy companion Olmayne?’
“Wefalled with her.”
“I don't understand.”
“Would you liketo see her?” Tadmit asked.

“Yes” | sad, thinking that he would bring me to Olmayne's room. Instead he conveyed meto Olmayne's
tank. | stood on aramp looking down into a sealed container; Talmit indicated afiber telescope, and |
peered into its staring eye and beheld Olmayne. Or rather, what | was asked to believe was Olmayne. A
naked girl-child of about eleven, smooth-skinned and breastless, lay curled up in the tank, knees drawn
closeto theflat chest, thumb thrust in mouth. At first | did not understand. Then the child tirred, and |
recognized the embryonic features of therega Olmayne | had known: the wide mouth, the strong chin,
the sharp, strong cheekbones. A dull shock of horror rippled through me, and | said to Tamit, “What is
this?’

“When the soul istoo badly stained, Tomis, we must dig degp to cleanseit. Y our Olmayne was a difficult
case. We should not have attempted her; but she was insistent, and there were some indications that we
might succeed with her. Those indications werein error, asyou can see.”

“But what happened to her?’

“Therenewa entered the irreversible stage before we could achieve apurging of her poisons,” Tamit
sad.

“Y ou went too far? Y ou made her too young?’



“Asyou can see. Yes”

“What will you do? Why don't you get her out of there and let her grow up again?’
“Y ou should listen more carefully, Tomis. | said therenewd isirreversble”
"Irreversible?"

“Sheislos in childhood's dreams. Each day she grows years younger. Theinner clock whirls
uncontrollably. Her body shrinks; her brain grows smooth. She enters babyhood shortly. She will never
awaken.”

“And at theend—" | looked away. “What then? A sperm and an egg, separating in the tank?”
“Theretrogresson will not go that far. Shewill dieininfancy. Many arelost thisway.”
“She spoke of therisks of renewal,” | said.

“Y et sheingsted on our taking her. Her soul was dark, Tomis. Shelived only for herself. She cameto
Jordem to be cleansed, and now she has been cleansed, and sheis at peace with the Will. Did you love
her?’

“Never. Not for aningant.”
“Then what haveyou log?’

“A segment of my past, perhaps.” | put my eye to the telescope again and beheld Olmayne, innocent
now, restored to virginity, sexless, cleansed. At peace with the Will. | searched her oddly altered yet
familiar facefor ingght into her dreams. Had she known what was befdling her, as she tumbled helplesdy
into youthfulness? Had she cried out in anguish and frustration when she fdt her life dipping away? Had
there been afind flare of the old imperious Olmayne, before she sank into this unwanted purity? The
child in the tank was smiling. The supplelittle body uncoiled, then drew moretightly into ahuddled ball.
Olmaynewas at peace with the Will. Suddenly, asthough Talmit had spread another mirror inthe air, |
looked into my own new sdlf, and saw what had been done for me, and knew that | had been granted
another lifewith the proviso that | make something more of it than | had of my first one, and | felt
humbled, and pledged mysdf to serve the Will and | was engulfed in joy that came in mighty waves, like
the surging tides of Earth Ocean, and | said farewell to Olmayne, and asked Tamit to take me to another
place.
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And Avludacameto mein my room in the house of renewa, and we both were frightened when we met.
The jacket she wore | eft her bunched-up wings bare; they seemed hardly under her control at al, but
fluttered nervoudy, starting to open ashort way, their gossamer tips expanding in little quivering flickers.
Her eyes were large and solemn; her face looked more lean and pointed than ever. We stared in silence
a one another along while; my skin grew warm, my vision hazy; | felt the churning of inner forcesthat
had not pulled at me im decades, and | feared them even as | welcomed them.

“Tomis?’ shesad findly, and | nodded.

She touched my shoulders, my arms, my lips. And | put my fingersto her wrists, her flanks, and then,
hesitantly, to the shallow bowls of her breagts. Like two who had lost their sight we learned each other
by touch. We were strangers. That withered old Watcher she had known and perhaps loved was gone,
banished for the next fifty years or more, and in his place slood someone mysterioudly transformed,
unknown, unmet. The old Watcher had been asort of father to her; what was this guildiess young Tomis



supposed to be? And what was she to me, a daughter no longer?1 did not know mysdlf of myself. | was
aiento my deek, taut skin. | was perplexed and delighted by the juices that now flowed, by the
throbbings and swellingsthat | had nearly forgotten.

“Your eyesarethe same,” she said. “1 would aways know you by your eyes.”
“What have you done these many months, Avluda?’

“I have been flying every night. | flew to Agupt and deep into Afreek. Then | returned and flew to
Stanbool. When it getsdark, | go aoft. Do you know, Tomis, | fed truly aive only when I'm up there?’

“You are of the Hiers. Itisin the nature of your guild to fed that way.”
“Oneday well fly sdeby sde, Tomis”

| laughed at that. “ The old Surgeries are closed, Avluela. They work wonders here, but they can't
transform meinto aHier. One must be born with wings.”

“One doesn't need wingsto fly.”

“I' know. Theinvaderslift themselves without the help of wings. | saw you, one day soon after Roum
fell—you and Gormon in the sky together—" | shook my head. “But | am no invader ether.”

“Y ou will fly with me, Tomis. Well go aoft, and not only by night, even though my wingsare merely
nightwings. In bright sunlight well soar together.”

Her fantasy pleased me. | gathered her into my arms, and she was cool and fragile against me, and my
own body pulsed with new hest. For awhile we talked no more of flying, though | drew back from
taking what she offered at that moment, and was content merely to caress her. One does not avakenin a

snglelunge

Later we walked through the corridors, passing others who were newly renewed, and we went into the
great centra room whose ceiling admitted the winter sunlight, and studied each other by that changing
pale light, and walked, and talked again. | leaned abit on her arm, for | did not have dl my strength yet,
and soinasenseit wasasit had been for usin the pagt, the girl helping the old dodderer along. When
she saw me back to my room, | said, “Before | was renewed, you told me of anew guild of Redeemers.
|

“Thereistimefor that later,” she said, displeased.

In my room we embraced, and abruptly | felt the full fire of the renewed legp up within me, so that |
feared | might consume her cool, dim body. But it isafire that does not consume—it only kindlesits
counterpart in others. In her ecstasy her wings unfolded until 1 was wrapped in their silken softness. And
as| gave mysdlf to the violence of joy, | knew | would not need again to lean on her arm.

We ceased to be strangers; we ceased to fedl fear with one another. She came to me each day at my
exercisetime, and | walked with her, matching her stride for stride. And the fire burned even higher and
more brightly for us.

Tamit waswith me frequently too. He showed me the arts of using my renewed body, and helped me
successfully grow youthful. | declined hisinvitation to view Olmayne once more. One day he told me that
her retrogression had cometo itsend. | felt no sorrow over that, just acurious brief emptiness that soon
passed.



“Y ou will leave here soon,” the Renewer said. “ Are you ready?’

“| think s0.”

“Have you given much thought to your destination after this house?’

“I must seek anew guild, | know.”

“Many guildswould have you, Tomis. But which do you want?’

“Theguild inwhich | would be most useful to mankind,” | said. “I owethe Will alife.”
Tdmit sad, “Hasthe Hier girl spoken to you of the possibilities before you?’
“ She mentioned anewly founded guild.”

“Did shegiveit aname?’

“The guild of Redeemers.”

“What do you know of it?’

“Very little” | sad.

“Do you wish to know more?’

“If thereismore to know.”

“I am of the guild of Redeemers,” Tamit said. “Soisthe Flier Avluda”

“Y ou both are dready guilded! How can you belong to more than one guild? Only the Dominators were
permitted such freedom; and they—"

“Tomis, the guild of Redeemers accepts members from al other guilds. It isthe supreme guild, asthe
guild of Dominators once was. Initsranks are Rememberers and Scribes, Indexers, Servitors, Hiers,
Landholders, Somnambulists, Surgeons, Clowns, Merchants, Vendors. There are Changelings aswell,
and—’

“Changelings?’ | gasped. “They are outsde dl guilds, by law! How can aguild embrace Changdings?’
“Thisisthe guild of Redeemers. Even Changdings may win redemption, Tomis.”

Chagtened, | said, “Even Changdlings, yes. But how stirangeit isto think of such aguild!”

“Would you despise aguild that embraces Changdings?’

“I find thisguild difficult to comprehend.”

“Undergtanding will come at the proper time.”

“When isthe proper time?’

“Theday you leavethisplace” said Tamit.

That day arrived shortly. Avludacameto fetch me. | stepped forth uncertainly into Jordem's springtime
to complete theritua of renewa. Tamit had instructed her on how to guide me. Shetook me through the



city to the holy places, so that | could worship at each of the shrines. | knelt at thewall of the Hebers and
at the gilded dome of the Midams; then | went down into the lower part of the city, through the
marketplace, to the gray, dark, ill-fashioned building covering the place where the god of the Chrigtersis
said to have died; then | went to the spring of knowledge and the fountain of the Will, and from there to
the guildhouse of the guild of Pilgrimsto surrender my mask and robes and starstone, and thence to the
wall of the Old City. At each of these places| offered mysdif to the Will with words | had waited long to
speak. Pilgrims and ordinary citizens of Jordem gathered at arespectful distance; they knew that | had
been lately renewed and hoped that some emanation from my new youthful body would bring them good
fortune. At last my obligationswerefulfilled. | wasafree manin full hedlth, able now to choosethe
qudlity of thelifel wished to lead.

Avludasad, “Will you come with meto the Redeemers now?’
“Wherewill wefind them?In Jordem?’

“In Jordem, yes. A meeting will convenein an hour'stime for the purpose of welcoming you into
membership.”

From her tunic she drew something smal and gleaming, which | recognized in bewilderment asa
garsone. “What are you doing with that?’ | asked. “ Only Pilgrims—"

“Put your hand over mine,” she said, extending afist in which the starstone was clenched.

| obeyed. Her smdll pinched face grew rigid with concentration for amoment. Then she relaxed. She put
the starstone away.

“Aviuda, what—7’
“A sgnd totheguild,” shesaid gently. “A notice to them to gather now that you are on your way.”
“How did you get that one?’

“Comewithme,” shesad. “Oh, Tomis, if only we could fly there! But it isnot far. We meet dmost in the
shadow of the house of renewd. Come, Tomis. Come!”
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Therewas no light in the room. Avluelaled meinto the subterranean blackness, and told me that | had
reached the guildhdl of the Redeemers, and left me standing by mysdlf. “Don't move,” she cautioned.

| sensed the presence of othersin the room about me. But | heard nothing and saw nothing.
Something was thrust toward me.
Avludasaid, “Put out your hands. What do you fed ?’

| touched asmall square cabinet resting, perhaps, on ameta framework. Along itsface were familiar
didsand levers. My groping hands found handles rising from the cabinet's upper surface. At onceit was
asthough al my renewa had been undone, and the conquest of Earth canceled aswell: | was aWatcher
again, for surdly thiswas aWatcher's equipment!

| said, “Itisnot the same cabinet | once had. But it is not greetly different.”
“Have you forgotten your skills, Tomis?’

“I think they remain with me even now.”



“Use the machine, then,” said Avluda. “ Do your Watching once more, and tell me what you see.”

Easly and happily | dipped into the old attitudes. | performed the preliminary rituas quickly, clearing my
mind of doubts and frictions. It was surprisingly smpleto bring myself into aspirit of Watchfulness; | had
not attempted it Snce the night Earth fell, and yet it seemed to methat | was able to enter the state more
rgpidly thanin the old days.

Now | grasped the handles. How strange they were! They did not terminate in the gripsto which | was
accustomed: rather, something cool and hard was mounted at the tip of each handle. A gem of some
kind, perhaps. Possibly even astarstone, | realized. My hands closed over the twin coolnesses. | felt a
moment of apprehension, even of raw fear. Then | regained the necessary tranquillity, and my soul
flooded into the device before me, and | began to Watch.

In my Watchfulness| did not soar to the stars, as| had in the old days. Although | perceived, my
perception was limited to the immediate surroundings of my room. Eyes closed, body hunched in trance,
| reached out and camefirst to Avluela; she was near me, amost upon me. | saw her plainly. She smiled;
she nodded; her eyes were aglow.

—1I loveyou.
—Yes, Tomis. And we will betogether dways.
—I have never fdt so close to another person.

—Inthisguild wearedl close, al thetime. We are the Redeemers, Tomis. We are new. Nothing like
this has been on Earth before.

—How am | spesking to you, Avluda?

—Y our mind speaks to mine through the machine. And some day the machine will not be needed.
—And then we will fly together?

—L ong before then, Tomis.

The starstones grew warm in my hands. | clearly perceived the instrument, now: a\Watcher's cabinet, but
with certain modifications, among them the starstones mounted on the handles. And | looked beyond
Avludaand saw other faces, onesthat | knew. The austere figure of the Renewer Tamit wasto my |eft.
Besde him stood the Surgeon with whom | had journeyed to Jordem, with the Changeling Berndlt at his
elbow, and now at last | knew what business it was that had brought these men of Nayrub to the holy
city. The others| did not recognize; but there were two Hiers, and a Rememberer grasping his shawl,
and awoman Servitor, and others. And | saw them al by an inner light for the room was asdark asit
had been when | entered it. Not only did | seethem, but | touched them, mind to mind.

Themind | touched first was Berndt's. | met it easily though fearfully, drew back, met it again. He
greeted me and welcomed me. | realized then that only if | could ook upon aChangeling as my brother
could I, and Earth itsdlf, win the sought-for redemption. For until we were truly one people, how could
we earn an end to our punishment?

| tried to enter Berndlt's mind. But | was afraid. How could | hide those prejudices, those petty
contempts, those conditioned reflexes with which we unavoidably think of Changelings?

“Hide nothing,” he counsdled. “ Those things are no secret to me. Give them up now and join me.”



| struggled. | cast out demons. | summoned up the memory of the moment outsi de the Changeling shrine,
after Berndt had saved us, when | had invited him to journey with us. How had | felt then toward him?
Had | regarded him, at least for amoment, as a brother?

| amplified that moment of gratitude and companionship. | let it swell, and blaze, and it obliterated the
encrugtations of scorn and empty disdain; and | saw the human soul benegath the strange Changeling
surface, and | broke through that surface and found the path to redemption. He drew me toward his
mind.

| joined Bernat, and he enrolled mein hisguild. | was of the Redeemers now.

Through my mind rolled avoice, and | did not know whether | heard the resonant boom of Tamit, or the
dry ironic tone of the Surgeon, or Berndt's controlled murmur, or Avluea's soft whisper, for it was dl
these voices at once, and others, and they said:

“When dl mankind isenrolled in our guild, we will be conquered no longer. When each of usis part of
every other one of us, our sufferingswill end. Thereisno need for usto struggle against our conquerors,
for we will absorb them, once we are all Redeemed. Enter us, Tomiswho was the Watcher Wudllig.”

And | entered.

And | became the Surgeon and the Flier and the Renewer and the Changeling and the Servitor and the
rest. And they became me. And so long as my hands gripped the starstones we were of one soul and one
mind. Thiswas not the merging of communion, in which aPilgrim sinks anonymoudy into the Will, but
rather aunion of self and self, maintaining independence within alarger dependence. It wasthe keen
perception one gets from Watching coupled with the submergencein alarger entity that one getsfrom
communion, and | knew thiswas something wholly new on Earth, not merdly the founding of anew guild
but the initiation of anew cycle of human existence, the birth of the Fourth Cycle upon this defeated
planet.

Thevoicesad, “Tomis, wewill Redeem those in greatest need first. We will go into Agupt, into the
desert where miserable Changelings huddle in an ancient building that they worship, and we will take
them into us and make them clean again. Wewill go on, to thewest, to apitiful village smitten by the
crystallization disease, and we will reach the souls of the villagers and free them from taint, and the
crystalization will cease and their bodieswill be heded. And wewill go on beyond Agupt, to dl thelands
of the world, and find those who are without guilds, and those who are without hope, and those who are
without tomorrows, and we will give them life and purpose again. And atimewill comewhen dl Earthis
Redeemed.”

They put avison before me of atransformed planet, and of the harsh-faced invadersyidding peacefully
to us and begging to be incorporated into that new thing that had germinated in the midst of their
conquest. They showed me an Earth that had been purged of itsancient sins.

Then| fdt it wastime to withdraw my hands from the machine | grasped, and | withdrew my hands.

The vision ebbed. The glow faded. But yet | was no longer donein my skull, for some contact lingered,
and the room ceased to be dark.

“How did this happen?’ | asked. “When did this begin?’

“In the days after the conquest,” said Tamit, “we asked oursaves why we had falen so easily, and how
we could lift oursalves above what we had been. We saw that our guilds had not provided enough of a
structure for our lives, that some closer union was our way to redemption. We had the starstones; we



had the instruments of Watching; al that remained wasto fuse them.”

The Surgeon said, “Y ou will be important to us, Tomis, because you understand how to throw your mind
forth. We seek former Watchers. They are the nucleus of our guild. Once your soul roved the starsto
search out mankind's enemies, now it will roam the Earth to bring mankind together.”

Avludasad, “You will hdp metofly, Tomis, even by day. And you will fly besde me.”
“When do you leave?’ | asked.

“Now,” shesad. “I go to Agupt, to the temple of the Changelings, to offer them what we have to offer.
Anddl of uswill join to give me strength, and that strength will be focused through you, Tomis.” Her
hands touched mine. Her lips brushed mine. “Thelife of Earth beginsagain, now, thisyear, this new
cycle. Oh, Tomis, wearedl reborn!”
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| remained aone in the room. The others scattered. Aviuedawent above, into the street. | put my hands
to the mounted starstones, and | saw her as clearly as though she stood beside me. She was preparing
hersdf for flight. First she put off her clothing, and her bare body glistened in the afternoon sun. Her little
body seemed impossibly delicate; astrong wind would shatter her, | thought. Then she knelt, bowed,
made her ritual. She spoke to hersdlf, yet | heard her words, the words Hiers say as they ready
themsalvesto leave the ground. All guilds are onein this new guild; we have no secrets from one another;
there are no mysteries. And as she beseeched the favor of the Will and the support of al her kind, my
prayersjoined with hers.

Sherose and let her wings unfold. Some passers-by looked oddly at her, not because there was anything
unusual about the sight of anaked Flier in the streets of Jordem, but because the sunlight was so strong
and her trangparent wings, so lightly stained with pigment, were evidently nightwings incapable of
withstanding the pressure of the solar wind.

“I loveyou,” we sad to her, and our hands ran lightly over her satiny skinin abrief caress.

Her nogtrilsflickered in ddight. Her smal girl-child's breasts became agitated. Her wings now werefully
spread, and they gleamed wondroudy in the sunlight.

“Now wefly to Agupt,” she murmured, “to Redeem the Changelings and make them one with us. Tomis,
will you comewith me?’

“I will bewithyou,” we said, and | gripped the starstones tightly and crouched over my cabinet of
ingrumentsin the dark room benegth the place where she stood. “We will fly together, Aviuda.”

“Up, then,” shesaid, and we said, “Up.”

Her wings best, curving to take the wind, and we fdlt her struggling in the first moment, and we gave her
the strength she needed, and she took it asit poured from us through meto her, and werose high. The
spires and parapets of Jordem the golden grew smadll, and the city became a pink dot in the green hills,
and Avludas throbbing wingsthrust her swiftly westward, toward the setting sun, toward the land of
Agupt. Her ecstasy swept through usdl. “ See, Tomis, how wonderful it is, far above everything? Do you
fed it?

“I fed it,” | whispered. “The cool wind againgt bare flesh—the wind in my hair—we drift on the currents,
we coast, we soar, Avluela, we soar!”

To Agupt. To the sunset.



We looked down at sparkling Lake Medit. In the distance somewhere was Land Bridge. To the north,
Eyrop. To the south, Afreek. Far ahead, beyond Earth Ocean, lay my homeland. Later | would return
there, flying westward with Avluela, bringing the good news of Earth's transformation.

From this height one could not tell that our world had ever been conquered. One saw only the beauty of
the colors of the land and the sea, not the checkpoints of the invaders.

Thaose checkpoints would not long endure. We would conguer our conguerors, not with weapons but
with love; and as the Redemption of Earth became universal we would welcomeinto our new saf even
the beings who had seized our planet.

“I knew that some day you would fly besde me, Tomis,” said Aviuela
In my dark room | sent new surges of power through her wings.

She hovered over the desert. The old Surgery, the Changeling shrine, would soon bein sight. | grieved
that we would have to come down. | wished we could stay aoft forever, Aviudaand 1.

“Wewill, Tomis, wewill!” shetold me. “Nothing can separate us now! Y ou bdieve that, don't you,
Tomis?

“Yes” wesad, “I believethat.” And we guided her down through the darkening sky.



